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ROBERT. BURNS. 


CHAPTER I: 
YOUTH IN AYRSHIRE, 


GREAT men, great events, great epochs, it nas been said, 
grow as we recede from them; and the rate at which they grow in 
the estimation of men is in some sort a measure of their greatness. 
Tried by this standard, Burns must be great indeed; for, during 
the eighty years that have passed since his death, men’s interest in 
the man himself and their estimate of his genius have been steadily 
increasing. Each decade since he died has produced at least two 

biographies of him. When Mr. Carlyle wrote his well-known essay 
on Burns in 1828, he could already number six biographies of the 
Poet, which had been given to the world during the previous thirty 
years; and the interval between 1828 and the present day has added, 
in at least the same proportion, totheir number. What it was in the 
man and in his circumstances that has attracted so much of the 
world’s interest to Burns, I must make one more attempt to describe. 

If success were that which most secures men’s sympathy, Burns 
would have won but little regard; for in all but his poetry his was 
a defeated life—sad and heart-depressing to contemplate beyond 
the lives even of most poets. 

Perhaps it may be the very fact that in him so much failure and 
shipwreck were combined with such splendid gifts,that has attracted 

_to him so deep and compassionate interest. Let us review once 
more the facts of that life, and tell again its oft-told story. 

It was on the 25th of January, 1759, about two miles from the 
town of Ayr, in a clay-built cottage, reared by his father’s own 
hands, that Robert Burns was born. The “auld clay bigging ” 
which saw his birth still stands by the side of the road that leads 
from Ayr to the river and the bridge of Doon. Between the banks 
of that romantic stream and the cottage is seen the roofless ruin 
of “ Alloway’s auld haunted kirk,” which Tam o’ Shanter has made 
famous. His first welcome to the world was a rough one. As he 


himself says— 


6 A blast o’ Janwar’ win’ 
Blew hansel in on Robin, 
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A few days after his birth, a storm blew down the gable of the 
cottage, and the poet and his mother were carried in the dark 
morning to the shelter of a neighbour’s roof, under which they 
remained till their own home was repaired. In after years he 
would often say, “ No wonder that one ushered into the world amid 
such a tempest should be the victim of stormy passions.” ‘‘ It is 
hard to be born in Scotland,” says the brilliant Parisian. Burns 
had many hardships to endure, but he never reckoned this to be 
one of them. : 

His father, William Burness or Burnes, for so he spelt his name, 
was a native not of Ayrshire, but of Kincardineshire, where he had 
been reared on a farm belonging to the forfeited estate of the noble 
but attainted house of Keith-Marischal. Forced to migrate thence 
at the age of nineteen, he had travelled to Edinburgh, and finally 
settled in Ayrshire, and at the time when Robert, his eldest child, was 
born, he rented seven acres of land, near the Brig 0’ Doon, which 
he cultivated as a nursery-garden. He was a man of strict, even 
stubborn integrity, and of strong temper—a combination which, as 
his son remarks, does not usually lead to worldly success. But his 
chief characteristic was his deep-seated and thoughtful piety. A 
peasant-saint of the old Scottish stamp, he yet tempered the stern 
Calvinism of the West with the milder Arminianism more common 
in his northern birthplace. Robert, who, amid_all his after-errors, 
never. ceased to revere his. father’s memory, has left an immortal 
poutint of him in The Cotter’s Saturday Night, when he describes 

ow 


“ The saint, the father, and the husband prays.” 


William Burness was advanced in years before he married, and 
his wife, Agnes Brown, was much younger than himself. She is 
described as an Ayrshire lass, of humble birth, very sagacious, 
with bright eyes and intelligent looks, but, not beautiful, of good 
manners and easy address. Like her husband, she was sincerely 
religious, but of a more equable temper, quick to perceive character, 
and with a memory stored with old: traditions, songs, and_ ballads, 
which she told or sang to amuse her children. In his outer man 
the poet resembled his mother, but his.great mental gifts, if inherited 
at all, must be traced to his father. 

Three places in Ayrshire, besides his birthplace, will always be 
remembered as the successive homes of Burns. These were Mount 
Oliphant, Lochlea (pronounced Lochly), and Mossgiel. 

Mount OLIPHANT.—This: was a small upland farm, about two 
miles from the Brig 0’ Doon, of a poor and hungry soil, belonging 
to Mr. Ferguson, of Doon-holm, who. was also the landlord of 
William Burness’ previous holding. Robert was in his seventh year 
when his father entered, on this farm at.Whitsuntide,.1766, and he 
had reached his eighteenth when the lease came toa close in 1777. 
All the years between these two dates were to the family of Burness 
one long sore battle with untoward circumstances, ending in defeat. 
If the hardest toil and severe self-denial could have procured 
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success, they would not have failed. It was.this period of his life 
which Robert afterwards described, as combining “ the cheerless 
gloom of a hermit with the unceasing moil of galley-slave.”’ The 
family did their best, but the niggard soil and bad seasons were too 
much for them. At length, on the death of his landlord, who had 
always dealt generously by him, William Burness fell into the grip 
of a factor, whose tender mercies were hard. This man wrote 
letters which set the whole family in tears.. The poet has not given 
his name, but he has preserved. his portrait in colours which are 
indelible : 


“T’ve noticed, on our Laird’s court-day, 
An’ mony a time my heart’s been wae, 
Poor tenant bodies, scant 0’ cash, 
iow they maun thole a factor’s snash ; 
Hie’ll stamp an’ threaten, curse and swear, 
He’ll apprehend them, poind their gear, 
While they maun stan’, wi aspect humble, 
And hear it a’;.an’ tremble.” 


In his autobiographical sketch the poet tells us that, “The farm 
proved a ruinous bargain. 1 was the eldest of seven children, and 
my father, worn out by early hardship, was unfit for labour. His 
spirit was soon irritated, but not easily broken. There was a 
freedom in the lease in two years more; and to weather these two 
years we retrenched expenses and toiled’on.”” Robert and Gilbert, 
the two eldest, though. still boys, had to do each a grown man’s 
full work. Yet, for all their hardships, these Mount Oliphant days 
were not without alleviations. If poverty was at the door, there 
was warm family affection by the fireside. Ifthe two sons had, 
long before manhood, to bear toil beyond their years, still they 
were living under their parents’ roof, and those parents two of the 
wisest and best of Scotland’s peasantry. _Work was no doubt 
incessant, but education was not neglected—rather it was held one 
of the most sacred duties. When Robert was five years old, he 
had been sent to a schooi at Alloway Mill; and when the family 
removed to Mount Oliphant, his father combined with four of his 
neighbours to hire a young teacher, who boarded among them, and 
taught their children fora small salary. This young teacher, whose 
name was Murdoch, has left an interesting description of his two 
young pupils, their parents, and the household life while he 
sojourned at Mount Oliphant. . At that time Murdoch thought that 
' Gilbert possessed.a livelier imagination, and was more of a wit than 
Robert. ‘ All the mirth and liveliness,” he. says, “ were with 
Gilbert. Robert’s countenance at that time wore generally a grave 
and thoughtful look.” Had their teacher been then told that one 
‘of his two pupils would become a great poet, he would have fixed 
on Gilbert. hen he tried to teach them church music along with 
other rustic lads; they two lagged far behind the rest... Robert’s 
voice especially was untuneable, and his earso‘dull that it was with 
difficulty he could distinguish one tune from another. | Yet this 
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was he who was to become the greatest song-writer that Scotland — 
perhaps the world—has known. In other respects the mental 
training of the lads was of the most thorough kind. Murdoch 
taught them not only to read, but to parse, and to give the exact 
meaning of the words, to turn verse into the prose order, to supply 
ellipses, and to substitute plain for poetic words and phrases. How 
many of our modern village schools even attempt as much! When 
Murdoch gave up, the father himself undertook the education of 
his children, and carried it on at night after work hours were over. 
Of that father Murdoch speaks as by far the best man he ever 
knew. Tender and affectionate towards his children he describes 
him, seeking not to drive, but to lead them to the right, by appeal- 
iag to their conscience and their better feelings, rather than to their 
fears. To his wife he was gentle and considerate in an unusual 
degree, always thinking of her ease and comfort; and she repaid it 
with the utmost reverence. She was a careful and thrifty house- 
wife ; but whenever her domestic tasks allowed, she would return 
to hang with devout attention on the discourse that fell from her 
wise husband. Under that father’s guidance knowledge was sought 
for as hid treasure, and this search was based on the old and rever- 
ential faith that increase of knowledge is increase of wisdom and | 
goodness. The readings of the household were wide, varied, and 
unceasing. Some one entering the house at meal-time found the 
whole family seated, each with a spoon in one hand-and a book in 
the other. The books which Burns mentions as forming part of 
their reading at Mount’ Oliphant surprise us even now. Not only 
the ordinary school-books and geographies, not only the traditional 
life of Wallace, and other popular books of that sort, but The 
Spectator, odd plays of Shakespeare, Pope (his Homer included) 
Locke on the Human Understanding, Boyle’s Lectures, Taylor’s 
Scripture Doctrine of Original Sin, Allan Ramsay’s works, formed 
the staple of their reading. Above all there was a collection of 
songs, of which Burns says, “ This was my vade mecum. 1 pored 
over them driving my cart, or walking to labour, song by song, 
verse by verse; carefully noting the true, tender, or sublime, from 
affectation and fustian. I am convinced I owe to this practice 
much of my critic-craft, such as it is!” And he could not have 
learnt it in a better way. 
There are few countries in the world which could at that time 
have produced in humble life such a teacher as Murdoch and such 
a father as William Burness.. It seems fitting, then, that.a coun- 
try which could rear such men among its peasantry should give 
birth to such a poet as Robert Burns to represent them. The 
books which fed his young intellect were devoured only during in- 
tervals snatched from hard toil. That toil was no doubt excessive. 
And this early overstrain showed itself soon in the stoop of his 
shoulders, in nervous disorder about the ‘heart, and in frequent 
fits of despondency. Yet perhaps too much has sometimes been 
made of these bodily hardships, as though Burns’s boyhood had 
been one long misery. But the youth which grew up in so kindly 
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an atmosphere of wisdom and home affection, under the eye of such 
a father and mother, -cannot be called unblest. 
Under the pressure of toil and the entire want of society, Burns 


‘might-have grown up the rude andclownish and unpopular lad that 


he has-been pictured in his early teens. But in his fifteenth sum- 
mer there»came to him,a new-influence, which at one. touch un- 
locked the springs of new emotions... This incident must be given 


-in his own words: ‘ You know,” he says, “our country custom of 


coupling a man and woman together as partners in the labours of 
the harvest. In my fifteenth summer my partner was a bewitching 
Greature, a year younger, than myself. .My scarcity of English 
denies me the power of doing her justice in that language, but you 
know the Scottish idiom. She was a bonnie, sweet, sonsie lass. 
In short, she, altogether unwittingly to herself, initiated me in that 
delicious passion, which, in spite of acid disappointment, gin-horse 
prudence, and book-worm philosophy, I hold to be the first of 
human joys here below! .How she caught the contagion I cannot 
tell. ... . Indeed, I did not know myself why I liked so much to 
loiter behind with her, when returning in the evening from our 
labors; why the tones of her voice made my heartstrings thrill like 


-an Afolian harp; and especially why my pulse beat such a furious 


ratan when I looked. and fingered over her little hand, to pick out 
the cruel nettle-strings and thistles. Among her love-inspiring, 
qualities, she sung sweetly ; and it was her favorite reel to which 
I attempted giving an embodied vehicle in rhyme. I was not so 
presumptuous as to imagine that I could make verses like printed 
ones, composed by men who read Greek and Latin; but my girl 
sung a song which was said to be composed by a country laird’s 
son, on one of his father’s maids, with whom he was in love; and 
I saw no reason why I might not rhyme as well as he; for, except- 
ing that he could shear sheep and cast peats, his ‘father living in 
the moorlands, he had no, more scholar-craft than. myself; Thus 
with me began love and poetry.” . 

The song he then composed is entitled “Handsome Nell,” 


--andis the first he,ever wrote. .He himself speaks, of it as very 


puerile and silly—a verdict which Chambers endorses, but in which 


» Lcannotagree. Simple and artless itno doubt is, but with a touch 


of that grace which bespeaks the true poet. Here is one verse 
which, for directness of feeling and felicity of language, he hardly 


. ever surpassed : 


“She ‘dresses aye sae clean and neat, 
Baith decent and genteel, 
And then there’s something in her gait 
Gars ony dress look weel.” 


_“T composed it,” says Burns, “in awild enthusiasm of passion, 


-and to this hour I-never recollect it but my heart. melts, my blood 
‘sallies at the remembrance,” 


LocuHLEA.—Escaped from the fangs of the factor, with some 
remnant of means, William Burness removed from Mount Oliphant 
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to Lochlea, in the parish of Tarbolton (1777); an upland; undulat- 
ing farm, on the north bank of the River Ayr, with a wide outlook, 
southward over the hills’of: Carrick, westward toward the Isle of 
Arran, Ailsa Craig, and down the Firth of Clyde, toward the West- 
ern Sea. This was the home of Burns and his family from his 
eighteenth till his twenty-fifth year. For a time the family life 
here was more comfortable than before, probably because several 
of the children were now able to assist their parents in farm labour. 
“ These seven years,” says Gilbert Burns, “‘ brought small literary 
imprevement to Robert’’—but I can hardly believe this, when we 
remember that Lochlea saw the composition of The Death and 
Dying Words of Poor Matlie, and of My Nannie, O, and one or two 
more of his most popular songs. It was during those days that 
Robert, then growing into manhood, first ventured to step beyond the 
range of his father’s control,and to trust the promptings of his own 
social instincts and headlong passions. The first step in this di- 


he might there meet companions of either sex, and give his rustic 


manners “a brush,” as he phrases it. The next step was taken | 


when Burns resolved to spend his. nineteenth summer in Kirkos- | 
wald, to learn mensuration and surveying from the schoolmaster | 
there, who was famous as a teacher of these things. Kirkoswald, | 
on the Carrick coast, was a village full of smugglers and adven-, 
turers, in whose society Burns was introduced to scenes of what 
he calls “swaggering riot and roaring dissipation.” It may readily 
be believed that, with his strong love of sociality and excitement, | 
he was an apt pupil in that school. Still'the mensuration wention, 
till one day, when in the kailyard behind the teacher’s house, Burns, 
met a young lass, whoset his heart on fire, and put an end to men: 
suration. ‘This incident is celebrated in the song beginning— _ 


“Now westlin winds and slaughtering guns 
Bring autumn’s pleasant weather ”* — 


“the ebullition,” he calls it, “of that passion which ended the 
school business at Kirkoswald.”’ 

From this time on for several years, love-making was his chief 
amusement, or rather his most serious business. His brother tells 
us that he was in the secret of half the love affairs of the parish of 
Tarbolton, and was never without at least one of his own. ‘There 
was not.a comely girl in Farbolton on whom he did not compose'a 
song, and then he made one which included them all. When he 
was thus inly moved, “the agitations of his mind and body,” says 
Gilbert, “exceeded anything of the kind I ever knew in real life. 
He had always a particular jealousy of people who were richer than 
himself, or had more consequence. His love, therefore, rarely 
settled on persons of this description.” The jealousy here noted, 
as extending even to his loves, was one of the weakest point of the 
poet’s character. Ofthe ditties of that time, most of which have 
been preserved, the best specimen is MZy WVannie,'O, This song, 


| 


| 
| 


rection was to go toa dancing-school, in a neighbouring village, that | 
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and the one entitled A/ary Morison, render the whoie scenery and 
sentiment of those rural meetings in a manner at once graphic and 
free from coarseness. Yet, truth to speak, it must be said that 
those gloamin’ trysts, however they may touch the imagination and 
lend themselves to song, do in reality lie at the root of much that 
degrades the life and habits of the Scottish peasantry. 

But those first three or four years at Lochlea, if not free from 
peril, were still with the poet times of innocence. His brother 
Gilbert, in the words of Chambers, “used to speak of his brother 
as at this period, to himself, a more admirable being than at any 
other. He recalled with delight the days when they had to go with 
one or two companions to cut peats for the winter fuel; because 
Robert was sure to enliven their toil with a rattling fire of witty 
remarks on men and things, mingled with the expressions of a 
genial, glowing heart, and the whole perfectly free from the taint 
which he afterwards acquired from his’ contact. with the world. 
Not even in those volumes which afterwards charmed his country 
from end to end, did Gilbert see his brother in so interesting a 
light as in these conversations in the bog, with only two or three 
noteless peasants for an audience.” 

- While Gilbert acknowledges. that his brother’s love-makings 
were at this time unceasing, he asserts that they were “governed 
by the strictest rules of virtue and modesty, from which he never 
deviated till he reached his twenty-third year.’’? It was towards 
the close of his twenty-second that there occurs the record of his 
first serious desire to marry and settle in life. He had:set his 
affections on a young woman named Ellison Begbie, daughter of a 
small farmer, and at that time servant in a family on Cessnock 
Water, about two miles from Lochlea. She is said to have been 
not a beauty, but of unusual liveliness and grace of mind. Long 
afterwards, when he had seen much of the world, Burns spoke of 
this young woman as, of all those on whom he ever fixed his fickle 
affections, the one most likely to have made a pleasant partner for 
life. Four letters which he wrote to her are preserved, in which he 
expresses the most pure and honourable feelings in language which, 
if a little formal, is, for manliness and simplicity, a striking contrast 
to the bombast of some of his later epistles. Songs, too, he ad- 
cressed to her—7Zhe Lass of Cessnock Banks, Bonnie Peggy Ali- 
son, and Mary Morison. ‘The two former are inconsiderable ; the 
latter :s one of those pure and beautiful love-lyrics, in the manner 

of the old ballads, which, as Hazlitt says, “take the deepest and 
“most lasting hold on the mind.” 


“Yestreen, when to the trembling string, 
The dance gaed thro’ the lighted ha’, 
To thee my fancy took its wing, 
I sat, but neither heard nor saw: 
Tho’ this was fair, and that was braw, 
And yon the toast ofa’ the town, 
T sigh’d, and said amang them a’, r 
“Ye are na Mary Morison’” =~ as 7s 
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“Oh, Mary, canst thou wreck his. peace, 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly die; ~ 

Or canst thou break that heart of his, 
Whase only faut is loving thee ? 

If love for love thou wilt na gie, 4 
At least be pity to me shown; 

A thought/ungentle canna be 
The thought 0’ Mary Morison. ; 


In these lines the lyric genius of, Burns, was for the first time un- 
deniably, revealed. 

But neither letters, nor. love-songs prevailed. The young 
woman, for some reason untold, was, deaf. to his entreaties ; and 
the rejection.of this his best affection fell on him with a malign in- 
fluence, just as -he was setting his face to learn.a trade which he 
hoped would enable him to maintain a wife. 

Irvine was. at that time a centre of the flax-dressing art, and as 
Robert and his brother raised flax on their farm, they hoped that if 
they: could dress as well.as grow flax, they might thereby double 


their profits. As he met with this heavy disappointment. in love, 


just as he was setting out for Irvine, he went thither down-hearted | 
and depressed, at Midsummer, 1781. All who met him at that time 
were .struck with-his look. ef melancholy, and his moody. silence, 
from which he roused -himself only. when in pleasant. female. so; 
ciety, or when he met with, men of intelligence., But the persons 
of this sort whom he met in Irvine were probably few. More, nu 
merous! were the smugglers. and rough-living adventurers with 
which that seaport town, as Kirkoswald, swarmed. Among thes 
he contracted, says Gilbert, ‘some acquaintance of a freer manne 
of thinking and. living than, he, had been used,to, whose societ 
prepared him for overleaping the bonds of. rigid virtue which h 
hitherto restrained him.” One companion, a sailor-lad of wild lie 
and loose and. irregular habits, had a wonderful fascination for 
Burns, who admired him for what he thought his independence an 
magnanimity... “ He was,”? says Burns, “the only man I ever kne 
who was a greater fool than myself, where woman was the presiding 
star; but he spoke of lawless. love with levity, which hitherto l 
had. regarded with horror. .Here. his ae did me a mis- 
chief.” 
Another companion,older than himself, thinking that the reli i- 
ous views of Burns were too. rigid and uncompromising, induced 
him to adopt “more liberal opinions,” which in this case, as in so 
many others, meant more lax opinions. With his. principles jof 
belief, and his rules of conduct at once assailed and undermined, 
what chart or compass) remained any more for. a passionate being 
like Burns over. the. passion-swept sea of life that lay before him? 
The migration to Irvine was to him the descent to Avernus, from 
which he never afterwards, in: the. actual conduct of life, however 
often in his hours of inspiration, escaped.to breathe again the pure 
upper air. This brief but disastrous Irvine sojourn was brought to 
a sudden close. Burns was robbed by his partner in trade, his flax- 


| 


| 


| 
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dressing shop was burnt to the ground by fire during the carousal 
of a New-Year’s. morning, and himself, impaired in.purse, in spirits, 
and in character, returned to Lochlea to find misfortunes. thicken- 
ing round his family, and his father on his death-bed.. For the old 
man, his, long struggle with scanty means, barren soil, and bad 
seasons, was now near its close. Consumption had, set in. Early 
in 1784, when his last hour drew on, the father said that there was 
one of his children of whose, future he could not think without fear. 
Robert, who was in the room, came up to his bedside and asked, 
“<Q, father, i is it me you mean?” The old man said it was. Robert 
turned to the window, with tears streaming down his cheeks, and 
his bosora swelling, from the restraint he put on himself, almost to 

_ bursting. The father had early perceived the genius: that was in 
his boy, and even in Mount Oliphant days had said to. his wife, 
“ Whoever lives to. see it, something extraordinary will come from 
that boy.” He had lived to see and admire his son’s earliest poetic 
efforts. But he had also noted the strong passions, with the weak 
will, which might drive him on the shoals of life. 

i MosscIeL. Towards the close of 1783, Robert and his brother, 
seeing clearly the crash of family affairs which was impending, had 
taken on their own account a lease of the small farm of Mossgiel, 
about two or three miles distant from Lochlea, in the parish of 
Mauchline. When their father died in February, 1784, it was only by 
claiming the arrears of wages due to them, and ranking among their 
father’s creditors, that they y saved enough from the domestic wreck to 

stock their néw farm. Thither they conveyed their widowed mother, 
and their younger brothers and sisters, in. March, 1784. Their 
new home was a bare, upland farm, 118 acres of cold clay soil, lying 
within a mile of Mauchline village. Burns entered on it with a firm 

‘esolution to be prudent, industrious, and thrifty. In his own words, 

‘I read farming books, I calculated crops, 1 attended markets, 
end, in short, in spite of the devil, the world, and the flesh, I should 
have been a wise man; but the first year, from unfortunately buy- 
ing bad seed—the second, from a late harvest, we lost half our 
crops. This overset all my wisdom, and I returned like a dog to 
iis vomit, and the sow that was washed to-her wallowing in the 
hire.” Burns was in the beginning of his twenty-sixth year when 
le took up his abode at Mossgiel, where he remained for four 
years. Three things those years and that bare moorland farm 
vitnessed—the wreck of his hopes.as a farmer, the revelation of 
his genius as a poet, and the frailty of his character jas aman. 

The result of the immoral habits and “fiberal opinions ” which he 
kad learnt at Irvine were soon apparent in that event of which he 
speaks in his Epéstle to Fohn Rankine with such unbecoming 
levity. In the Chronological Edition of his works it is painful to 
read on one page the pathetic lines which he, engraved on, his 
father’s headstone, and a few pages on, written almost at the saem 
time, the epistle above alluded to, and other poems in the same 
‘strain, i in which the defiant poet glories in his shame. It was well 
‘for the old man that he was laid in Alloway Kirkyard before these 
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things befell. But the widowed mother had to bear the burden, 
and to receive in her home and bring up the child that should not 
have been born. When silence and shame would have most be-. 
come him, Burns poured forth his feelings in ribald verses, and 
bitterly satirised the parish minister, who required him to undergo 
that public penance which the discipline of the Church at that time 
exacted. Whether this was a wise discipline or not, no blame at- 
tached to the minister, who merely carried out the rules which his - 
Church enjoined. It was no proof of magnanimity in Burns to use 
his talent in reviling the minister, who had done nothing more than 
his duty. One can hardly doubt but that in his inmost heat he 
must have been visited with other and more penitential feelings 
than those unseemly verses express. But, as Lockhart has well 
observed, “his false pride recoiled from letting his jovial associates 
know how little he was able to drown the whispers of the still 
small voice; and the fermenting bitterness of a mind ill at ease 
within himself escaped—as may be often traced in the history of 
satirists—in angry sarcasms against those who, whatever their 
private errors might be, had at least done him no wrong.” | Mr. 
Carlyle’s comment on this crisis of his life is too weighty to be 
omitted here. “ With principles assailed by evil example from 
without, by ‘passions raging like demons ’ from within, he had little 
need of sceptical misgivings to. whisper treason in the heat of the 
battle, or to cut off his retreat if he were already defeated. He 
loses his feeling of innocence; his mind is at variance with itself; 
the old divinity no longer presides there; but wild Desires and_ 
wild Repentance alternately oppress him. Ere long, too, he has — 
committed himself before the world; his character for sobriety, 
dear to a Scottish peasant as few corrupted worldlings can even, 
conceive, is destroyed in the eyes of men; and his only refuge con- 
sists in trying to disbelieve his guiltiness, and is but a refuge of 
lies. The blackest desperation gathers over him, broken only by 
the red lightnings of remorse.” ‘Amid this trouble it was but 2 
poor vanity and miserable love of notoriety which could console 
itself with the thought— | 


“ The mair they talk, I’m kent the better, | 
E’en let them clash.” | 
Or was this not vanity at all, but the bitter irony of self-reproach? 
This collision with the minister and Kirk Session of his parisl, 
and the bitter feelings it engendered in his rebellious bosom, at 
once launched Burns into the troubled sea of religious controvers 
that was at that time raging all around him. The clergy of the 
West were divided into two parties, known as the Auld Lights and 
the New Lights. Ayrshire and the west of Scotland had long been 
the stronghold of Presbyterianism.and of the Covenanting spirit; 
and in Burns’s day—a century and a half after the Covenant 
—a large number of the ministers still adhered to its principles, 
and preached the Puritan theology undiluted. These men were 
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democratic in their ecclesiastical views, and stout protesters against 
Patronage, which has~.always been the ‘bugbear of-the sects in, 
Scotland. As Burns expresses it, they did their best to stir up 
their flocks to. ; 
“ Join their counsel and ‘their skills 
To cowe the Jairds, , 
An’ get the brutes the power themsels 
To chuse their herds.” 


All Burns’s instincts would naturally have been on the side of 
those who wished to resist patronage and “ to cowe the lairds,” had 
not this natural tendency,been counteracted by a stronger bias draw- 
ing him in an opposite direction. The Auld Lights, though demo- 

-crats in Church politics, were the upholders of that strict Church 
discipline under which he was smarting, and to this party belonged 
his own minister, who had brought that discipline to bear upon 
him. Burns, therefore, naturallyt hrew himself into. the arms of 
the opposite, or New Light party, who were more easy in their life 
and in their doctrine. This large and growing section of ministers 
were deeply imbued with rationalism, or, as they then called it, 
“common-sense,” in the light of which they pared away from _re- 
ligion all that was. mysterious and supernatural... Some of. them 
were said to be Socinians or even pure Deists, most of them shone 
less in the pulpit than at the festive board. With such men a 
person in Burns’s.then state of mind would readily sympathise, and 
they received him with open arms. . Nothing could have been more 
unfortunate than that in this crisis of his career he should have 
fallen into intimacy «with those hard-headed but coarse-minded men. 
They were the first persons. of any pretensions to scholarly educa- 
tion with whom. he had mingled freely. He amused them with the 
sallies of his wit and sarcasm, and astonished them by his keen in- 
sight and vigorous powers of reasoning. They abetted those very 
tendencies in his nature which required to be checked, Their coun- 
tenance, as clergymen,.would allay the scruples and misgivings he 
might otherwise have felt, and stimulate to still wilder recklessness 
whatever profanity he might be tempted to indulge in. When he 
had let loose his first shafts of satire against their stricter brethren, 
those New Light ministers heartily applauded him; and hounded 
him on to still more-daring assaults. He had not only his own 
quarrel with his parish minister and the stricter clergy to revenge, 
but the quarrel also of his friend and landlord, Gavin Hamilton, a 
county lawyer, who had fallen under Church censure for neglect of 
Church ordinances, and had been debarred from the Communion. 
Burns espoused Gavin’s cause with characteristic zeal, and let fly 
new arrows one after another from his satirical quiver. 

The first of these. satires against the orthodox ministers was 
The Twa Herds, ox the Holy Tulzie, written on.a quarrel between 
two brother clergymen. Then followed in quick succession Holy 
Willie's Prayer, The Ordination, and The Holy Fair. His good 
mother and his brother were pained by these performances, and 
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remonstrated against them.. But Burns, though he generally gave 
ear to their counsel, in this instance turned a deaf ear to it, and lis- 
tened to the other advisers. The love of exercising his strong 
powers of satire and the applause of his boon-companions, lay and 
clerical, prevailed over the whispers of his own better nature and 
the advice of his truest. friends. Whatever may be urged in 
defence of employing satire to lash hypocrisy, I cannot but think 
that those who have loved most what is best in Burns’s poetry must 
have regretted that these poems were ever written. Some have 
commended them on the ground that they have exposed religious 
pretence and Pharisaism. The good they: may have done in this 
way is perhaps doubtful.’ But the harm they have done in Scot- 
land is not doubtful, in that they have connected in the minds of - 
the people so many coarse and even profane thoughts with objects 
which they had regarded tid then with reverence. Even The Holy 
fair, the poem in this kind which is least offensive, turns on the 
abuses that then attended the celebration of the Holy Communion 
in rural parishes, and with great power portrays those gatherings 
in their most mundane aspects. Yet, as Lockhart has well re- 
marked, those things were part of the same religious system which 
produced the scenes which Burns had so beautifully described in 
The Cotter’s Saturday Night. Strange that the same mind, almost 
at the same moment, should have conceived two poems so different 
in spirit as The Cotter’s Saturday Night and The Holy Fair / 

I have dwelt thus long on these unpleasant satires that I may 
not have again to return to them. Itisa more welcome task to turn 
to the other poems of the same period. Though Burns had entered 
on Mossgiel resolved to do his best as.a farmer, he soon discovered 
that it was not in that way he was to attainsuccess. The crops of 
1784 and 1785 both failed, and their failure seemed to have done 
something to drive him in on his own internal resources. He then 
for the first time seems to have awakened to the conviction that his 
destiny was to be a poet; and he forthwith set himself, with more 
resolution than he ever showed before or after, to fulfil that mis- 
sion. Hitherto he had complained that his life had been without 
an aim; now he determined that it should be so no longer. The 
dawning hope began to gladden him that he might take his place 
among the bards of Scotland, who, themselves mostly unknown, 
have created that atmosphere of minstrelsy which envelopes and 
glorifies their native country. This hope and aim is recorded inan 
any of his commonplace book, of the probable date of August, 
1784: 

‘However I am pleased with the works of our Scotch poets, 
particularly the excellent Ramsay, and the still more excellent 
Fergusson, yet I am hurt to see other places of Scotland, their 
towns, rivers, woods, and haughs, immortalised in such celebrated 
performances, while my dear native country—the ancient bailieries 
of Carrick, Kyle, and Cunningham, famous both in ancient and 
modern times for a gallant and warlike race of inhabitants—a coun- 
try where civil, and particularly religious liberty, have ever found 
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their first support, and their last asylum—a country, the birthplace 
‘of many famous philosophers, soldiers, and statesmen, and the 
scene of many important events recorded in Scottish history, par- 
ticularly a great many of the actions of the glorious Wallace, the 
saviour of his country—yet we have never had one Scotch poet of 
any eminence to make the fertile banks of Irvine, the romantic wood- 
lands and sequestered scenes of Ayr, and the heathy mountainous 
“source and winding sweep of Doon, emulate Tay, Forth, Ettrick, 
‘Tweed. This is acomplaint I would gladly remedy; but, alas! I 
am far unequal to the task, both in native genius and in education. 
Obscure I am, obscure I must be, though no young poet nor young 
soldier’s heart ever beat more fondly for fame than mine.” 
Though the sentiment here expressed may seem commonplace 

and the language hardly grammatical, yet this extract clearly reveals 
the darling ambition that was now haunting the heart of Burns. It 
was the same wish which he expressed better in rhyme ata later 
day in his Epzstle to the Gude Wife of Wauchope House. 


« E’en then, a wish, I mind its power, 

A wish that'to my latest hour | 
Shall strongly heave my breast, | 

That I for poor Auld Scotland’s sake 

Some usefu’ plan or beuk could make, 
Or sing a sang at least. 

The rough burr-thistle, spreading wide 
Amang the bearded bear, 

Tturn’d the weeder-clips aside, 

An’ spar’d the symbol dear.” 


It was about his twenty-fifth year when he first conceived the 
ope that he might become a national poet. The failure of his first 
two harvests, 1784 and ’85, in Mossgiel, may well have strength- 
ened this desire, and changed it into a fixed purpose. If he was 
not to succeed as a farmer, might he not find success in another 
employment that was much more’to his mind ? 

And this longing, so deeply cherished, he had, within less than 
two years from the time that the above entry in his diary was writ- 
ten, ample fulfilled. From the autumn of 1784 till May, 1786, the 
fountains of poetry wereunsealed within, and flowed forth in a con- 
tinuous stream. That period, so’prolific of poetry that none like it 
ever afterwards visited him, saw the production not’ only of the 
satirical poems already noticed, and of another more genial satire, 
_ Death and Dr. Hornbook, but also of those characteristic epistles 

in which he reveals so much of his own character, and of those 
other descriptive poems in which he so wonderfully delineates’ the 
habits of the Scottish peasantry. 

Within from sixteen to eighteen months were composed, not 
only seven or eight long epistles to rhyme-composing brothers in 
-the neighbourhood, David Sillar, John Lapraik, and others, but al- 
so, Halloween, To a Mouse, The Folly Beggars, The Cotters 
Saturday Night, Address to The Deil, The Auld Farmer's Ad- 
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dress to his Auld Mare, The Vision, The Twa Dogs, The Moun- 
tain Daisy. The descriptive poems above named followed each oth- 
et in rapid succession during that spring-time of his genius, having 
been all composed, as the latest edition of his works shows, ina 
period of about six months, between November, 1785,and April :786. 
Perhaps there are none of Burns’s compositions which give the 
real man more naturally and unreservedly than his epistles. Writ- 
ten in the dialect he had learnt by his father’s fireside, to friends in 
his own station, who shared his own tastes and feelings, they flow 
on in an easy stream of genial, happy spirits, ia which kindly 
humour, wit, love of the outward world, knowledge of men, are all 
beautifully intertwined into one strand of poetry, unlike anything 
else that has been seen before or since. ‘he outward form of the 
verse and the style of diction are no doubt after the manner of his 
two forerunners whom he so much admired, Ramsay and Fergus- 
son; but the play of soul and power of expression, the natural grace 
with which they rise and fall, the vividness of every image, and 
transparent truthfulness of every sentiment, are all his own. If 
there is any exception to be made to this estimate, it is in the 
grudge which here and there peeps out against those whom he 
thought greater favourites of fortune than himself and his corres- 
pondents. But taken as a whole, I know not any poetic epistles to 
be compared with them. They are just the letters in which one 
friend might unbosom himself to another without the least artifice 
or disguise. And the broad Doricis so pithy, so powerful, so aptly 
fitted to the thought, that not even Horace himself has surpassed it 
in “curious felicity.’’ Often when harvests were failing and. the 
world going against him, he found his solace in pouring forth in 
rhyme his feelings to some trusted friend. As he says in of these 
same epistles— 


“ Leeze me on rhyme ! it’s aye a treasure, 
My chief, amiast my only pleasure 
’ ; , 
At hame, a-fiel’, at wark, at leisure, 
The Muse, poor hizzie ! 
ho’ rough an’ raploch be her measure, 
She’s seldom lazy.” 


Of the poems founded on the customs of the peasantry, I shall 
speak in the sequel. The garret in which all the poems of this 
period were written is thus described by Chambers: “ The farm- 
house of Mossgiel, which still exists almost unchanged since the 
days of the poet, is very small, consisting of only two rooms, a but 
and a ben, as they are called in Scotland. Over these, reached by 
a trap stair, is a small garret, in which Robert and his brother used 
to sleep. Thither, when he had returned from his day’s work, the 

oet used to retire, and seat himself at a small deal table, lighted 
y a narrow sky-light in the roof, to transcribe the verses which he 
had composed in the fields. His favourite time for composition 


was at the plough. Long years afterwards his sister Mrs. Begg, 
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used to tell how, waen her brother had gone forth again to. field- 
work, she would steal up to the garret and search the drawer 
of the deal table for the verses which Robert had newly trans- 
cribed.” 

In which of the poems of this period his genius is most conspic- 
uous it might not be easy to determine. But there can be little 
question about the justice of Lockhart’s remark, that’ “ Zhe Cot 
ter’'s Saturday (Vight is of all Burns’s, pieces the one whose ex: 
clusion from the collection would be. most injurious, if not to the 
genius of the poet, at least to the character of the.man. In spite 
of many feeble lines, and some heavy stanzas, it appears to me 
that even his genius would suffer more in estimation by being con- 
- templated in the absence of this poem, than of any other single 
poem he has left us.” Certainly it is the one which has most 
endeared his name to the more thoughtful and earnest of his coun- 
trymen. Strange itis, not to say painful, to think that this peat in 
which the simple and manly piety of his country is so finely touched, 
and the image of his own religious father so beautifully portrayed, 
should have come from the same hand which wrote near ly at the 
same time The Folly Beggars, The Ordination, and The Holy Fair. 

During those two years at Mossgiel, from 1784 to 1786, when the 
times were hard, and the farm unproductive, Burns must indeed have 
found poetry to beas he himself says, its ownreward. A nature like 
his required some vent) for itself, some excitement to relieve the 
pressure of dull farm drudgery, and this was atonce his purest and 
noblest excitement. In two other more hazardous forms of ex- 
citement he was by temperament disposed to seek refuge. These 

were emu viality and love-making. In the former of these, Gilbert 
says that he indulged little, if at-all, during his Mossgiel period. 
And this seems proved by his brother’s assertion that during all that 
time Robert’s private expenditure neyer exceeded seven pounds a 
year. When he had dressed himself on this,and procured his 
other necessaries, the margin that remained for drinking must have 
been small indeed. But love-making—that had been with him, 
ever since he reached manhood, an unceasing employment. Even 
in his later teens he had, as his earliest songs show, given himself 
enthusiastically to those nocturnal meetings, which were then and 
are still customary among the peasantry of Scotland, and which at 
the best are full of perilous ios Lapa But ever since the time 
when, during his Irvine sojourn, he forsook the paths of innocence, 
there i is nothing in any of his love-affairs which those who prize 
what was best in Burns would not willingly forget. If here we 
allude to two such incidents, it is because “they are too intimately 
-bound up with his life to be passed over in any account of it... Gil- 
bert says that while “‘one generally reigned paramount in Robert’s 
affections, he was frequently encountering other attractions, which 
formed so many underplots in the drama ‘of his love.” This is only 
too evident in those two loves which most closely touched his des- 
tiny at this time. 

From the time of his settloment;at Mossgiel frequent: allusions 


occut in his letters and poems to flirtations with the belles of the 
neighbouring village of Mauchline. Among all these Jean Ar- 
mour the daughter’of a respectable master-mason in that village, 
had.the chief place in his affections. All through 1785 their court- 
ship had continued, but early in 1786 a secret and irregular mar- 
riage, with a written acknowledgment of it, had to be effected. 
Then followed the father’s indignation that his daughter should be 
married to so wild and worthless aman as Burns; compulsion of 
his daughter to give up Burns, and to destroy the document 
which vouched their marriage; Burns’s despair driving him to 
the verge of insanity; the letting loose by the Armours of the 
terrors of the law against him; his skulking for a time in con- 
cealment; his resolve to emigrate to the West Indies, and become 
a slave-driver. All these things were passing in the spring months 
of 1786, and in September of the same year Jean Armour became 
the mother of twin children. 

It would be well if we might believe that the story of his be- 

-trothal to Highland Mary was, as Lockhart seems to have thought, 
previous to and independent of the incidents just mentioned. - But 
the more recent investigations of Mr. Scott Douglas and Dr. Cham- 
bers have made it too painfully clear that it was almostat the very» 
time when he was half distracted by Jean Armour’s desertion of 
him, and while he was writing his broken-hearted Lament over her 
conduct, that there occurred, as an interlude, the episode of Mary 
Campbell. This simple and sincere-hearted girl from Argyllshire 
was, Lockhart says, the object of by far the deepest passion Burns 
ever knew. And Lockhart gives at length the oft-told tale how, 
on the second Sunday of May, 1786, they met in a sequestered 
spot by the banks of the River Ayr, to spend one day of parting 
love; how they stood, one on either side of a small brook, laved 

’ their hands in the stream, and, holding a Bible between them, 
vowed eternal fidelity to each other. They then parted, never 
again to meet. In October of the same year Mary came from 
Argyllshire, as far as Greenock, in the hope of meeting Burns, but 
she was there seized with a malignant fever which soon laid her in 
an early grave. 

The Bible, in two volumes, which Burns gave her on that part- 
ing day, has been recently recovered, On the first volume is in- 
scribed, in Burns’s hand, “And ye shall not swear by My Name 
falsely, I am the Lord. Levit. roth chap. 12th verse ;”’ and on the 
second volume, “ Thou shalt not forswear thyself, but shalt perform 
unto the Lord thine oath. Matth. 5th chap. 33rd verse.” But the 
names of Mary Campbell and Robert Burns, which were originally 
inscribed on the volumes, have been almost obliterated. It has 
been suggested by Mr. Scott Douglas, the most recent editor who 
has investigated anew the whole incident, that, “in the whirl of 
excitement which soon followed that Sunday, Burns forgot his vow 
to poor Mary, and that she, heart-sore at his neglect, deleted the 
names from this touching memorial of their secret betrothal.” 

Certain itis that in the very next month, June, 1786, we find 
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Burns, in writing to one of his friends about “poor, ill-aavised, 
ungrateful Armour,” declaring that, “to confess a truth between 
you and me, I do still love her to distraction after all, though I 
won't tell her so if I were to see her.’’ And Chambers even sug- 
gests that'there was still a third love interwoven, at this very time, 
in the complicated web of Burns’s fickle affections. Burns, though 
he wrote several poems about Highland Mary, which afterwards 
appeared, never mentioned her name to any of his family. Even 
if there was no’ more in the story than what has been here given, 
~ no wonder that a heart like Burns, which, for all its unsteadfast- 
ness, never lost its sensibility, nor even a sense of conscience, 
should have been visited by the remorse which forms the burden 
of the lyric to Mary in heaven, written three years after. 


‘“*Seest thou thy lover lowly laid? 
Hear’st thou the pangs that rend his breast? 


The misery of his condition, about the time when Highland 
Mary died, and the conflicting feelings which agitated him, are 
depicted in the following extract from a letter which he wrote prob- 
ably about October, 1786, to his friend Robert Aiken: 

“ There are many things that plead strongly against it [seeking 
a place in the Excise]: the uncertainty of getting soon into busi- 
ness; the consequences of my follies, which perhaps make it im- 
practicable for me to stay at home; and, besides, I have been for 
some time pining under secret wretchedness, from causes which 
you pretty well know—the pang of disappointment, the sting of 
pride, with some wandering stabs of remorse, which never fail to 
Settle on my vitals like vultures when attention is not called away 
by the calls of society or the vagaries of the Muse. Even in the 
hour of social mirth, my gayety is the madness of an intoxicated 
criminal under the hands of the executioner. All these reasons 
urge me to go abroad, and to all these reasons I have only one 
answer—the feelings of a father. Tiis, in the present mood I am 
in, overbalances everything that can be laid in the scale against it. 
You may perhaps think it an extravagant fancy, but it is a senti- 
ment which strikes home to my very soul ; though sceptical in some 
points of our current belief, yet I think I have every evidence for _ 
the reality of a life beyond the stinted bourne of our present exist- 
ence: if so, then how should I, in the presence of that tremendous. 
Being, the Author of existence, how should I meet the reproaches 
of those who stand to me in the dear relation of children, whom I 
deserted in the smiling innocency of helpless infancy? Oh, Thou 
great unknown Power! Thou Almighty God! who hast lighted up 
reason in my breast, and blessed me with immortality! I have fre- 
quently wandered from that order and regularity necessary for the 
perfection of Thy works, yet Thou hast never left me nor forsaken 
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“You see, sir, that if to know one’s errors were a probability 
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of mending them, 1 stand a fair chance; but, according to the 
reverend Westminster divines, though conviction must precede 
conversion, it is very far from always implying it.” 

This letter exhibits the tumult of soul in which he had been 
tossed during the last six months before it was written, He had 
by his own conduct wound round himself complications from which 
he could not extricate himself, yet which he could not but poign- 
antly feel. One cannot read of the “ wandering stabs of remorse ” 
of which he speaks, without thinking of Highland Mary. 

Some months before the above letter was written, in the April 
of the same year, at the time when he first fell into trouble with 
Jean Armour and her father, Burns had resolved to leave his coun- 
try and sail for the West Indies. He agreed with a Mr. Douglas 
to go to Jamaica and become a book-keeper on his estate there. 
But how were funds to be got to pay his passage-money? His 
friend Gavin Hamilton suggested that the needed sum might be 
raised, if he were to publish by subscription the poems he had 
lying in his table-drawer. ae na 

Accordingly, in April, the publication of his poems was resolved 
on. His friends, Gavin Hamilton of Mauchline, Aiken and Bal- 
lantyne of Ayr, Muir and Parker of Kilmarnock, and others— 
all did their best to get the subscription lists quickly filled. 
The last-named person put down his own name for thirty-five 
copies. The printing of them was committed to John Wilson, a 
printer in Kilmarnock, and during May, June, and July of 1786, the 
work of the press was going forward. In the interval between 
the resolution to publish and the appearance of the poems, dur- 
ings his distraction about Jean Armour’s conduct, followed by the 
episode of Highland Mary, Burns gave vent to his own dark feel- 
ings in some of the saddest strains that ever fell from him—the 
lines on The Mountain Daisy, The Lament, the Odes to Despon- 
dency, and to Ruin. And yet so various were his moods. so 
versatile his powers, that it was during that same interval that he 
composed, in a very different vein, 7ze Twa Dogs, and probably 
also his satire of The Holy Fair. The following is the account 
the poet gives of these transactions in the autobiographical sketch 
of himself which he communicated to Dr. Moore: 

““T now began to be known in the neighbourhood as a maker of 
rhymes. The first of my poetic offspring that saw light was a bur- 
lesque lamentation of a quarrel between two reverend Calvinists ; 
both of them were dramatis persone in my Holy Fair. hada 
notion myself that the piece had some merit; but to prevent the 
worst, I gave a copy of it to a friend who was fond, of such things, 
and told him that I could not guess who was the author of it, but 
that I thought it pretty clever. With a certain description of the 
clergy, as well as the laity, it met with a roar of applause. 

~“ Holy Willie’s Prayer next made its appearance, and alarmed 
the Kirk Session so much, that they held several meetings to look 
over their spiritual artillery, if haply any of it might be pointed 
against profane rhymers. Unluckily for me, my wandering led me 
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on another side, within. point-blank shot of their heaviest metal. 
This is the unfortunate incident which gave rise to my printed 
poem, Zhe Lament. This was a most melancholy affair, which I 
cannot yet bear to reflect on, and had very nearly given me one or 
two of the principal qualifications for a place among those who 
have lost the chart and mistaken the reckoning of Rationality. 

“T gave up my part of the farm to my brother, and made what 
little preparation was in my power for Jamaica. But, before leav- 
ing my native country for ever, I resolved to publish my poems. 
I weighed my productions as impartially as was in my power; I 
thought they had merit; and it was a delicious idea that I should 
be called a clever fellow, even though it should never reach my 

_ €ars—a poor negro-driver, or perhaps a victim to that inhospitable 
clime, and gone to the world of spirits! I can truly say, that 
pauvre inconnu as | then was, I had pretty nearly as high an idea 
of my works as I have at this moment, when the public has de- 
cided in their favour. . . 

“T threw off about six hundred copies, of which I got subscrip- 
tions for about three hundred and fifty. My vanity was highly 
gratified by the reception I met with from the public; and besides, 
1 pocketed, all expenses deducted, nearly twenty ponnds, This 
sum came very seasonably, as I was thinking of indenting myself, 
for want of money, to procure a passage. As soon as I was master 
of nine guineas, the price of wafting me to the torrid zone, I took 
= steerage passage in the first ship that was to sail from the Clyde, 
or 


‘Hungry ruin had me in the wind, 


“] had been for some days skulking from covert to covert, under 
all the terrors of a jail, as some ill-advised people had uncoupled 
the merciless pack of the law at my heels. I had taken the last 
farewell of my friends ; my chest was on the way to Greenock; I 
had composed the last song I should ever measure in Caledonia, 
‘ The gloomy night ts gathering fast, when a letter from Dr. Black- 
wood to a friend of mine overthrew all my schemes, by opening up 
new prospects to my poetic ambition.” 

It was at the close of July, while Burns was, according to his 
own account, “ wandering from one friend’s house to another,” to 
avoid the jail with which he was threatened by Jean Armour’s 
father, that the volume appeared, containing the ' immortal poems 
(1786). That Burns himself had some true estimate of their real 
worth is shown by the way in which he expresses himself in his 

preface to his volume. 
Ushered in with what Lockhart calls a “modest and manly 
preface,” the Kilmarnock volume went forth to the world. * The 
fame of it spread at once like wild-fire throughout Ayrshire and the 
parts adjacent. This is the account of its reception given by Robert 
Heron, a young literary man, who was at that time living in the 
Stewartry of Kirkcudbright :—“ Old and young, high and low, grave 
and gay, learned or ignorant, were alike delighted, agitated, transs 
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ported. I was at that time resident in Galloway, contiguous to 
Ayrshire, and I can well remember how even ploughboys and maid- 
servants would have gladly bestowed the wages they earned most 
hardly, and which they wanted to purchase necessary clothing, if 
they might procure the works of Burns.” The edition consisted of 
six hundred copies—three hundred and fifty had been subscribed 
for before publication, and the remainder seems to have been sold 
off in about two months from their first appearance. When all ex- 
penses were paid, Burns received twenty pounds as his share of 
the profits. Small as this sum was, it would have more than 
sufficed to convey him to the West Indies ; and, accordingly, with 
nine pounds of it he took a steerage passage in a vessel which was 
expected to sail from Greenock at the beginning of September. 
But from one cause or another the day of sailing was postponed, 
his friends began to talk of trying to get him a place in the Excise, 
his fame was rapidly widening in his own country, and his powers 
were finding a response in minds superior to any which he had 
hitherto known. Up to this time he had not associated with any 
persons of a higher grade than the convivial lawyers of Mauchline 
and Ayr, and the mundane ministers of the New Light school. 
But now persons of every rank were anxious to become acquainted 
with the wonderful Ayrshire Ploughman, for it was by that name 
he now began to be known, just as in the next generation another 
poet of as humble birth was. spoken of as The Ettrick Shepherd. 
The first persons of a higher order who sought the acquaintanceship 
of Burns were Dugald Stewart and Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop. The 
former of these two was the celebrated Scotch metaphysician, one 
of the chief ornaments of Edinburgh and its University at the close 
of last and the beginning of this century. He happened,to be pass- 
ing the summer at Catrine, on the Ayr, a few miles from Burns’s 
farm, and having been made acquainted with the poet’s works and 
character by Mr. Mackenzie, the surgeon of Mauchline, he in- 
vited the poet and the medical man to dine with him at Catrine. 
The day of this meeting was the 23rd of October, only three days 
after that on which Highland Mary died. Burns met on that day 
not only the professor and his accomplished wife, but for the first 
time in his life dined with a live lord—a young nobleman, said to 
have been of high promise, Lord Daer, eldest son of the then Earl 
of Selkirk. He had been a former pupil of Dugald Stewart, and 
happened to be at that time his guest. Burns has left the following 
humorous record of his own feelings at that meeting: 


“This wot ye all whom it concerns, 
I, Rhymer Robin, alias Burns, 
October twenty-third, 
A ne’er to be forgotten day, 
Sae far I sprachled up the brae [clambered], 
IT dinner’d wi’ a Lord. 
* s * * * e 
“But wi’ a Lord! stand out my shin, 
A Lord—a Peer, an Earl’s Son! 
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Up higher yet my bonnet ! 
And sic a lord! lang Scotch ells twa, 
Our Peerage he o’erlooks them a’, 
As I look o’er a sonnet. 


“ But oh for Hogarth’s magic power! 
To show Sir Bardie’s willyart glower [bewildered], 
And how he stared and stammered, 
When goaven, as if led in branks [moving stupidly], 
And stumpin’ on his ploughman shanks, 
He in the parlour hammered, 


“TJ sidling sheltered in a nook, 
An’ at his Lordship steal’t a look 
Like some portentous omen; 
Except good sense and social glee, 
An’ (what surprised me) modesty, 
I marked nought uncommon, 


“I watched the symptoms o’ the great, 
The gentle pride, the lordly state, 
The arrogant assuming; 
The fient a pride, nae pride had he, 
Nor sauce, nor state, that I could see, 
Mair than an honest ploughman.” 


From this record of that evening given by Burns, it is interest- 
ing to turn to the impression made on Professor Stewart by the 
their first interview. He says: 

“His manners were then, as they continued ever afterwards, 
simple, manly, and independent; strongly expressive of conscious 
genius and worth, but without anything that indicated forwardness, 
arrogance, or vanity. He took his share in conversation, but not 
more than belonged to him; and listened with apparent attention 
and deference on subjects where his want of education deprived 
him of the means of information. If there had been a little more 
of gentleness and accommodation in his temper, he would, I think, 
have been still more interesting; but he had been accustomed to 
give lawin the circle of his ordinary acquaintance, and his dread 
of anything approaching to meanness or servility rendered his. 
manner somewhat decided and hard. Nothing, perhaps, was more 
remarkable among his various attainments than the fluency, and 
precision, and originality of his language, when he spoke in com- 
pany; more particularly as he aimed at purity in his turn of expres- 
sion, and avoided, more successfully than most Scotchmen, the 
peculiarities of Scottish phraseology.” 

Burns parted with Dugald Stewart, after this evening spent 
with him in Ayrshire, to meet him again in the Edinburgh coteries, 
amid which the professor shone as a chief light. 

Not less important in the history of Burns was in the first intro- 
duction to Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop, a Jady who continued the con- 
stant friend of himself and of his family while she lived. She was 
said to be a lineal descendent of the brother of the great hero of 
Scotland, William Wallace, Gilbert Burns gives the following ac- 


28 BURNS. 


count of the way in which his brother’s acquaintance with this lady 
began : 

~« Of all the friendships, which Robert acquired in Ayrshire or 
elsewhere, none seemed more agreeable to him than that of Mrs. 
Dunlop of Dunlop, nor any which has been more uniformly and 
constantly exerted in behalf of him and his family, of which, were 
it proper, I could give many instances. Robert was on the point 
of setting out for Edinburgh before Mrs. Dunlop heard of him. 
About the time of my brother’s publishing in Kilmarnock, she had 
been afflicted with a long and severe illness, which had reduced 
her mind to the most distressing state of depression. In this sit- 
uation, a copy of the printed poems was laid on her table by a 
friend; and happening to open on Zhe Cotter’s Saturday Night, 
she read it over with the greatest pleasure and surprise ; the poet’s 
description of the simple cottagers oneration on her mind like the 
charm of a powerful exorcist, expellig the demon ez, and re- 
storing her to her wonted inward harmony and satisfaction. Mrs. 
Dunlop sent off a person express to Mossgiel, distant fifteen or 
sixteen miles, with a very obliging letter to my brother, desiring 
him to send her half a dozen copies of his poems, if he had them 
to spare, and begging he would do her the pleasure of calling at 
Dunlop House as soon as convenient. This was the beginning of a 
correspondence which ended only with the poet’s life. Nearly the 
last use he made with his pen was writing a short letter to this lady 
a few days before his death.” 

The success of the first edition of his poems naturally made 
Burns anxious to see.a second edition begun. He applied to his 
Kilmarnock printer, who refused the venture, unless Burns could 
supply ready money to pay for the printing. This he could 
not do. But the poems by this time had been read and admired 
by the most cultivated men in Edinburgh, and more than.one word 
of encouragement had reached him from that city. The earliest of 
these was contained in a letter from the blind poet, Dr. Blacklock, 
to whom Mr. Laurie, the kindly and accomplished minister of Lou- 
doun, had sent the volume. This Mr. Laurie belonged to the more 
cultivated section of the moderate party in the Church, as it was 
called, and was the friend of Dr. Hugh Blair, Principal Robertson, 
and Dr, Blacklock, and had been the channel through which Mac- 
pherson’s fragments of Ossian had first been brought under the no- 
tice of that literary circle, which afterwards introduced them to the 
world. The same worthy minister had, on the first appearance of 
the poems, made Burns’s acquaintance, and had received him with 
warm-hearted hospitality. This kindness the poet acknowledged, 
on one of the visits to the manse of Loudoun, by leaving in the 
room in which he slept a short poem of six very feeling stanzas, 
which contained a prayer for the family. This is the last stanza— 


When soon or late they reach that coast, 
O’er life’s rough ocean driven, 
May they rejoice, no wanderer lost, 
A family in heayen |” 
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As soon as Mr. Laurie received the letter from Dr. Blacklock, 
written on the 4th September, in which warm admiration of the 
Kilmarnock volume was expressed, he forwarded it to Burns at 
Mossgiel. The result of it fell like sunshine on the young poet’s 
heart; for, as he says, ‘“ The doctor belonged to a set of critics for 
whose applause I had not dared to hope.” The next word of ap- 
proval from Edinburgh was a highly appreciative criticism of the 
poems, which appeared in a number of 7ke Edinburgh Magazine 
at the beginning of November. Up till this time Burns had not 
abandoned his resolution to emigrate to the West Indies. But the 
refusal of the Kilmarnock printer to undertake a new edition, and 
the voices of encouragement reaching him from Edinburgh, com- 
bining with his natural desire to remain, and be known as a poet, 
in his nativeecountry, at length made him abandon the thought of 
exile. On the 18th November we find him writing to a friend, 
that he had determined on Monday or Tuesday, the 27th or 28th 
November, to set his face toward the Scottish capital and try his 
fortune there. é 

At this stage of the poet’s career, Chambers pauses to speculate 
on the feelings with which the humble family at Mossgiel would 
hear of the sudden blaze of their brother’s fame, and of the change 
it had made in his prospects. They rejoiced, no doubt, that he was 
thus rescued from compulsory banishment, and were no way sur- 
prised that the powers they had long known him to possess had 
at length won the world’s admiration. If he had fallen into evil 
_ courses, none knew it so well as they, andnone had suffered more 
by these aberrations. Still, with all his faults, he had always been 
to them a kind son and brother, not loved the less for the anxieties 
he had caused them. But the pride and satisfaction they felt in 
his newly-won fame would be deep, not demonstrative. For the 
Burns family were a shy, reserved race, and like so many of the 
Scottish peasantry, the more they felt, the less they would express. 
In this they were very unlike the poet, with whom to have a feeling 
and to express it were almost synonymous: His mother, though 
not lacking in admiration of her son, is said to have been chiefly 
concerned lest the praises of his genius should make him forget 
the Giver of it.: Such may have been the feelings of the poet’s 
family. 

' What may we imagine his own feeling to have been in this crisis 
of his fate? The thought of Edinburgh society would naturally 
stir that ambition which was strong within him, awaken a desire to 
meet the men who were praising him in the capital, and to try his 
powers in that wider arena. It might be that in that new scene 
something might occur which would reverse the current of his for- 
tunes, and set him free from the crushing poverty that had hitherto 
kept him down. Anyhow, he was conscious of strong powers, 
which fitted him to shine, not in poetry only, but in conversation 
and discussion ; and, ploughman though he was, he did not shrink 
from encountering any man or any set of men. Proud, too, we 
know he was, and his pride often showed itself in jealousy and sug 
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picion of the classes who were socially above him, until such feel- 
ings were melted by kindly intercourse with some individual man 
belonging to the suspected, orders. He felt himself to surpass in 
natural powers those who were his superiors in rank and fortune, 
and he could not, for the life of him, see why they should be full 
of this world’s goods, while he had none of them. He had not yet 
learned—he never did learn—that lesson, that the genius he had 
received was his allotted and sufficient portion, and that his wisdom 
lay in making the most of this rare inward gift, even on a meagre 
allowance of the world’s external goods. But perhaps, whether he 
knew it or not, the greatest attraction of the capital was the secret 
hope that in that new excitement he might escape from the demons 
of remorse and despair which had for many months been dogging 
him. He-may have fancied this, but the pangs which Burns had 
created for himself. were too deep to be in this way permanently 
put by. 

The secret of his settled unhappiness lay in the affections that 
he had abused in himself.and in others who had trusted him. The 
course he had run since his Irvine sojourn was not ofa kind to give 
peace to him or toany man. A coarse man of the world might have 
stifled the tender voices that were reproaching him, and have gone 
on his way uncaring that his conduct— 


“ Hardened a’ within, 
And petrified the feeling.” 


But Burns could not do this.. The heart that had responded so 
feelingly to the sufferings of lower creatures, the unhoused. mouse, 
the shivering cattle, the wounded hare, could not without shame 
remember the wrongs he had done. to those human beings whose 
chief fault was that they had trusted him not wisely but too well. 
And these suggestions of a sensitive heart, conscience was at hand 
to enforce—a conscience wonderfully clear to discern the right 
even when the will was least able to fulfil it. The excitements of 
a great city, and the loud praises of his fellow-men, might enable 
him momentarily to forget, but could not permanently stifle inward 
voices like these. So it was with a heart but ill at ease, bearing 
dark secrets he could tell to no one, that Burns passed from his 
Ayrshire cottage into the applause of the Scottish capital. 
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CHAPTER IL 
FIRST WINTER IN EDINBURGH. 


_ THE journey of Burns trom Mossgiel to Edinburgh was a sort 
of triumphal progress. Herodeona pony, lent him by a friend, and 
as the journey took two-days, his resting-place the first night was 
at the farm-house of Covington Mains, in Lanarkshire, hard by the 
Clyde. The tenant of this farm, Mr. Prentice, was an enthusi- 
astic admirer of Burns’s poems, and had subscribed for twenty 
copies of the second edition. His son, years afterwards, ina letter 
to Christopher North, thus deséribes the evening on which Burns 
appeared at his father’s farm :—‘‘ All the farmers in the parish had 
read the poet’s then published works, and were anxious to see him. 
They were all asked to meet him at a late dinner, and the signal of 
his arrival was to be a white sheet attached to a pitchfork, and put 
on the top of a corn-stack in the barn-yard. The parish is a beau- 
tiful amphitheatre, with the Clyde winding through it—Wellbrae 
Hill to the west, Tinto Hill and the Culter Fells to the south, and 
the pretty, green, conical hill, Quothquan Law, to the east. My 
father’s stack-yard, lying in the centre, was seen from every house 
in the parish. At length Burns arrived, mounted’on a borrowed 
fiownze. Instantly was the white flag hoisted, and as instantly were 
seen the farmers issuing from their houses, and converging to the 

oint of meeting. A gloriouS evening, or rather night, which bor- 
rowed something from the morning, followed, and the conversation 
of the poet confirmed and increased the admiration created by his 
writings. On the following morning he breakfasted with a large party 
at the next farm-house, ténanted by James Stodart; -.. took lunch 
with a large party at the bank in Carnwath, and rode into Edinburgh 
that evening on the Jownze, which he returned to the owner ina few 
days afterwards by John Samson, the brother of,the immortal Za.” 

This is but a sample of the kind of receptions which were 
henceforth to await Burns wherever his coming was known. If 
such, welcomes were pleasing to his ambition, they must have been 
trying both to his bodily and his mental health. 

Burns reached Edinburgh on the 28th of November, 1786. 
The one man of note there with whom he had any acquaintance 
was Professor Dugald Stewart, whom, as already mentioned, he 
had. met in Ayrshire. But it was not to him or to any of hig 
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reputation that he first turned; but he sought refuge with John 
Richmond, an old Mauchline acquaintance, who was humbly lodged 
in Baxter's Close, Lawnmarket. During the whole of his first 
winter in Edinburgh, Burns lived in the lodging of this poor lad, 
and shared with him his single room and bed, for which they paid 
three shillings a week, It was from this retreat that Burns was 
afterwards to go forth into the best society of the Scottish capital, 
and thither, after those brief hospitalities were over, he had to 
return. For some days after his arrival in town, he called on no 
one—letters of introduction he had none to deliver. But he is said 
to have wandered about alone, “looking down from Arthur's Seat, 
surveying the place, gazing at the Castle, or looking into the 
windows of the booksellers’ shops, where he saw all books of the 
day, save the poems of the Ayshire Ploughman.” He found his 
way to the lowly grave of Fergusson, and, kneeling down, kissed 


the sod; he sought out the house-of Allan Ramsay, and on entering _ 


it, took off his hat. - While Burns is thus employed, we may cast a 
glance at the capital to which he had come, and the society he 
was about to enter. 

Edinburgh at that time was still adorned by a large number of 
the stars of literature, which, although none of those then living 
may have reached the first magnitude, had together made a galaxy 
in the northern heavens, from. the middle till the close of last 
century. At that time literature was well represented in the 
University. The Head of it was Dr. Robertson, well known as 
the historian of Charles V., and as the author of other historic 
works. The chair of Belles-Letters was filled by the accomplished 
Dr. Hugh Blair, whose lectures remain one of the best samples 
of the correct and elegant, but narrow and frigid style, both of 
sentiment and criticism, which then flourished throughout Europe, 
and nowhere more than in Edinburgh. Another still greater or- 
nament of the University was Dugald Stewart, the Professor of 
Moral Philosophy, whose works, if they have often been surpassed 
in depth and originality of speculation, have seldom been equalled 


for solid sense and polished ease of diction. The professors at. 


that time were most of them either taken from the ranks of the 
clergy, or closely connected with them. 

Among the Eretay men unconnected with the University, by 
far the greatest name, that of David Hume, had disappeared about 
ten years before Burns arrived in the capital. But his friend, Dr. 
Adam Smith, author of Zhe Wealth of Nations, still lingered. 
Mr. Henry Mackenzie, “The Man of Feeling,” as he was called 
from his best known, work, was at that time one of the most 
polished as well as popular writers in Scotland. He was then 
conducting a periodical called the Zoxzger, which was acknowl- 
edged as the highest tribunal of criticism in Scotland, and was not 
unknown beyond it. ‘ 

But even more influential than the literary lights of the Univer- 
sity were the magnates of the Bench and Bar. During the eight 
eenth century and the earlier part of the nineteenth, the Scottish 
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Bar was recruted almost entirely from the younger sons of ancient 
Scottish families. To the patrician feelings which they brought 
with them from their homes these men added that exclusiveness 
which clings to a profession claiming for itself the highest place in 
the city where they resided. Modern democracy has made rude 
inroads on what was formerly something of a select patrician 
caste. But the profession of the Bar has never wanted either 
then or in more recent times some genial and original spirits who 
broke through the crust of exclusiveness. Such, at the time of 
Burns’s advent, was Lord Monboddo, the speculative and humor- 
ous judge, who in his own way anticipated the theory of man’s de- 
scent from the monkey. Such, too, was the genial and graceful 
Henry Erskine, the brother of the Lord Chancellor of that name, 
the pride and the favourite of his profession—the sparkling and 
ready wit who, thirteen years before the day of Burns, had met the 
rude manners of Dr. Johnson with a well-known repartee. When 
the Doctor visited the Parliament House, Erskine was presented 
to him by Boswell, and was somewhat gruffly received. After 
having made his bow, Erskine slipped a shilling into Boswell’s 
hand, whispering that it was for the sight of his dear / 

- Besides these two classes, the occupants of the Professorial 
chair and of the Bar, there still gathered every winter in Edin- 
burgh a fair sprinkling of rank and beauty, which had not yet 
abandoned the Scottish for the English capital. The leader at 
that time in gay society was the well-known Duchess of Gordon— 
a character so remarkable in her day that some rumour of her still 
lives in Scottish memory. The impression made upon her by 
Burns and his conversation shall afterwards be noticed. 

Though Burns for the first day or two after his arrival wandered 
about companionless,-he was not left long unfriended. Mr. Dal- 
rymple, of Orangefield, an Ayrshire country gentleman, a warm- 
hearted man, and a zealous Freemason, who had become acquaint- 
ed with Burns during the previous summer, now introduced the 
Ayrshire bard to his relative, the Earl of Glencairn. This noble- 
man, who had heard of Burns from his Ayrshire factor, welcomed 
him in a. very friendly spirit, introduced him to his connexion, 
Henry Erskine, and also recommended him to the good offices of 
Creech, at that time the first publisher in Edinburgh. Of Lord 
Glencairn, Chambers says that “his personal beauty formed the 
index to one of the fairest characters.’’ As long as he lived he 
did his utmost to befriend Burns, and on his death, a few years 
_ after this time, the poet, who seldom praised the great unless he 
respected and loved them, composed one of his most pathetic 
elegies. 

at was not, however, to,his few Ayrshire connexions only, Mr. 
Dalrymple, Dugald Stewart, and others, that Burns was indebted 
for his introduction to Edinburgh society. His own fame was 
now enough to secure it. A criticism of his poems, which ap- 
peared within a fortnight after his arrival in Edinburgh, in the 
Lounger, on the 9th of December, did much to increase his rep- 


a 


34 BURNS. 


utation. The author of that criticism was The Man of Feeling, and 
to him belongs the credit of having been the first to claim that 
Burns should be recognised as a great original poet, not relatively 
only, in consideration of the difficulties he had to struggle with, 
but absolutely on the ground of the intrinsic excellence of his 
work. He pointed to his power of delineating manners, of paint- 
ing the passions, and of describing scenery, as all bearing the 
stamp of true genius; he called on his countrymen to recognise 
that a great national poet had arisen amongst them, and to appre- 
ciate the gift that in him had been bestowed upon their generation. 
Alluding to his narrow escape from exile, he exhorted them to 
retain and to cherish this inestimable gift of a native poet, and to 
repair, as far as possible, the wrongs which suffering or neglect 
had inflicted on him. The Lounger had at that time a wide circu- 
lation in Scotland, and penetrated,even to England. It was known 
and read by the poet Cowper, who, whether from this or some 
other source, became acquainted with the poems of Burns within 
the first year of their publication. In July, 1787, we find the poet 
of The Task telling a correspondent that he had read Burns’s 
poems twice; “and though they be written in a language that is 
new tome... I think them,on the whole, a very extraordinary 
production. He is, I believe, the only poet these kingdoms have 
produced, in the lower rank of life. since Shakespeare (I should 
rather say since Prior), who need not be indebted for any part of 
his praise to a charitable consideration of his origin, and the dis- 
advantages under which: he has laboured.” Cowper thus endorses 
the verdict of Mackenzie in almost the same language. 

It did not, however, require such testimonials, from here and 
there a literary man, however eminent, to open every hospitable 
door in Edinburgh to Burns. Within a month after his arrival in 
town he had been welcomed at the tables of all the celebrities— 
Lord Monboddo, Robertson, the historian, Dr. Hugh Blair, Dugald 
Stewart, Dr. Adam Ferguson, he Man of Feeling, Mr. Fraser 
Tytler, and many others. We are surprised to find that he had 
been nearly two months in town before he called on the amiable 
Dr. Blacklock, the blind poet, who in his well-known letter to Dr. 
Laurie had been the. first Edinburgh authority to hail in Burns 
the rising of a new star. 

How he bore himself throughout that winter when he was the 
chief lion of Edinburgh society many records remain to show, both 
in his own letters and in. the reports of those who met him. On 
the whole, his native good sense carried him well through the 
ordeal. If he showed for the most part due respect to others, he 
was still more bent on maintaining his respect for himself; indeed, 
this latter feeling was pushed even to an exaggerated indepen- 
dence. As Mr. Lockhart has expressed it, he showed, “in the 
whole strain of his bearing, his belief that in the society of the 
most eminent men of his nation he was where he was entitled to 
be, hardly deigning to flatter them by exhibiting a symptom of be- 
ing flattered.” All who heard him were astonished by his wonder- 
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ful powers of conversation. ‘These impressed them, they say, with 
a greater sense of his genius than evén his finest poems. 

With the ablest men that he met he held his own in argument, 
astonishing all listeners by the strength of his judgment, and the 
keenness of his insight both into men and things. And when he 
warmed on subjects which interested him, the boldest stood amazed 
at the flashes of his wit, and the vehement flow of his impassioned 
eloquence. With the “high-born ladies” he succeeded even bet- 
ter than with the “stately patricians ”’—as one of those dames her- 
self expressed it, fairly carrying them off their feet by the defer- 
ence of his manner, and the mingled humour and pathos of his 
talk. 

It is intefesting to know in what dress Burns generally ap- 
peared in Edinburgh. Soon after ‘coming thither he is said to 
have laid aside his country clothes for “a suit of blue and buff, 
the livery of Mr. Fox, with buckskins and top-boots.” How he 
wore his hair will be seen immediately. There are several well- 
known descriptions of Burns’s manner and appearance during his 
Edinburgh sojourn, which, often as they have been quoted, cannot 
be passed by in any account of his life. 

Mr. Walker, who met him for the first time at breakfast in the 
house of Dr. Blacklock, says, “I was not much struck by his first 
appearance, His person, though’ strong and well-knit, and much 
superior to what might be expected in a ploughman, appeared to 
be only of the middle size, but was rather above it. His motions 
were firm and decided, and, though without grace, were at the 
same time so free from clownish constraint as to show that he had 
not always been confined to the society of his profession. ’ His 
countenance was not of that elegant cast which is most frequent 
among the upper ranks, but it was manly and intelligent, and 
marked by a thoughtful gravity which shaded at times into stern- 
ness. In his large dark eye the most striking index of his genius 
resided. It was full of mind... . He was plainly but properly 
dressed, ina style midway between the holiday costume of a farmer 
and that of the company with which he now ‘associated. His 
black hair without powder, at a time when it was generally worn, 
was tied behind, and spread upon his forehead. Had I met him 
near a seaport, I should have ‘conjectured him to be the master of 
a merchant vessel. ... Inno part of his manner was there the 
slightest affectation; nor could a stranger have suspected, from 
anything in his behaviour or conversation, that he had been for 
some months the favourite of all’ the fashionable circles of the 
metropolis. In conversation he was powerful. His conceptions and 
expressions were of corresponding vigour, and on all subjects were 
as remote as possible from commonplaces. Though somewhat au- 

_thoritative, it was in a way which gave little offence,and was readily 

_imputed to his inexperience in those modes of smoothing dissent and 
softening assertion, which are important characteristics of polished 

manners. ik ae a Rie i ee 
_ “ The day after my first introduction to Burns, I supped with 
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him at Dr. Blair's, The other guests were few, and as they had 
come to meet Burns, the Doctor endcavoured to draw him out, 
and to make him the central figure of the group. Though he there- 
fore furnished the greatest proportion of the conversation, he did 
no more than what he saw evidently was expected. Irom the 
blunders often committed by men of. genius Burns was unusually 
free ;. yet on the present occasion he made a more awkward slip 
than any that are reported of the poets or mathematicians most 
noted for absence of mind. Being asked from which of the public 
places he had received the greatest gratification, he named the 
High Church, but gave the preference as a preacher to the colleague 
of our worthy entertainer, whose celebrity rested an his pulpit 
eloquence, in a tone so pointed and decisive as to throw the whole 
company into the most foolish embarrassment!” Dr. Blair, we are 
told, relieved their confusion by seconding Burns’s praise. The 
poet saw his mistake, but had the good sense not to try to repair it. 
Years afterwards he told Professor Walker that he had never 
spoken of this unfortunate blunder, so painful to him had the re- 
membrance of it been. 

There seems little doubt, from all the accounts that have been 
preserved, that Burns in conversation gave forth his opinions with 
more decision than politeness. He had not a little of that mistaken 
pride not uncommon among his countrymen, which fancies that gen- 
tle manners and consideration for others’ feelings are marks of 
servility.. He was for ever harping on independence, and this be- 
trayed him into some acts of rudeness in society which have been 
recorded with perhaps too great minuteness. 

Against these remarks, we must set the testimony of Dugald 
Stewart, who says: ‘The attentions he received from all ranks and 
descriptions of persons would have turned any head but his own. 
I cannot say that I perceived any unfavourable effect which they 
left on his mind.. He retained the same simplicity which had 
struck me so forcibly when first I. saw him in the country, nor did 
he seem to feel any additional self-importance from the number and 
rank of his new acquaintance. He walked with me in spring, 
early in the morning, to the Braid Hills, when he charmed me still 
more by his private conversation than he had ever done in com- 

any. He was passionately fond of the beauties of nature ; and 

e once told me, when I was admiring a distant prospect in one of 
our morning walks, that the sight of so many smoking cottages 
gave a pleasure to his mind which none could understand who had 
not witnessed, like himself, the happiness and worth which they 
contained. . ..... The idea which his conversation conveyed of the 
powers of his mind exceeded, if possible, that which is suggested 
by his writings. All his faculties were, as far as I could judge, 
equally vigorous, and his predilection for poetry was rather the re- 
sult of his own enthusiastic and impassioned temper, than of a 
genius exclusively adapted to that species of composition. TI 
should have pronounced: him. fitted to excel in whatever walk of 
ambition he had chasen. . . . The remarks he made on the charac» 
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ters of men were snrewd and pointed, thougn rrequently inclining 
too much:to sarcasm. His praise of those he loved was sometimes 
indiscriminate and extravagant. . ... His wit was ready, and al- 
ways impressed with the marks of a vigorous understanding ; but, 
to my taste, not often pleasing or happy.’’ 

While the learned of: his-own day were measuring him thus 
coolly, and forming their critical estimates of him, youths of the 
younger generation were regarding him with far other eyes. , Of 
Jeffrey, when a lad in his teens, it is recorded that one day in the 
winter of 1786-87, as he stood on the High Street of Edinburgh, 
staring at a man whose appearance struck him, a person at a shop 
door tapped him on the shoulder and said, ‘ Aye, laddie, ye may 
- weel look at that man. That’s: Robbie Burns.” This was the 
young critic’s first and last look at the poet of his country. 

But the most interesting of all the reminiscences of Burns, dur- 
ing his Edinburgh visit, or, indeed, during any other time, was the 
day when young Walter Scott met him and received from him that 
one look of approbation. 

This is the account of that meeting which Scott himself gave 
to Lockhart: “As for Burns, I may trulysay, ‘Virgelitm vidi tan- 
tum.’ Iwas a lad of fifteen when he came to Edinburgh. I saw 
him one day at the late venerable Professor,Adam Fergusson’s. 
Of course we youngsters sat silent, looked and listened. The only 
thing I remembered which was remarkable in Burns’s manner, was 
the effect produced upon him by a print of Bunbury’s, represent- 
ing a soldier lying dead on the snow, his dog sitting in misery on 
one side—on the’ other, his widow, with a. child in her arms. 
“These lines were written beneath : 


‘Cold on Canadian hills, or Minden’s plain, 
Perhaps that parent wept her soldier slain— 
Bent o’er the babe, her eye dissolved in dew, 
The big drops mingling with the milk he drew, 
Gave the sad presage of his future years, 

The child of misery baptized in tears.’ 


. “Burns seemed much affected by the print: he actually shed 
tears. He asked whose the lines were, and it chanced that nobody 
but myself remembered that they occur in a half-forgotten poem 
of Langhorne’s, called by the unpromising title of The Justice of 
Peace. 1 whispered my information to a friend present, who mea- 

tioned it to Burns, who rewarded me with a look and a word, which 
though of mere civility, 1 then received with very great pleasure. 
His person was strong and robust; his manner rustic, not clownish; 
a sort of dignified plainness and simplicity. His countenance was 
more massive than it looks in any of the portraits. I would have 
-taken the poet, had I not known who he was, for a very sagacious 
country farmer of the old Scotch school—the douce gudeman who 
held-his own plough. There was a strong expression of sense and 
shrewdness in all his lineaments; the eye alone, I think, indicated 
the poetical character and temperament. It was large, and of a 
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dark cas., which glowed (I say literally glowed) when he spoke 
with feeling or interest. Imever saw such another eye ina human 
head, though I have seen the most distinguished men of my 
time.” 

While men of the upper ranks, old and young, were thus receiv- 
ing their impressions, and forming their various estimates of Burns, 
he, we may be sure, was not behind-hand in his reflections on them, 
and on himself. He had by nature his full share of that gnawing 
self-consciousness which haunts the irritable tribe, from which no 
modern poet but Walter Scott has been able wholly to escape. 
While he was bearing himself thus manfully to outward appearance, 
inwardly he was scrutinising himself and others with a morbid sen- 
sitiveness. In the heyday of his Edinburgh popularity, he writes 
to Mrs. Dunlop, one of his most trusted friends, what he repeats 
to other correspondents, that he had long been at pains to take a 
true measure of himself and to form a just estimate of his powers ; 
that this self-estimate was not raised by his present success, nor 
would it be depressed by future neglect; that though the tide of 
popularity was now at full flood, he foresaw that the ebb would 
soon set in,‘and that he was prepared for it. In the same letters 
he speaks of his having too much pride for servility, as though 
there was no third and more excellent way ; of “the stubborn pride 
of his own bosom,” on which he seems mainly to have relied. In- 
deed, throughout his life there is much talk of what Mr. Carlyle 
well calls the altogether barren and unfruitful principle of pride ; 
much prating about “a certain fancied rock of independence ”—a 
rock which he found but a poor shelter when the worst ills of life 
overtook him. This feeling reached its height when, soon after 
leaving Edinburgh, we find ‘him writing to a comrade in the bitter- 
ness of his heart that the stateliness of Edinburgh patricians and 
_ the meanness of Mauchline plebeians had so disgusted him with his 
kind, that he had bought a pocket copy of Milton to study the 
character of Satan, as the great exemplar of “intrepid, unyielding 
independence.” 

If during his stay in Edinburgh, his “ irascible humour ” never 
went so far as this, “the contumely of condescension *’ must have 
entered pretty deeply into the’ soul of the proud peasant when he 
made the following memorable entry in his diary, on the 9th April, 
1787. After some remarks on the difficulty of true friendship, and 
‘the hazard of losing men’s respect by being too confidential with 
friends, he goes on: “For these reasons, Iam determined to make 
these pages my confidant. I will sketch every character that any 
way strikes me, to the best of my power, with unshrinking justice. 
I will insert anecdotes and ‘take down remarks, in the old law 
phrase, without feud or favour... . I think a lock and key a 
security at least equal to’ the bosom of any friend whatever... My 
own private story likewise; my love adventures, my rambles; the 
frowns and smiles of fortune on my bardship; my poems and frag- 
ments, that must never see the light, shall be occasionally inserted. 
In short, never did four shillings purchase so much friendship, 
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anes confidence went first to the market, or honesty was set up for 
sale... Ei 

“There are few of the sore evils under the ‘sun give me more 
uneasiness. and chagrin, than the comparison how a man of genius, 
nay, of avowed worth, is received everywhere, with the reception 
which aimere ordinary character, decorated with the trappings and 
futile distinctions of fortune, meets: I imaginé a man of abilities, 
his breast glowing with honest pride, conscious that men are born . 
equal, still giving honour to'whom honour is due; he meets at a 
great man’s table a Squire Something or a Sir Somebody; he knows 
the noble. landlord at heart: gives’ the bard, or whatever ‘he is, a 
share of his good wishes, beyond, perhaps, any one at the table ; 

~ yet how will it mortify him to see a fellow whose abilities would 
scarcely have made an eightpenny tailor, and whose heart is not 
worth three farthings, meet with attention and notice that are with- 
held from the son of genius and poverty! 

“The noble Glencairn has wounded me to the soul here, be- 
cause I dearly esteem, respect, and love him. He showed so much 
attention, engrossing attention, one day, to the only blockhead at 
table (the whole company consisted of his lordship, dunder-pate, 
and myself), that I was within half a point of throwing down my 
gage of contemptuous defiance, but he shook my hand and looked 
so benevolently good at parting, Gol bless him! though I should 
never see him more; I shall love him to my dying day! Iam pleased 
to think I am so capable of gratitude, as | am miserably deficient 
in some other virtues.” 

Lockhart, after quoting largely from this Common-place Book, 
adds, “ This curious document has not yet been printed entire. An- 
other generation will, no doubt. see the whole of the confession.” 
All that remains of it has recently been given to the world. The . 
original design was not carried out. and what is left is but a frag- 
ment, written chiefly in Edinburgh with a few additions made at 
Ellisland. The only characters which are sketched are those, of 
Blair, Stewart, Creech, and Greenfield. The remarks on Blair, if not 
very appreciative, are mild and not unkindly, There seems to be 
irony in the praise of Dugald Stewart for the very qualities in which 
Burns probably thought him to be deficient. Creech’s strangely 
composite character is well touched off. Dr. Greenfield, the col- 
league of Dr. Blair, whose eloquence Burns on an unfortunate oc- 
casion preferred to that of his host, alone comes in for an unaffected 
eulogy. The plain and manly directness of these prose sketches is 

in sttiking contrast to the ambitious flights which the poet attempts 
in many of his letters. 

Dugald Stewart in his cautious way hints that Burns did not 
always keep himself to the learned circles which had welcomed 
him, but sometimes indulged in “ not very select society.” How 
_ much this cautious phrase covers may be seen by turning to 
Heron’s account of some of the scenes in which Burns mingled. 
Tavern life was then in Edinburgh. as elsewhere, more or less 
habitual in all classes. In those clubs and brotherhoods of the 
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middle class, which met in taverns down the closes and wynds of 
High Street, Burns found a welcome, warmer, freer, more cons 
genial than any vouchsafed to him in more polished coteries. 
Thither convened when their day’s work was done, lawyers, wri- 
ters, schoolmasters, printers, shop-keepers, tradesmen—ranting, 
roaring boon-companions—who gave themselves up, for the time, 
to coarse songs, rough raillery, and deep drinking. At these meet- 
ings all restraint was cast to the winds, and the mirth drove fast 
‘and furious. With open arms the clubs welcomed the poet to their 
festivities ; each man proud to think that he was carousing with 
Robbie Burns. The poet the while gave full vein to all his im- 
pulses, mimicking, it is said, and satirising his superiors in posi- 
tion, who, he fancied, had looked on him coldly, paying them off 
by making them, the butt of his raillery, letting loose all his varied 
powers, wit, humor, satire, drollery, and throwing off from time to 
time. snatches of licentiuus song, to be picked up by eager listeners 
—song wildly defiant of all. the proprieties. The scenes which 
Burns there took part in far exceeded any revelries he had seen in 
the clubs of, Tarbolton and Mauchline, and did him no, good. If 
we may trust the testimony of Heron, at the meetings of a certain 
Crochallan club, and at other such uproarious gatherings, he made: 
acquaintances who, before ‘that winter was over, led him on from 
tavern dissipations to still worse haunts and habits. 

By the 21st of April (1787), the ostensible object for which 
Burns had come to Edinburgh was attained, and the second edition 
of his poems appeared in a handsome octavo volume. The. pub- 
lisher was Creech, then chief of his trade in Scotland. The vol- 
ume was published by subscription “for the sole benefit of the 
author,” and the subscribers were so numerous that the list of 
them covered thirty-eight pages. In that list appeared the names 
of many of the chief men of Scotland, some of whom subscribed, 
for twenty—Lord Eglinton for as many as forty-two copies. Cham- 
bers thinks that full justice has never been done to the liberality, 
of the Scottish public in the way they subscribed for this volume. 
Nothing equal to the patronage that Burns at this time met with, 
had been seen since the days of Pope’s lliad.. This second edi- 
tion, besides the poems which had appeared in the Kilmarnock 
one, contained several. additional pieces, the most important. of 
which had been composed before the Edinburgh visit. Such were 
Death and Doctor Hornbook, The Brigs of Ayr, The Ordination, 
The Address to the Unco Guid. The proceeds from this volume 
ultimately made Burns the possessor of about 5o00/., quite a little 
fortune for one who, as he himself confesses, had never before 
had 10/7. he could call his own. It would, however, have been 
doubly welcome and useful to him, had it been paid down without 
needless delay. But unfortunately this was not. Creech’s way of 
transacting business, so that, Burns was kept for many months. 
waiting for a settlement—months during which he could not, for 
want of money, turn to any fixed employment, and. which were 
therefore spent by him unprofitably enough. . 
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CHAPTER III. 
BORDER! AND HIGHLAND TOURS. 


SOME small instalments of the profits of his new volume en- 
abled our Poet, during the summer and autumn of'1787, to make 
several tours to various districts of Scotland, famous either for 
scenery or song. The day of regular touring had not yet set in, 
and few Scots at that time would have thought of visiting what 
Burns called the classic scenes of their country. A generation be- 
fore this, poets in England had led the way in this—as when Gray 
visited the lakes of Cumberland, and Dr. Johnson the Highlands 
and the Western Isles. In his ardour to look upon places famous 
for their natural beauty or their historic associations, or even for 
their having been mentioned in some old Scottish song, Burns 
surpassed both Gray and Johnson, and anticipated the sentiment 
of the present century. ' Early in May he set out with one of his 
Crochallan club acquaintances, named Ainslie, on a journey to the 
Border. Ainslie was a native of the Merse, his father and family 
living in Dunse. Starting thence with Ainslie, Burns traversed 
the greater part of the vale of Tweed from Coldstream to Peebles, 
recalling, as he'went along, snatches of song connected with the 
places he passed. He turned aside to see the valley of the Jed, 
and got as far as Selkirk in the hope of looking upon Yarrow. But 
from doing this he was hindered by a day of unceasing rain, and he 
who was so soon to become the chief singer of Scottish song was 
never allowed to look on that vale which has long been its most 
ideal home. Before finishing his tour, he went as far as Niths- 
dale, and surveyed. the farm of Ellisland, with some thought al- 
ready that he mighf yet become the tenant of it. 

It is noteworthy, but not wonderful, that the scenes visited in 
this tour called forth no poetry from Burns, save here and there 

‘an allusion that occurred in some cf his later songs. When we 
remember with what an uneasy heart Burns left Ayrshire for Edin- 
burgh, that the town life he had there led for the last six months 
had done nothing to lighten—it had probably done. semething to 
increase the load of his mental disquietude—that in an illness 
which he had during his tour he confesses that ‘“‘embittering re- 
morse was scaring his fancy at the gloomy forebodings of death,” 
and that'when his tour’was over, soon after his return to Edin- 
burgh, he found the law let loose against him, and what was called 
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a “fuge ”’ warrant issued for his apprehension, owing to some 
occurrence like to that which a year ago had terrified him with 
legal penalties, and all but driven him to Jamaica—when all these 
things are remembered, is it to be wondered that Burns should have 
wandered by the banks of Tweed, in no mood to chaunt beside it 
“a music sweeter than its own?” 

At the close of his Border tour Burns had, as we have seen, 
visited Nithsdale and looked at the farm of Ellisland. From 
Nithsdale he made his way back to native Ayrshire and his family 
at Mossgiel. I have heard a tradition that his mother met him at 
the door of the small farm-house, with this only salutation, ‘O 
Robbie !”? Neither Lockhart ncc Chambers mentions this, but 
the latter says, his sister, Mrs. Begg, remembered the arrival of 
her brother. He came in unheralded, and was in the midst of 
them before they knew. It was.a quiet meeting, for the Mossgiel 
family had the true Scottish reticence or reserve; but though their 
words were not ‘mony feck,” their feelings were strong. It was, 
indeed, as strange a reverse as ever was made by fortune’s fickle 
wheel. “He had left them,’ to quote the words of Lockhart, 
“‘comparatively unknown, his tenderest feelings torn and wounded 
by the behaviour of the Armours, and so miserably poor that he 
had been for some weeks obliged to skulk from the sheriff's 
officers to avoid the payment of a paltry debt. He returned, his 
poetical fame established, the whole country ringing with his praise, 
from a capital in which he was known to have formed the wonder 
and delight of the polite and the learned ; if not rich, yet with more 
money already than any of his kindred had ever hoped to see him 
possess, and with prospects of future patronage and permanent 
elevation in the scale of society. which might have dazzled steadier 
eyes than those of maternal and fraternal affection. The prophet had 
at last honour in his own country, but the haughty spirit that had pre- 
served its balance in Edinburgh was not likely to lose it at Mauch- 
line.” The haughty spirit of which Lockhart speaks was reserved 
for others than his own family. To them we hear of nothing but 
simple affection. His youngest sister, Mrs Begg, told Chambers, 
“that her brother went to Glasgow, and thence sent home a present 
to his mother and three sisters, namely, a quantity of szode silk, 
enough to make a bonnet anda cloak to each, and a gown besides 
to his mother and youngest sister.”. This was*the way he took to 
mark their right to share in his prosperity. Mrs. Begg remembers 
going for rather more than a week to Ayr to assist in making up 
the dresses, and when she came back on a Saturday, her brother 
had returned and’ requested her “ to put on her dress that he 
might see how smart she looked in it.” The thing that. stirred 
his pride and scorn was the seryility with which he was. now re- 
ceived by his “ plebeian brethren” in the neighborhood, and chief 
among these by the Armours, who had formerly eyed him: with 
looks askance. If anything “had been wanting to disgust me com- 
pletely with Armour’s family, their mean, servile compliance would 
have done it.” So he writes, and it was this disgust that prompted 
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him to furnish himself, as we have seen he did, with a pocket copy 
of Milton, to study the character of Satan. This fierce indignation 
was toward the family; towards “bonny Jean ”’ herself his feeling 
was far other. Having accidentally met her, his old affection 
revived, and they were soon as intimate as of old. 

After a short time spent at Mossgiel wandering about, and 
once, it would seem, penetrating the West Highlands as far as 
Inverary, a journey during which his: temper seems to have been 
far from serene, he returned in August to Edinburgh. There he 
encountered, and in time got rid of, the law troubles already al- 
luded to; and on the 25th of August he set out, on a longer tour 
than any he had yet attempted, to the Northern Highlands. 

The travelling companion whom he: chose for this tour was a 
' certain Mr. Nicol, whose acquaintance he seems to have. iirst 
formed at the Crochallan club, or some other haunt of boisterous 
joviality. After many ups and downs in life Nichol had at last, by 
dint of some scholastic ability. settled as a master of the Edinburgh 
High School. What could have tempted Burns to select such a 
man for a fellow-traveller ? He was castin one of nature’s roughest 
moulds ; a man of careless habits, coarse manners, enormous 
vanity, of most irascible and violent temper, which ventured itself 
in cruelties on the poor boys who were the victims of his care. 
Burns compared himself with such a companion to “a man travel- 
ling with a loaded blunderbuss at full cock.” Two things only are 
mentioned in his favour, that he had a warm heart, and an un- 
bounded admiration of the poet. But the choice of such a man 
was an unfortunate one, and in the upshot did nota little to spoil 
both the pleasure and the benefit which might have been gathered 
from, the tour. : ; 

Their journey lay by Stirling and Crieff to Taymouth and 
Breadalbane, thence to Athole, on through Badenoch and Strath- 
spey to Inverness. ‘The return by the east coast was through the 
counties of Moray and Banff to Aberdeen. After visiting the 
county whence his father had come, and his kindred who were still 
in Kincardineshire, Burns and his companion passed by Perth back 
to Edinburgh, which they reached on the 16th of September. The 
journey occupied only two and twenty days, far too short a time 
. to see so much country, besides making several visits, with any 

advantage.. During his Border tour Burns had ridden his Ros- 
jnante mare, which he had named Jenny Geddes. As his friend, 
the schoolmaster, was no equestrian, Burns was obliged to make 
his northern journey in a post-chaise, not the best way of taking 
in the varied and ever-changing sights and sounds of Highland 
scenery. ” 

Such a tour as this, if Burns could have entered on it under 
happier auspices, that is, with a heart at ease, a fitting companion, 
and leisure enough to view quietly the scenes through which he 
passed, and to enjoy the society of the people whom he met, could 
not have failed, from its own interestingness, and its novelty to 
him, to have enriched his imagination, and to haye called forth 
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some lasting memorials. As it was ‘it cannot be said to: have done 
either. There are, however, a few incidents which are worth 
noting. The first of these took place at Stirling. Burns and 
his companion had ascended the Castle Rock, to look on \the blue 
mountain rampart that flanks the Highlands from Ben Lomond 
to Benvoirlich. As they were both strongly attached to the Stuart 
cause, they had seen with indignation,-on the slope of the Castle 
hill, the ancient hall, in which the Scottish kings once held their 
Parliaments, lying ruinous and neglected. On returning to their 
inn, Burns, with a diamond he had bought for such purposes, wrote 
on the windew-pane of his room some lines expressive of the 
disgust he had felt at that sight, concluding with some offensive 
remarks on the reigning family.. The lines, which had no_ poetic 
merit, got into the newspapers of the day, and caused a good deal 
of comment. On a subsequent visit to Stirling, Burns himself 
breke the pane of the window. on which the obnoxious lines were 
written, but they were remembered, it is said, long afterwards to 
his disadvantage. 

Among the pleasantest incidents of the tour was the visit to 
Blair Castle, and his reception by the Duchess of Athole. The 
two days he spent there he declared were among the happiest of 
his life. We have seen how sensitive Burns was to the way he 
was received by the great... Resentful as he was equally of conde- 
scension and of neglect, it must; have been no easy matter for 
persons of rank so to adapt their manners as to exactly please him. 
But his hosts at Blair Castle succeeded to admirationin this. They 
were assisted by the presence at the Castle of Mr., afterwards 
Professor, Walker, who had known Burns in Edinburgh, and was 
during that autumn living as a tutorin the Duke’s, family. At 
dinner Burns was in his. most pleasing vein, and. delighted his 
hostess by drinking to| the health of her group of. fair young 
children, as “ honest men and bonny lassies’”—an expression with 
which he happily closes his Petition of Bruar Water. The 
Duchess had her two sisters, Mrs.. Graham and. Miss Cathcart, 
staying with her on a visit, and all three ladies were delighted with 
the conversation of the poet. These three sisters were daughters 
of a Lord Cathcart, and were remarkable for their beauty. “The 
second, Mrs. Graham, has been immortalised as the subject of one 
of Gainsborough’s most famous portraits. On her early death her | 
husband, Thomas Graham of Balnagown, never again looked on 
that beautiful picture, but left his home for a soldier’s life, distin- 
guished himself greatly in the Peninsular War, and was afterwards 
known as Lord Lynedoch. After his death, the picture passed to 
his nearest relatives, who presented it to the National Portrait Gal- 
lery of Scotland, of which it is now the chief ornament. All three 
sisters soon passed away, having died even before the. short-lived 
poet. By their beauty and their agreeableness they charmed Burns, 
and did much to make his visit delightful. They themselves were 
not less pleased; for when the poet proposed to leave, after two 
days were over, they pressed him exceedingly to stay, and even 
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sent a messenger to the hotel to persuade the driver of Burns’s 
“chaise to pull off one of the horse’s shoes, that his departure might 
be delayed. Burns himself would willingly have listened to their 
entreaties, but his travelling mate was inexorable. Likely enough 
Nicol had not been made so much of as the poet, and this was enough 
to rouse his irascible temper. For one day he had been persuaded to 
stay by the offer of good trout-fishing, which he greatly relished, but 
mon he insisted in being off. Burns was reluctantly forced to 
yield. 

This rapid departure was the most unfortunate because Mr. 
Dundas, who held the keys of Scottish patronage, was expected on 
a visit to Blair, and had he met the poet he might have wiped out 
the reproach often cast on the ministry of the day, that they failed 
in their duty towards Burns. “That eminent statesman,” as Lock- 
hart says, ‘‘ was, though little addicted to literature, a warm lover 
of his own country, and, in general, of whatever redounded to her 
honour ; he was, moreover, very especially qualified to appreciate 
Burns as a companion; and had such an introduction taken place, 
he might notimprobably have been induced to bestow that considera- 
tion on the claims of the poet, which, in the absence of any personal 
acquaintance, Burns’s works ought to have received at his hands.” 
But during that visit Burns met, and made acquaintance of, another 
man of some influence, Mr. Graham of Fintry, whose friendship 
afterwards, both in the Excise business, and in other matters, stood 
him in good stead. The Duke, as he bade farewell to Burns 
at Blair, advised him to turn aside, and see the Falls of the Bruyar, 
about six miles from the Castle, where that stream coming down 
from its mountains plunges over some high precipices, and passes 
through a rocky gorge to join the River Garry. Burns did so, and 
finding the falls entirely bare of wood, wrote some lines entitled 
The Humble Petition of Bruar Water, in which he makes the 
stream entreat the Duke to:clothe its naked banks with trees. 
The poet’s petition for the stream was not in vain. The then Duke 
of Athole was famous as a planter of trees, and those with which, 
after the Poet’s Petition, he surrounded the waterfall remain to 
this day. 

After visiting Culloden Muir, the Fall-of Fyers, Kilravock 
Castle, where, but for the impatience of Mr. Nicol, he would 
fain have prolonged his stay, he came on to Fochabers and 
Gordon Castle. This is Burns’s entry in his diary :—“ Cross Spey 
to Fochabers, fine palace. worthy of the noble, the polite, and 

_ generous proprietor. The Duke makes me happier than ever great 
man did; noble, princely, yet mild and condescending and affable 
—gayand kind. ‘The Duchess, charming, witty, kind, and sensible. 
‘God bless them!” 

Here, too. as at Blair, the ducal hosts seem to have entirely suc- 
ceeded in making Burns feel at ease, and wish to protract his visit. 
But here. too, more emphatically than at Blair, his friend spoilt the 
game. ‘This is the account of the incident, as given by Lockhart, 
with a few additions interpolated from Chambers; 
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“ Burns, who had been much noticed by this noble family when 
in Edinburgh, happened to present himself at Gordon Castle just 
at the dinner-hour, and being invited to take a place at the table, 
did so, without for a moment ad yerting to the circumstance that 
his travelling companion had been left “alone at the inn, in the ad- 
jacent village. On remembering this soon after dinner, he begged 
to be allowed to rejoin his friend ; and the Duke of Gordon, “who 
now for the first time learned that he was not journeying alone, 
immediately proposed to send an invitation to Mr. Nicol to come 
to the Castle. His Grace sent a messenger to bear it; but Burns 
insisted on himself accompanying him. They found the haughty 
schoolmaster striding up and down before the inn-door in a high 
state of wrath and ‘indignation at, what he considered, Burns’s 
neglect, and no apologies | could soften, his mood. He had already - 
ordered horses, and was venting his anger on the postillion for 
slowness with which he obeyed, his commands. The poet, finding 
that he must choose between the ducal circle and his associate, at 
once chose the latter alternative. Nicol and he, in silence and 
mutual displeasure, seated themselves in the post-chaise, and turned 
their backs on Gordon Castle, where the poet had promised himself 
some happy days. _ This incident may serve to suggest some of the 
annoyances to which persons moving, like our poet, on the debat- 
able land between two different ranks of society must ever be sub- 
jected.” “ To play the lion under such circumstances must,” as 
the knowing Lockhart observes, ‘be difficult at the best; but a 
delicate business indeed, when the jackals are presumptuous. 
The pedant could not stomach the superior success of his friend, 
and yet—alas for poor human nature !—he certainly was one of 
the most enthusiastic of his admirers, and one of the most affection- 
ate of allhis intimates.” It seems that the Duchess of Gordon had 
some hope that her friend, Mr. Addington, afterwards Lord Sid- 
mouth and the future premier would have visited at Gordon Castle 
while Burns was there. Mr. Addington was, Allan Cunningham 
tells us, an enthusiastic admirer of Burns’s poetry, and took pleas- 
ure in quoting it to Pitt and Melville. On that occasion he was 
unfortunately not able to accept the invitation of the Duchess, but 
he forwarded to her “these memorable lines—memorable as the 
first indication, of that deep love which England now entertains 
for the genius of Burns :” 


“Ves! pride of Scotia’s favoured plains, ’tis thine 
The warmest feelings of the heart to move; 
To bid it throb with sympathy divine, 
To glow with friendship, or to melt with love 


“ What though each morning sees thee rise to toil, 
Though Plenty on thy cot no blessing showers, 
Yet Independence cheers thee with her smile, 
And Fancy strews thy moorland with her flowers 


** And dost thou blame the impartial will of Heaven, 
Untaught of life the good and ill to stan? 
To thee the Muse’s choicest wreath is given— 
To thee the genuine dignity of man!’ 


** Then to the want of worldly gear resigned, 
Be grateful for the wealth of thy exhaustless mind.” 


It was. well enough for Mr. Addington, and such as he, to 
advise Burns ta be content with the want of wordly gear, and to 
refer him for consolation to the dignity of man and the wealth of 
his exhaustless mind. Burns had abundance of such sentiments in 
himself'to bring forth, when occasion required: He did not need 
to be replenished with these from the storés of men who held the 
keys of patronage. What he wanted from them was some solid 
benefit, such as they now and then bestowed on their favourites, 
but which unfortunately they withheld from Burns. 

An intelligent boy, who was guide to Burns and Nicol from 
Cullen to Dut House, gave long afterwards his remembrance of 
that day. Among these this occurs. The boy was asked by Nicol 
if he had read Burns’s poems, and which of them he liked best. 
The boy replied, “‘ I was much entertained with 7he Twa Dogs 
and Death and Dr. Hornbook, but I like best The Cotter’s Satur- 
aay Night, although it made me ‘greet when my father had me to 
read it to my mother.’ Burns, with a sudden start, looked at my 
face intently, and patting my shoulder, said, ‘Well, my callant, I 
don’t wonder at your greeting at teading the poem; it made me 
greet more than once when I was writing it at my father’s fire- 
Stee oes 

On the 16th of September, 1787, the two travellers returned to 
Edinburgh. ‘This tour produced little poetry directly, and what it 
did produce was not of a high order.’ In this respect one cannot 
but contrast it with the poetic results of another tour made, partly 
over the same ground, by another poet, less than twenty years after 
this time. When Wordsworth and his sister made their first visit 
to Scotland in 1803, it called forth some strains of such perfect 
beauty as will live while the English language lasts. Burns’s poetic 
fame would hardly be diminished ‘if all that he wrote on his tours 
were obliterated from his works.” Perhaps we ought to except 
some allusions in his future songs, and especially ‘that grand song, 
Macpher son's Farewell, which, though composed several months 
after this tour was over, must have drawn its materials from the 
day spent at Duff House, where he was shown the sword of the 
‘Highland Reiver ; 

But look at the lines composed after his first sight of Breadal- 
bane, which he left in the inn at Kenmore. ‘These Lockhart has 
pronounced among “ the best of his purely English heroics.” If 
so, we can but say how poor are the best! What is to be thought 
of such lines as 


Poetic ardours in my bosom swel!, 
Lone wandering by the hermit’s mossy cell,” etc., ete, 
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Nor less stilted, forced, and artificial are the linés in the same 
measure written at the Fall of Fyers. 

The truth is, that Burns’s forte by no means lay in describing 
scenery alone, and for its own sake. All his really inspired de- 
scriptions of it occur as adjuncts to human incident or feeling, 
slips of landscape let in as a background. Again, as Burns was 
never at his best when called on to write for occasions—no really 
spontaneous poet ever can be—so when taken to see much talked-of 
scenes, and expected to express poetic raptures over them-Burns 
did not answer to the call. 

“ He disliked,’ we are told, “to be tutored in matters of taste, 
and could not endure that one should run shouting before him, 
whenever any fine object came in sight.” On one occasion of this 
kind, a lady at the poet’s side said, “ Burns, have you nothing to 
say of this?” ‘Nothing, madam,” he replied, glancing at the 
leader of the party, “for an ass is braying over it.” Burns +is 
not the only person who jas suffered from this sort of officious- 
ness. ! 

Besides this, the tours were not made in the way which most 
conduces to poetic composition. He did not allow himself the 
quiet and the leisure from interruption which are needed. It was 
not with such companions as Ainslie or Nicol by his side that the 
poet’s.eye discovered new beauty in the sight of a solitary reaper 
in a Highland glen, and his ear caught magical suggestiveness in 
the words, “ What ! you are stepping westward,” heard by the even 
ing lake. 

Another hindrance to happy poetic description by Burns during 
these journeys was that he had now forsaken his native vernacular, 
and taken to writing in English after the mode of the poets of the 
day. Th's with him was to unclothe himself of his true strength. 
His correspondent, Dr. Moore, and his Edinburgh critics. had no 
, doubt counselled him. to write in English, and he listened fora 
time. too easily to their counsel, He and they little knew what 
they were doing in giving and taking such advice. The truth is, 
when he used his own Scottish dialect he was unapproached, unap- 
proachable ; no poet before or since has evoked out,of that instru- 
ment so perfect and so varied melodies... When he wrote in Eng- 
ligh he was seldom more than third-rate ; in fact, he was but a com- 
mon clever versifier. There is but one purely English poem of 
his which at all approaches the first rank—the lines Zo Mary in 
fleaven. 

These may probably have been the reasons, but the fact is 
certain that Burns’s tours are disappointing in their direct poetic 
fruits. But in another way Burns turned them to good account. 
He had by that time begun to devote himself almost entirely to the 
cultivation of Scottish song.. This was greatly encouraged by the. 
appearance of Fohnson’s Museum, a publication in which an en- 
graver of that name living in Edinburgh had undertakeu to make a 
thorough collection of all the best of the old Scottish songs, accom- 
panying them with the best airs, and to add to these any new songs 
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of merit which he could lay handson. Before Burns left Edinburgh 
for this Border tour, he had begun an acquaintance and correspon- , 
dence with Johnson, and had supplied him with four songs of his 
own for the first volume of The Museum. ‘Yhe second volume was 
now in progress, and his labors for this publication, and for another 
of the same kind to be afterwards mentioned, henceforth engrossed 
Burns’s entire productive faculty, and were to be his only serious 
literary work for the rest of his life. He therefore employed the 
Highland tour in hearing all he-could, that had any bearing on his 
now absorbing pursuit, and in collecting materials that might pro- 
mote it. With this view, on his way from Taymouth to Blair, he 
had turned aside to visit the famous fiddler and composer of Scotch 
tunes, Neil Gow, at his house, which is still pointed out, at Inver, 
on-the Braan Water, opposite the grounds of Dunkeld, This is 
the entry about him in Burns’s diary :—‘‘ Neil Gow plays—a short, 
stout-built, honest Highland figure, with his grey hair shed on his 
honest social brow; an interesting face marking strong sense, 
kind open-heartedness, mixed with unmistrusting simplicity; visit 
his house; Margaret Gow.” It is interesting to think of this meet- 
ing of these two—the one a Lowlander, the other a Highlander ; 
the one the greatest composer of words, the other of tunes, for 
Scottish songs, which their country has produced. 

As he passed through Aberdeen, Burns met Bishop Skinner, a 
Bishop of the Scottish Episcopal Church; and when he learnt that 
the Bishop’s father, the author of the song of 7lloch-gorum, and 
The Ewie wi’ the crookit horn, and other Scottish songs, was still 
alive, an aged Episcopalian clergyman, living in primitive simplicity 
in a@ but and a ben at Lishart, near Peterhead, and that on his way 
to Aberdeen he had passed by the place without knowing it, Burns 
expressed the greatest regret at having missed seeing the author 
of songs he so greatly admired. Soon after his return to Edin- 
burgh, he received from cld Mr, Skinner a rhyming epistle, which 
greatly pleased the poet, and to which he replied—‘ I regret, and 
while I live shall regret, that when I was north I had not the 
pleasure of paying a-younger brother’s dutiful respect to the author 
of the best Scotch song ever Scotland saw, Zudloch-gorum’s my de- 
light.” This is streng, perhaps too strong praise. Allan Cunning- 
ham, in his Songs of Scotland, thus freely comments on it:— 
“ Tulloch-gorum is a lively clever song, but I would never have 
edited this collection had I thought with Burns that it is the best 
song Scotland ever saw. I may say with the king in my favorite 
ballad— 


I trust I have within my realm, 
Five hundred good as he.” 


We also find Burns, on his return to Edinburgh, writing to the 
librarian at Gordon Castle to obtain from him a correct copy of a 
Scotch song composed by the Duke, in the current vernacular 
style, Cauld Kail in Aberdeen. This correct copy he wished to 
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insert in the forthcoming volume of Fohknson’s Museum, with the 
name of the author appended. 

At Perth he made inquiries, we are told, “as to the whereabouts 
of the burn-brae on. which be the graves of Bessy Bell and Mary 
Gray.” Whether he actually visited the spot, near the Almond 
Water, ten miles west of Perth, is left uncertain, The pathetic 
story of these two hapless maidens, and the fine old song founded 
on it, had made it to him a consecrated spot. 


“*O Bessy Bell and Mary Gray! 
They were twa bonny lasses, 
They biggit a bower on yon burn-brae 
And theekit it owre wi’ rashes,” 


is the beginning of a beautiful song which Allan Ramsay did his 
best to spoil, as he did in many another instance. Sir Walter 
Scott afterwards recovered some of the old verses which Ramsay’s 
had superseded, and repeated them to Allan Cunningham, who 
gives them in his Songs of Scotland. Whether Burns knew any 
more of the song than the one old verse given above, with Ramsay’s 
appended to’it, is more than doubtful. : 

As he passed through Perth he secured an introduction to the 
family of Belches of Invermay, that, on crossing the River Earn on 
his southward journey, he might be enabled to see the little valley, 
running down from the Ochils to the Earn, which has been conse- 
crated by the old and well known song, The Birks of /nvermay. 

It thus appears that the old songs of Scotland, their localities, 
their authors, and the incidents whence they arose, were now up- 
permost in the thoughts of Burns, whatever part of his country he 
visited. This was as intense and as genuinely poetical an interest, 
though a more limited one, than that with which Walter Scott’s eye 
afterwards ranged over the same scenes. The time was not yet 
full come for that wide and varied sympathy, with which Scott 
surveyed the whole past of his country’s history, nor was Burns’s 
nature or training such as to give him that catholicity of feeling 
which was required to sympathise, as Scott did, with all ranks and 
all ages. Neither could he have so seized on the redeeming vir- 
tues of rude and half-barbarous times, and invested them with that 
halo of romance which Scott has thrown over them. This roman- 
tic and chivalrous colouring was an element altogether alien to 
Burns’s character. But it may well be, that these very limitations 
intensified the depth and vividness of sympathy with which Burns 
conceived the human situations portrayed in his best songs. 

There was one more brief tour of ten days during October, 
1787, which Burns made in the company of Dr. Adair. They 
pass first to Stirling, where Burns broke the obnoxious pane ; then 
paid a second visit to Harvieston, near Dollar—for Burns had 
paid a flying visit of one day there, at the end of August, before 
passing northward to the Highlands—where Burns introduced his 
friend, and seems to have flirted with some Ayrshire young ladies, 
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relations of his friend Gavin Hamilton. Thence they passed on a 
visit to Mr. Ramsay at Ochtertyre, on the Teith, a few miles west 
from Stirling. They then visited Sir William Murray at Ochter- 
\tyre, in Strathearn, where Burns wrote his Lines on scaring some 
waterfowl in Loch Turit, and a pretty pastoral song on a young 
beauty he met there, Miss Murray of Lintrose. From Strathearn 
he néxt seems to have returned by Clackmannan, there to visit the 
old lady who lived in the Tower, of whom he had heard from Mr. 
Ramsay. In this short journey the most memorable thing was 
the visit to Mr. Ramsay at his picturesque old country seat, sit- 
uate on the River Teith, and commanding, down the vista of its 
old lime-tree avenue, so romantic a view of Stirling Castle rock. 
There Burns made the acquaintance of Mr. Ramsay, the laird. and 
was charmed with the conversation of that “last of the Scottish 
line of Latinists, which began with Buchanan and ended with 
Gregory”? —an antiquary, moreover, whose manners and home 
Lockhart thinks that Sir Walter may have had in his recollection 
when he drew the character of Monkbarns. Years afterwards, ina 
letter addressed to Dr. Currie, Ramsay thus wrote of Burns :—“ I 
have been in the company of many men of genius, some of them 
poets, but I never witnessed such flashes of intellectual brightness 
as from him, the impulse of the moment, sparks of celestial fire. I 
never was more delighted, therefore, than with his company two 
days ¢éte-d-téte, In a mixed company I should have made little 
of him; for, to use the gamester’s phrase, be did not know when 
to play off, and when to play on. . . . When I asked whether the 
Edinburgh literati had mended his poems by their criticisms, ‘ Sir,’ 
said he, ‘these gentlemen remind me of some spinsters in my own 
country, who spin their thread so fine, thatit is neither fit for weft 
nor woof.’ ” 

There are other incidents recorded of that time. Among these 
was a visit to Mrs. Bruce, an old Scottish dame of ninety, who 
lived in the ancient Tower of Clackmannan, upholding her dignity 
as the linealdescendant and representative of the family, of King 
Robert Bruce, and cherishing the strongest attachment to the exiled 
Stuarts. Both of these sentiments found a ready response from 
Burns. The one was exemplified by the old lady conferring knight- 
hood on him and his companion with the actual sword of King 
Robert, which she had in her possession, remarking, as she did it, 
that she had a better right to confer the title than some folk. An- 
other sentiment she charmed the poet by expressing in the toast 
she gave after dinner, “‘ Hoot Uncos,”’ that is, Away Strangers, a 
word used by shepherds when they bid their collies drive away 
strange sheep. Who the strangers were in this case may be 
guessed from her known Jacobite sentiments. 

On his way from Clackmannan to Edinburgh he turned’ aside 
to see Loch Leven and its island castle, which had been the prison 
of the hapless Mary Stuart; and thence passing to the Norman 

‘Abbey Church of Dunfermline, with deep emotion he looked on the 
grave of Robert Bruce, At that time the choir of the old church, 
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which had contained the grave, had been long demolished, and the 
new structure which now covers it had not yet been thought of. 
The sacred spot was only marked by two broad flagstones. on 
which Burns knelt and kissed them, reproaching the while the bar- 
barity that had so dishonoured the resting-place of Scotland’s hero 
king. Then, with that sudden change of mood so characteristic of 
him, he passed within the ancient church, and mounting the pulpit, 
addressed to his companion, who had, at his desire, mounted the 
cutty stool, or seat of repentance, a parody of the rebuke which he 
himself had undergone some time before at Mauchline. 
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CHAP TE Rox«lV, 
SECOND WINTER IN EDINBURGH. 


THESE summer. and,autumn. wanderings ended, Burns returned 
to Edinburgh, and spent there the, next five months, from the latter 
part of October, 1787, till the end of -March, 1788, in a way which 
to any man, much, more to such an one as he, could give small satis- 
faction. The ostensible cause of his lingering in Edinburgh was to 
obtain a settlement with his procrastinating publisher, Creech, be- 
cause, till'this was effected, he had no money with which to enter 
on the contemplated farm, or on any other regular way of life. 
Probably in thus wasting his time, Burns may have been influenced 
more than he himself was aware, by a secret hope that something 
might yet be done for-him—that all the smiles, lavished on him by 
the great and powerful could not possibly mean nothing, and that 
he should be left to drudge on in poverty and obscurity as before. 

During this winter Burns changed his quarters from Richmond’s 
lodging in High Street, where he had lived during the former win- 
ter, to a house then marked 2, now 30, St. James’s Square in the 
New Town. There he lived with a Mr. Cruikshank, a colleague 
of his friend Nicol in the High school, and there he continued to 
reside till he left Edinburgh. More than once he paid brief visits 
to Nithsdale, and examined again and yet again the farm on the 
Dalswinton property, on which he had long had his eye. This 
was his only piece of serious business during those months. The 
rest of his time was spent more or less in the society of his jovial 
companions. We hear no more during this second winter of his 
meetings with literary professors, able advocates and judges, or 
fashionable ladies. His associates seem to have been rather con- 
fined to men’of the Ainslie and Nicol stamp: He would seem 
also to have amused himself with flirtations with several young 
heroines, whose acquaintance he had made during the previous 
summer. The chief of these were two young ladies, Miss Mar- 
garet Chalmers and Miss Charlotte Hamilton, cousins of each 
other, and relatives of his Mauchline friend, Gavin Hamilton. 
These he had met during the two visits which he paid to Harvies- 
ton, on the River Devon, where they were living for atime. On 
his return to Edinburgh he continued to correspond with them 
hoth, and to address songs of affection, if not of love, now to one 
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now te another. To Charlotte Hamilton he addressed the song 
beginning— 


“ How pleasant the banks of the clear winding Devon;” 
To Miss Chalmers, one with the opening lines— 


“ Where, braving angry winter’s storms, 
The lofty Ochils rise ;” 


And another beginning thus— 
“ My Peggy’s face, my Peggy’s form.” 


Which of these young ladies was foremost in Burns’s affection, it is 
not easy now to say, nor does it much signify. To both he wrote 
some of his best letters, and some of not his best verses. Allan 
Cunningham thinks that he had serious affection for Miss Hamii- 
ton. The latest editor of his works asserts that his heart was set on 
Miss Chalmers, and that she, long afterwards in her widowhood, 
told Thomas Campbell, the poet, that Burns had made a proposal 
of marriage to her. However this may be, it is certain that while 
both admitted him to friendship, neither encouraged his advances. ° 
They were better “ advised than to do so.” Probably they knew 
too much of his past history and his character to think of him as a 
husband. Both were soon after this time married to men more 
likely to make them happy than the erratic poet. When they turned 
a deaf ear to his addresses, he wrote: “ My rhetoric seems to have 
lost all its effect on the lovely half of mankind; I have seen the 
day—but thatis a tale of other years. In my conscience, I believe 
that my heart has been so often on fire that it has been vitrified !” 
Well perhaps for himif it had been so, such small power had he to 
guide it. Just about the time when he found himself rejected, 
notwithstanding all his fine letters and his verses, by the two young 
ladies on Devon banks, he met with an accident through the upset- 
ting of a hackney-coach by a drunkendriver. The fallleft him with 
a bruised limb, which confined him to his room from the 7th o 
December till the middle of February (1788). ; 

During these weeks he suffered much from low spirits, and the 
letters which he then wrote under the influence of that hypochon- 
dria and despondency contain some of the gloomiest bursts of dis- 
content with himself and with the world, which he ever gave vent 
to either in prose or verse. He describes himself as the ‘sport, 
the miserable victim of rebellious pride, hypochondriac imagination, 
agonising sensibility, and Bedlam passions. I wish I were dead, 
butil’m:no like;to die... 0. I fear I am something like undone; 
but I hope for the best. Come, stubborn Pride and unshrinking 
Resolution ; accompany me through this to me miserable world! I 
have a hundred times wished that one could resign life, as an officer 
resigns a commission ; for I would not take in any poor wretch by 
selling out. Lately I was a sixpenny private, and, God knows, a 
miserable soldier enough; now I march to the campaign, a starving 
cadet—a little more conspicuously wretched,” 
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But his late want: of success. on. the banks- of Devon, and his 
\Consequent despondency, were alike dispelled from his thoughts 
by a new excitement. Just at the time when he met with his acci- 

dent, he had made the acquaintance of a certain Mrs. M‘Lehose, 
and acquaintance all at once became a-violent attachment on both 
sides. This lady had been deserted by her husband, who had gone 
to the West Indies, leaving her in-poverty and obscurity to bring 
up two young boys as best she might. We. are told that she was 
* of a somewhat voluptuous style of beauty, of lively and easy man- 
ners, of a poetical fabric of mind, with some wit, and not too high 
a degree of refinement or delicacy—exactly the kind of woman to 
fascinate Burns.” Fascinated he certainly was. On the 30th De- 
cember he writes: Almighty love still reigns and revels in my 
bosom, and I am at this moment ready to hang myself for a 
young Edinburgh widow. who has wit and wisdom more murder- 
ously fatal than the assassinating stiletto of the Sicilian bandit, or 
the: poisoned arrow of the savage African.” For several months 
his visits to her house were frequent, his Jetters unremitting. The 
sentimental correspondence which they, began, in which Burns ad- 
dresses her as Clarinda, assuming to himself the name of Sylvander, 
has been published separately, and become notorious. Though this 
correspondence may contain, as, Lockhart says, “ passages of deep 
and noble feeling, which no one but Burns could have penned,” it 
cannot be denied that it contains many more of such fustian, such 
extravagant bombast, as Burns orany man beyond twenty might 
well have been ashamed to write. One could wish that for the poet’s 
sake this correspondence had never been preserved. It is so hu- 
miliating to read this torrent of falsetto sentiment now, and to think 
that a man gifted like Burns should have poured it forth. How far 
his feelings towards Clarinda were sincere, or how far they were 
wrought up to amuse his vacancy by playing at love-making, it is 
hard to say. Blended with a profusion of forced compliments and 
unreal raptures, there are expressions in Burns’s letters which one 
cannot but believe that he meant in earnest, at the moment when 
he wrote them. Clarinda, it would seem, must have regarded 
Burns as a man wholly disengaged, and have looked forward to the 
possible removal of Mr. M:Lehose, and with him of the obstacle to 
a union with Burns. How far he may have really shared the same 
hopes it is impossible to say. We only know that he used again 
and again language of deepest devotion, vowing to “love Clarinda 
to death, through death, and for ever.” 
_ While this correspondence between Sylvander and Clarinda was 
in its highest flight of rapture, Burns received, in January or Feb- 
ruary, 1788, news from Mauchline which greatly agitated him. His 
renewed intercourse with Jean Armour had resulted in consequences 
which again stirred her father’s indignation; this time so power- 
fully, that he turned his daughter to the door. Burns provided a 
shelter for her under. the roof of a friend; but for a time he does 
not seem to have thought. of doing more than this. Whether he 
regarded the original private marriage as entirely dissolved, and 
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looked on himself as an unmarried man does not quite appear. Any- 
how, he and Clarinda, who knew all that had passed with regard to 
Jean Armour, seem to have then thought that enough had been 
done for the seemingly discarded Mauchline damsel, and to have 
carried on their correspondence as rapturously as ever for fully 
another six weeks, until the 21st of March (1788). On ‘that day 
Sylvander wrote to Clarinda’ a final letter, pledging himself to ever- 
lasting love, and following it by a copy of verses beginning— 


“air empress of the poet’s soul,” 


presenting her at the same time witha pair of wine-glasses asa 
parting gift. 

On the 24th of March, he turned his back on. Edinburgh, and 
never returned to it for more than:a day’s visit. 

Before leaving town, however, he had arranged three pieces of 
business, all bearing closely on his future life. First, he had 
secured for himself an appointment in the Excise through the kind- , 
ness of “ Lang Sandy. Wood,” the surgeon who:attended him when 
laid up with a bruised limb, and who had interceded with, Mr. Gra- . 
ham of Fintray, the chief of the Excise Board, on Burns’s behalf. 
When he received his appointment, he wrote to,Miss Chalmers, 
“| have chosen this, my dear friend, after. mature deliberation. 
The question is hot at what door of fortune’s palace shall we enter 
in, but what doors'does she open for us. I was not likely to get 
anything to do. I got this without hanging-on, or mortifying soli- 
citation ; it is immediate bread, and though poor. in comparison. of 
the last eighteen months of my existence, ’tis luxury in comparison 
of all my preceding life.” 

Next, he had concluded a bargain with Mr. Miller of Dalswin-- 
ton, to lease his farm of Ellisland, on which he had long set his 
heart, and to which he had paid several visits in order to inspect it. 

Lastly, he had at last obtained a business settlement with Creech 
regarding the Second Edition of ‘his: Poems., Before this was 
effected, Burns had more than once lost his temper, and let Creech 
know his mind. - Various accounts have been given of. the profits 
that now accrued to Burns from the whole transaction... We cannot 
be far wrong in taking the estimate at which Dr. Chambers arrived, 
for on such a matter he could speak with authority. He sets down 
the poet’s profits at as nearly.as possible 50o/. . Of this sum Burns. 
gave 18o/. to his brother Gilbert, who was now in pecuniary trou-. 
ble. “I give myself no airs on this,” he writes, “ for it was mere - 
selfishness on my part: T was conscious that the wrong scale of 
the balance was pretty heavily charged, and I thought. that throw- 
ing a little filial piety and fraternal affection into the scale in my 
favour, might help to smooth matters at the grand reckoning.” . 
This money was understood by the family to be the provision due 
from Robert on behalf of his mother, the support of whom he was,,. 
now that he was setting up for himself, about to. throw .on his, 
younger brother. Chambers seems to reckon that.as another.120/. 
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must have been spent by Burns on.his tours, his .accident, and his 

sojourn in Edinburgh. since- October, he could not have. more 

than, 200/. over, with which to set up at Ellisland. We see in what 
terms Burns had written to Clarinda on the 21st of March. On 
his leaving Edinburgh and returning to Ayrshire, he married Jean 

Armour, and forthwith. acknowledged, her in letters as his wife. 
This was in April, though it was not till August that he and Jean 
appeared before the Kirk-Session, and were formally recognised as 
man and wife by the Church. ‘43 

Whether, in taking this step, Burns thought that he was carry- 

ing out a legal, as well.as a, moral, obligation, we know not. The 

interpreters of the law now assert that the original marriage in 1786 
had never been dissolved, and: that the destruction of the promis- 
sory lines, and the temporary disownment of him by Jean and her 
family, could not, in any way, invalidate it. Indeed, after all that 
had happened, for Burns, to have deserted Jean, and married an- 
other, even if he legally could ;+have, done so, would have been the 
basest infidelity.. Amid all his other errors and inconsistencies— 
and no doubt there were enough of these—we cannot but be glad 
for the sake of his.good name that he now acted the part of an 
honest: man, ard did what he. could to repair. the much. suffering 
and shame he had brought.on his frail but faithful Jean. 

‘As to the reasons which determined Burns to marry Jean 
Armour, and not another, this is the account he himself gives when 
writing to Mrs. Dunlop, one of his most trusted correspondents, to 
whom he spoke out his real: heart in a’simpler, more natural way, 
than was usual with him in letter-writing: 

“You are right ithat a bachelor state: would have’ ensured me 
more friends ; but, from a causé you will easily guess, conscious 
peace in the enjoyment of my own. mind, and unmistrusting confi- 
dence in approaching my God, would ‘seldom have been of the 
number. I found a once:much-loved, and still much-loved, female, 
literally and truly cast out:to the mercy of the naked elements); but 
I enabled her to: purchase a shelter;—there- is no sporting with a 
fellow-creature’s happiness or misery. The most placid good-nature 
and sweetness of disposition; a warm heart, gratefully devoted 

with all its powers to love me ; vigorous health and sprightly cheer- 

fulness, set off to the bést advantage by a more than commonly 

handsome figure; these, I think, in a woman may make a good 
wife, though she should never have read a page but the Scriptures 

ofthe Old:and) New Testament, nor have danced in a brighter 
assembly than a penny pay wedding.” 

_« To Miss Chalmers he’says: f 

“J have married’ my Jean... I had:alcng and much-loved fellow- 

creature’s happiness or misery in my determination, and I durst 
‘not trifle with so important a: deposit, nor have I any cause to re- 
pent it. If I:have .not got pdlitei tittle-tattle, modish: manners, and 
fashionable dress, I-am not sickened and disquieted with the mul- 
tiform curse of boarding-school: affectation; and Ihave got the 
handsomest figure, the sweétest' temper, the soundest constitution, 
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and the kindest heart in the country. ... Acertain 1ate publica- 
tion of Scots poems she has perused very devoutly, and all the 
balads in the country, as she has the finest wood-note wild I ever 
heard.” ; 3 

There have been many comments on this turning point in 
Burns’s life. Some have given him high praise for it, as though he 
had done a heroic thing in voluntarily sacrificing himself, when it 
might have been open to him to form a much higher connexion. 
But all such praise seems entirely thrown away. It was not, as it 
appears, open to him ‘to form any other marriage legally ; certainly 
it was not open to him morally. The remark of Lockhart is en- 
tirely true, that, “had he hesitated to make her his wife, whom he 
loved, and who was the mother of his children, he must have surk 
into the callousness of a ruffian.” ‘Lockhart need hardly have 
added “or into that misery of miseries, the remorse of a poet.” 

But even had law and morality allowed him to pass by Jean— 
which they did not—would it have been well for Burns, if he had 
sought, as one of his biographers regrets that he had not done, a 
wife among ladies of higher rank and more refined manners? That 
he could appreciate what these things imply, is evident from his own 
confession in looking back on his introduction to what is called so- 
ciety : “ A refined and accomplished woman was a being altogether 
new to me, and of which I had formed a very inadequate idea.” It 
requires but little’ knowledge of the world and its ways to see the 
folly of all such regrets. Great disparity of condition in marriage 
seldom answers. And in the case of a wayward, moody man, with 
the pride, the poverty, and the irregularities of Burns, and the 
drudging toil which must needs await his wife, it is easy to see 
what misery such marriage would have stored up for both. As it 
was, the marriage he made was, to put it at the lowest, one of the 
most prudent acts of his life. Jean proved to be all, and indeed 
more than all, he anticipates in the letters above given. During 
the eight years of their married life, according to all testimony, she 
did her part as a wife and mother with the most patient and placid 
fidelity, and bore the trials which her husband’s irregular habits 
entailed on her, with the utmost long-suffering. And after his 
death, during her long widowhood, she revered his memory, and 
did her utmost to maintain the honour of his name. 

With his marriage to his Ayrshire wife, Burns had bid farewell 
to Edinburgh, and to whatever high hopes it may have at any time 
kindled within him, and had returned toa condition somewhat nearer 
to that in which he was born. With what feelings did he pass 
from this brilliant interlude, and turn the corner which led him 
back to the dreary road of commonplace drudgery, which he hoped 
to have escaped? There can be little doubt that his feelings were 
those of bitter disappointment. There had been, it is said, a marked 
contrast between the reception he had met with during his first 
and second winters in Edinburgh. As Allan Cunningham says, 
“On his first appearance the doors of the nobility opened spontan- 
eously, ‘on golden hinges turning,’ and he ate spiced meats and 
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drank rare wines, interchanging nods and smiles with high dukes 
and mighty earls. A colder reception awaited his second coming. 
The doors of lords and ladies opened with a tardy courtesy; he 
was received with a cold and measured stateliness, was seldom 
requested to stop, seldomer to repeat his visit; and one of his 
companions used to relate with what indignant feeling the poet re- 
counted his fruitless calls and his uncordial receptions in the good 
town of Edinburgh... . He went to Edinburgh strong in the 


belief that genius such as his would raise him in society; he 


returned not withouta sourness of spirit.and a bitterness of feeling.” 

When he did give vent to his bitterness, it was not into man’s, 
but into woman’s sympathetic ear that he poured his complaint. It 
is thus he writes, some time after settling at Ellisland, to Mrs. Dun- 
lop, showing how fresh was still the wound within. “ When I skulk 
into a corner lest the rattling equipage of some gaping blockhead 
should mangle mein the mire, Iam tempted to exclaim, ‘ What 
merits has he had, or what demerit have I had, in some previous 
state of existence, that he is ushered into this state of being with 
the sceptre of rule, and the keys of riches in his puny fist, and I 
am kicked into the world, the sport of folly, or the victim of pride ? 
.. . Often as I have glided with humble stealth through the pomp 
of Princes Street, it has suggested itself to me, as an improvement 
on the present human figure, that a man, in proportion to, his own 
conceit of his own ‘consequence in the world, could have pushed 
out the longitude of his common size, as a snail pushes out his 
horns, or as we draw out a prospect glass.’’’ 

This is a feeling which Burns has uttered in many a form of 
prose and verse, but which probably never possessed him more 
bitterly than when he retired from Edinburgh. . Many persons in 
such circumstances may have felt thoughts of this. kind pass over 
them for a moment. But they have felt ashamed of them as they 
rose, and have at once put them by. Burns no doubt had aseverer 
trial in this way than most; but he never could overcome it, never 
ceased to chafe at that inequality of conditions which is so strongly 
fixed in the system in which we find ourselves, 

It was natural that he should. have felt some bitterness at the 
changed countenance which Edinburgh society turned on him, and 
it is easy to be sarcastic on the upper ranks of that day for turning 
it: but were they really so much to blame? There are many cases 
under the present order of things, in. which we are constrained to 
say, “It must needs be that offences come.” Taking men and 


things as they are, could it well have been otherwise ? 


First, the novelty of Burns’s advent had worn off by his second 
winter in Edinburgh, and; though it may be a weakness, novelty 
always counts for something in human affairs, Then, again, the 
quiet, decorous men-of Blair’s circle. knew more of Burns’s ways 
and doings than at first, and what they came to know was not likely 
to increase their desire for intimacy with him. It was, it seems, 
notorious that Burns kept. that formidable. memorandum-book 
already alluded to, in which he. was supposed to sketch with uns 
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sparing hand, “stern likenesses” of his friends and benefactors. 
So little of a secret did he make of this, that weare told he some- 
times allowed. a visitor to have a look’ at the figures which he had 
sketched in his portrait-gallery.’ The knowledge that sucha book 
existed was not likely to make Blair and his friends more desirous 
of his society. 

Again, the festivities at the Crochallan Club and other such 
haunts, the habits he there indulged in, and the associates with 
whom he consorted, these were well known. And it was not possi- 
ble that either the ways, the conversation, or the cronies of the 
Crochallan Club could be weleomed in quieter and more polished 
circles. Men of the Ainslie’and Nicol stamp would hardly have 
been quite in place there. 

Again—what is much to the honour of Burns—he never, in the 
highest access of his fame, abated a jot of his intimacy and friend- 
ship towards the men of his own rank, with whom he had been as- 
sociated inhis days of obscurity. ‘These were tradesmen, farmers, 
and peasants. The thought of them, their sentiments, their preju- 
dices and habits, if it had been possible, their very persons, he 
would have taken with him, without disguise or apology, into the 
highest circles of rank or of literature. But this might notbe. It 
was impossible that Burns could take Mauchline with its belles, its 
Poosie-Nansies and its Souter Johnnies, bodily into the library of 
Dr. Blair or the drawing-room of Gordon Castle. 

A man, to whom it is open,’ must make his choice ; but he 
cannot live at once in two different and widely sundered orders of 
society. To no one is it given, not even to men of genius great as 
that of Burns/ for himself and his family entirely to overleap the 
barriers with which custom and the world have hedged us in, and 
to. weld the extremes of society into one. To the speculative as 
well as to the practically humane man, the great inequality in hu- 
man conditions presents, no doubt, a perplexing problem. A little 
less worldly pride, arid a little more Christian wisdom and humility, 
would probably have helped Burns to solve it better than he did. 
But besides the social grievance, which though impalpable is very 
real, Burns had another more material and tangible. The great 
whom he had met im Edinburgh, whose castles he had visited in 
the country, might have done something to raise him at once above 
poverty and toil, and they did little or nothing. They had, indeed, 
subscribed liberally for his Second Edition, and they had got him 
a gauger’s post, with fifty or sixty pounds a year—that’ was all. 
What more could they, ought they to have done? To have ob- 
tained him an office in some one of the higher professions was not 
to be thought of, for a man cannot easily, at the age of eight-and- 
twenty, change his whole line and adapt himself to an entirely new 
employment. The one thing they might have combined to do, was 
to have compelled Dundas, or some other of the men then in power, 
to grant Burns a pension from the public purse. That was the day 
of pensions, and hundreds with no claim to compare with’ Burns’s 
were then on the pension list: 300/. a year would have sufficed to 
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place him in comfort and independence; and could public money 
have been better spent? But though the most rigid economist 
might not have objected, would Burns have accepted such a bene- 
faction, had it been offered? And if he had accepted it, would he 
not have chafed under the obligation, more even than he did in the 
absence of it? Such questions as these cannot but arise, as often 
as we think over the fate of Burns, and ask ourselves if nothing 
could have been done to avert it. Though natural, they are vain. 
Things hold on their own course to their inevitable issues, and 
Burns left Edinburgh, and set his face first towards Ayrshire, 
then to Nithsdale, a saddened and embittered man. 
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CHAPTER V. 
LIFE OF ELLISLAND. 


« Mr. BURNS, you have made a poet’s not a farmer’s choice.” 
Such was the remark of Allan Cunningham’s father, land-steward to 
the laird of Dalswinton, when the poet turned from the low-lying 
and fertile farm of Foregirth, which Cunningham had recommended 
to him, and selected for his future home the farm of Ellisland. He 
was taken by the beautiful situation and fine romantic outlook of 
the poorest of several farms on the Dalswinton estate which were 
in his option. Ellisland lies on the western bank of the River 
Nith, about six miles above Dumfries! Looking from Ellisland 
eastward across the river, “ a pure stream running there over the 
purest gravel,” you see the rich holms and noble woods of Dalswin- 
ton. Dalswinton is an ancient historic place, which has even 
within recorded memory more than once changed its mansion-house 
and its proprietor. To the west the eye falls on the hills of Duns- 
core, and looking northward up the Nith, the view is bounded by 
the heights that shut in the river towards Drumlanrig, and by the 
high conical hill of Corsincon, at the base of which the infant stream 
slips from the shire of Ayr into that of Dumfries. The farmstead- 
ing of Ellisland stands but a few yards to the west of the Nith. 
Immediately underneath there is a red scaur of considerable height 
overhanging the stream, and the rest of the bank is covered with 
broom, through which winds a greensward path, whither Burns used 
to retire to meditate his songs. The farm extends to upwards of a 
hundred acres, partholm, part croft-land, of which the former yield- 
ed geod wheat, the latter oats and potatoes. The lease was for 
nineteen years, and the rent fifty pounds for the first three years ; 
seventy for the rest of the tack. The laird of Dalswinton, while’ 
Burns. leased Ellisland, was Mr. Patrick Millar, not an ordinary 
laird, but one well known in his day for his scientific discoveries. 
There was no proper farm-house or offices on the farm—it was part . 
of. the bargain that Burns should build these for himself. The 
want of a house made it impossible for him to settle at once on his 
farm, His bargain for it. had been concluded early in March 
(1788).; but, it was not till the 13th of June that he went to reside 
at Ellisland. In the interval between these two dates he went to 
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Ayrshire, and completed privately, as we have seen, the marriage, 
the long postponement of which had’ caused him so much disquiet. 
With however great disappointment and chagrin he may have left 
Edinburgh, the sense that he had now done the thing that was right, 
and had the prospectof a settled life before him, gave him for a time 
a peace and even gladness of heart, to which he had for long been 
a stranger. We can, therefore, well believe what he tells ‘us, that, 
when he had left Edinburgh, he journeyed towards Mauchline with 
as much gaiety of heart “as a May-frog, leaping across the newly- 
harrowed ridge, enjoying the fragrance of the refreshed earth after 
the long-expected shower.” Of what may be called the poet’s 
marriage settlement, we have the following details from Allan 
Cunningham : 

“His marriage reconciled the poet to his wife’s kindred : there 
was no wedding portion. Armour was a respectable man, but not 
opulent. He gave his daughter some small store of plenishing; 
and, exerting his skill as a mason, wrought his already eminent 
son-in-law a handsome punch-bowl in Inverary marble, which Burns 
lived to fill often, to the great pleasure both of himself and his 
friends. . . . Mrs. Dunlop bethought herself of Ellisland, and gave 
a beautiful heifer; another friend contributed a plough. ‘The 
young couple, from love to their native county, ordered their. 
furniture from a wright in Mauchline ; the farm-servants, male and 
female, were hired in Ayrshire, a matter of questionable prudence, 
for the mode of cultivation is different from that of the west, and 
the cold, humid bottom of Mossgiel bears no resemblance to the 
warm and stony loam of Ellisland.” 

When on the 13th June he went to live on‘his farm, he had, as 
there was no proper dwelling-house on it, to leave Jean and her one 
surviving child behind him at Mauchline, and himself ‘to seek 
shelter in a mere hovel on the skirts of the farm. “ I remember 
the house well,’ says Cunningham, “ the floor of clay, the rafters 
japanned with soot, the smoke from a hearth-fire streamed thickly 
out at door and window, while the sunshine which’ struggled in at 
those apertures produced a sort of twilight.” Burns thus writes to 
Mrs. Dunlop, “ A solitary inmate of an old smoky spence, far from 
every object I love or by whom I am beloved ; nor any acquaint- 
ance older than yesterday ; except Jenny Geddes, the old mare I 
ride on, while uncouth cares’and novel plans hourly insult my 
awkward ignorance and bashful inexperience.” It takes a more 
even, better-ordered spirit than Burns’s to stand such solitude. 
His heart, during those first weeks at Ellisland, entirely sank within 
him, and he saw all men and life coloured by his own despondency. 
This is the entry in his commonplace book on the first Sunday he 
spent alone at Ellisland :—“ I am such a coward in life, so tired of 
the service, that I would almost at any time, with Milton’s Adam, 
“gladly lay me in my mother’s lap, and be at peace.’ But a wife 
and children bind me to struggle with the stream, till some sudden 
squall shall overset the silly vessel, or in the listless return of year. 
its own Craziness reduce it to wreck.” . 
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The. discomfort. of his.dwelling-place made him not only-dis- 
contented with. his lot, but also with the people amongst whom he 
found, himself... “I.am-here,’’,he writes, “on.my farm; but for all 
the pleasurable. part of lite, called social communication, I am at 
the very elbow of existence... The only things.to be found in per- 
fection in, this country are stupidity and canting. . . . As for the 
Muses, they have.as much idea of a rhinoceros as-a poet.” 

When he was. not in Ayrshire,in bodily presence, he was there 
in spirit... It was at. such a time that, looking up to the hills that 
divide Nithsdale. from. Ayrshire, he breathed-to his wife that. most 
natural and beautiful of all his love-lyrics— 


“Of a the-airts the wind can blaw < 
I dearly like the west, 
For-there the-bennie Jassie lives, 
The lassie I lo’e best,”; 


His, disparagement of Nithsdale: people, Allan Cunningham, 
himself a. Dumfriesshire, man, naturally resents, and accounts for 
it by supposing that the sooty hovel had infected his whole mental 
atmosphere. ‘The Maxwells, the. Kirkpatricks, and  Dalzells,” 
exclaims. honest Allan, “were fit-companions for‘any man in Scot- 
land, and they were almost his neighbours; Riddell of. Friars 
Carse, an, accomplished: antiquarian; lived almost next door; and 
Jean Lindsay.and her; husband, Patrick Millar,the laird of ,Dal- 
swinton, were no. ordinary, people.) The »former, beautiful, accom- 
plished, a writer of easy and graceful verses, with a natural dignity 
of manners which became: her station; the latter an improver and 
inventor, the-first who applied steam to. the: purposes of naviga- 
tion.” . But.-Burns’s-hasty judgments of men and things, the re- 
sult of momentary feeling,,are not to be too literally construed. 

He soon found that there was enough of sociality among all 
ranks of Dumfriesshire people, from the laird to the cotter, indeed, 
more than. was, good for himself... Yet, however much lve may have 
complained, when writing-letters to:his correspondents of an. evens 
ing, he was. too manly to-go moping about all day long when: there 
was work to. be, dones»-He was; moreover, nerved to the task by 
the thought that he was preparing the home that was to shelter his 
wife and-children: . On the laying of the foundation stone of his 
future house, he took off his hatandoasked a blessing on it... “ Did - 
he ever. put-his.own- hand.to-tle-work ?2’ was asked of one of the 
men engaged init... “ Ay; that; herdid, mony a time,” was the an- 
swer; “if he saw, us like to: be beat wi’.a big.stane, he would cry, 
‘Bide a wee,’ and come rinning; -Wesoon found out when he. put 
to his hand, -he beat-a’ Lever met for-adour lifts? 2 - Sint: 

. During: his-first harvest; though-the weather. was unfavourable, 
and. the. crop a-poor one, we find: Burns: speaking:im: his: letters of < 
being, industriously employed, and» binding every -day-after. the: 
reapers, - But. Allan. Cunningham’s father, who, had every oppor- 
tunity of observing, used to allege that Burns seemed to him like a 
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restless and unsettled man. “He was ever on the move, on foot 
or on horseback. : In the course of a single day he might be seen 
holding the plough, angling in the river, sauntering, with his hands 
behind his back, on the banks, looking at the running water, of 
which he was very fond, walking round his buildings or over his 
fields ; and if you lost sight of him for an hour, perhaps you might 
see him returning from Friars Carse, or spurring his horse through 
the hills to spend an evening in some distant place with such friends 
as chance threw in his way.” Before his new house was ready, he 
had many a long ride to and fro through the Cumnock hills to 
Mauchline, to visit Jean, and to return. It was not till the first 
week of December, 1788, that his lonely bachelor life came to an 
end, and that he was able to bring his wife and. household to 
Nithsdale. Even then the house at Ellisland was not ready for his 
reception, and he and his family had to put up for a time ina neigh- 
bouring farm-house called the Isle. They brought with them two 
farm-lads from Ayrshire, and a servant lass called Elizabeth Smith, 
who was. alive in 1851, and gave Chambers many details of the 
poet’s way of life at Ellisland. Among these she told him that her 
father was so concerned about her moral welfare that, before 
allowing her to go, he made Burns promise to keep a strict watch 
‘over her behaviour, and to exercise her duly in the Shorter Cate- 
chism; and that both of these promises he faithfully fulfilled. 

The advent of his wife and his child in the dark days of the 
year kept dulness aloof, and made him meet the coming of the new 
year (1789) with more cheerful hopes and calmer spirits than he 
had known for long. Alas, that these were doomed to be so short- 
lived! 

On New-Year’s morning, 1789, his brother Gilbert thus affec- 
tionately writes to the poet: “ Dear Brother,—I have just finished 
my New-Year’s Day breakfast in the usual form, which naturally 
makes me call to mind the days of former years, and the society in 
which we used to begin them; and when I look at our family vicis- 
situdes, ‘through the dark postern of time long elapsed,’ I cannot 
help remarking to you, my dear brother, how good the God of 
seasons is to us, and that; however some clouds may seem to lower 
over the portion of time before us, we have great reason to hope that 
all will turn out well.” On the same New-Year’s Day Burns ad- 
dressed to Mrs. Dunlop a letter, which, though it has been often 
quoted, is too pleasing to be omitted here. “I own myself so 
little a Presbyterian, that I approve set times and seasons of more 
than ordinary acts of devotion for breaking in on that habituated 
routine of life and thought, which is so apt to reduce our existence’ 
to a kind of instinct, or even sometimes, and with some minds, to a 
state very little superior to mere machinery. This day—the first 
Sunday of May—a breezy, blue-skied noon some time about the 
beginning, and a hoary morning and calm sunny day about the end, 
of autumn—these, time out of mind, have been with me a kind of 
holiday. . . . We know nothing, or next to nothing, of the sub- 
stance or structure of our souls, so cannot account for those seem- 
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ing caprices in them, that we should be particularly pleased with 
this thing, or struck with that, which on minds of a different cast 
makes no extraordinary impression. I have some favourite flowers 
in spring, among which are the mountain-daisy, the harebell, the fox- 
glove, the wild-brier rose, the budding birch, and the hoary haw- 
thorn, that I view and hang over with particular delight. 1 never 
hear the loud, solitary whistle of the curlew in a summer noon, or 
the wild, mixing cadence of a troop of gray plovers in an autumnal 
morning, without feeling an elevation of soul like the enthusiasm 
of devotion or poetry. Tell me, my dear friend, to what can this 
be owing? Are we a piece of machinery, which, like the A£olian 
harp, passive, takes the impression of the passing accident? Or 
do these workings argue something within us above the trodden 
clod? I own myself partial to such proofs of those awful and im- 
portant realities—a God that made all things—man’s immaterial 
and immortal nature—and a world of weal or woe beyond death 
and the grave!” 

On reading this beautiful and suggestive letter, an ornithologist 
remarked that Burns had made a mistake in a fact of natural his- 
tory, It is not the ‘gray plover,’ but the golden, whose music is 
heard on the moors in autumn. The gray plover, our accurate 
observer remarks, is a winter shore. bird, found only at that season 
and in that habitat, in this country. 

_, It was not till about the, middle of 1789 that the farmhouse of 
Ellisland was finished, and that he and his family, leaving the Isle, 
went to live in it, When all was ready, Burns bade. his servant, — 
Betty Smith, take.a bowl of salt, and place the Family Bible on 
the top of it, and, bearing these, walk first into the new house and 
possess it. He himself, with his. wife on his arm, followed Betty 
and the Bible and the salt, and so they entered their new abode. 
Burns delighted to keep up, old-world: Sreits or usages like this. 
It was either on this occasion, or. on his bringing Mrs. Burns to 
the Isle, that he held a house-heating mentioned by Allan Cun- 
ningham, to which all the neighbourhood gathered, and drank, 

Luck to the roof-tree of the house of Burns !” The farmers 
and the well-to-do people welcomed. him gladly, and were proud 
that such a man had come to bea dweller in their vale. Yet the 
ruder country lads and the lower peasantry, we are told, looked on 
him not without dread, ‘lest he:should pickle and preserve them 
In sarcastic song.” “Once at.a-penny wedding, when one or two 
wild young lads quarrelled, and. were about to fight, Burns rose 
up and said, ‘Sit.down_ and ——,, or else. I'll hang you up like 
potato-bogles in sang, to-morrow.’ They ceased, and-sat down as 
if their noses had been. bleeding.” «5.» , ; ‘ 

, the house, which, had, cost Byrns so much toil in building, and 
which‘he did not enter till ahout, the: middle of the -year 1789, was 
a humble enough abode. .Qnly a:large.kitehen, in which the whole 
family, master and servants, took their meals together, a room to 
hold two beds, a closet to hold one, and .a, garret, coom-ceiled, for 
the female sexvants, this made the whole dwelling-house. “One 
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of the windows looked southward down the holms ; another Opened 
on the river; and the house stood so near, the lofty bank, that its 
afternoon shadow fell across the. stream, on the opposite fields. 
The garden or kail-yard was a little way from the house. A pretty 
footpath led southwarc along the river side, another ran northward, 
affording fine views of the Nith, the woods of Friars Carse, and 
the grounds of Dalswinton. Half-way down the. steep declivity, a 
fine clear cool spring supplied water to the household.’ Such was 
the first home which Burns found for himself and his wife, and 
the best they were ever destined to find. The months spent in 
the Isle, and the few that followed the ‘settlement at Ellisland, 
were among the happiest of his life. Besides trying his best to set 
himself to farm-industry, he\ was otherwise bent’ on well-doing, 
He had, soon after his arrival in Ellisland, started a parish library, 
both for his own use .and to spread a love of literature among his 
neighbours, the portioners and peasants of Dunscore. When he’ 
first took up house at Ellisland, he used every evening when he 
was at home, to gather his household for family worship, and, after 
the old Scottish custom, himself to offer up prayer in his own 
words. He was regular, if not constant, in his attendance at the 
parish church of Dunscore, in which a worthy minister, Mr. Kirk- 
patrick, officiated, whom he 'réspected for his character, though he 
sometimes demurred to what seemed to him the too great stern- 
ness of his doctrine. f 

Burns and his wife had not been long settled in their newly- 
bulit farm-house, when prudence induced him to ask that he might 
be appointed Excise officer'in the district in which he lived. | This 
request Mr. Graham of Fintray, who had placed hisname on the 
Excise list before he left Edinburgh, at once granted. The reasons 
that impelled Burns to this step were the increase of his family by 
the birth of a son in August, 1789, and the prospect: that his 
second year’s harvest would be a failure like'the first. He often 
repeats that it was solely to make provision for his increasing fam- 
ily that he submitted to the degradation of— 


. “ Searching auld wives’ barrels— 
Och, hon ! the day ! 
That clarty barm should stain my laurels, 
But—what ’Il ye say? 
These movin things, ca’d wives and weans, 
Wad move the very hearts 0’ stanes,” 


That'he felt keenly the slur that attached to the name of 
gauger is certain, but it is honourable to him that he resolved 
bravely to endure it for the sake of his family. 

' &T know not,” he writes, “how. the word exciseman, or the still 
more opprobrious gauger, will sound in your ears..|.I, too, have 
seen the day when my auditory nerves would, have felt very deli- 
cately on this subject; but a wife and. children are things which 
have a wonderful power in blunting this kind of sensations. | Fifty 
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pounds a year for life, and a provision for widows and orphans, 
you will allow, is no bad settlement for a poet.” 
In announcing to Dr. Blacklock his new employment, he 
says— 
“But what d’ye think, my trusty fier, 
I’m turned a gauger—Peace be here ! 
Parnassian queans, I fear, I fear, 
Ye'll now disdain me! 
And then my fifty pounds a year 
Will little gain me. 
o * Oe * a 
“Ye ken, ye ken 
That strang necessity supreme is 
’Mang sons 0’ men. 
I hae a wife and twa wee laddies, 
They maun hae brose and brats o’ duddies; 
Ye ken yoursels my heart right proud is, 
I need na vaunt, 
But I’ll sned besoms, thraw saugh woodies, 
Before they want.” 


He would cut brooms and twist willow-ropes before his children 
should want. But perhaps, as the latest editor of Burns’s poems 
observes, his best saying on the subject of the excisemanship was 
that word to Lady Glencairn, the mother of his patron, “I would 
much rather have it said that my profession borrowed credit from 
me, than that I borrowed it from my: profession.” 

In these words we see something of the bitterness about his 
new employment, which often escaped from him, both in prose and 
vetse. Nevertheless, having undertaken it, he set his face hon- 
estly to the work. He had to survey ten parishes, covering a 
tract of not less than fifty miles each way, and requiring him to 
ride two hundred miles a week. Smuggling was then common 
throughout Scotland, both in the shape of brewing and of selling 
beer and whiskey without licence. Burns took: a serious yet 
humane view of his duty. To the regular smuggler he is said to 
have been severe; to the country folk, farmers, or cotters. who 
sometimes transgressed, he tempered justice with mercy. Many 
stories are told of his leniency to these last. At Thornhill, on a 
fair day, he was seen to call at the door of a poor woman who for 
the day was doing a little illicit business on her own account. A 
nod and a movement of the forefinger brought the woman to the 
doorway. ‘Kate, are you mad? Don’t you know that the super- 
visor and I will be in upon you in forty minutes?” ~ Burns at 
once disappeared among the crowd, and the poor woman was 
saved a heavy fine. Another day the poet and a brother gauger 
entered a widow’s house at Dunscore and seized a quantity of 
smuggled tobacco... “Jenny,” said Burns, “I expected this would 
te the upshot. Here, Lewars, take note of the number of rolls as 
I count them. Now Jack, did you ever hear an auld wife numb :r- 
ing her threads before check-reels were invented? Thou’s ane, 
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and thou’s no ane, and thou’s ane a’out—listen.” As he handed 
out the rolls, and numbered them, old-wife fashion, he dropped 
every other roll into Jenny’s lap. ..Lewars took the desired note 
with becoming gravity, and saw as though he saw not. Again,a 
woman who had been brewing,.on seeing Burns coming with another 
exciseman, slipped.out by the back door, leaving a servant anda 
little girl in the house. “ Has there been ony brewing for the fair 
here the day?” “Ono, sir, we hae nae licence for that,” an- 
swered the servant maid. ©“ That’s no true,” exclaimed the child; 
“the muckle black kist is fou’ 0’ the bottles o’ yill that my mither 
sat up a’ nicht brewing for the fair.” . . “We are ina hurry 
just now,” said Burns, “ but when we return from the fair, we’ll 
_ examine the muckle black kist.” In acts like these, and in many 
another anecdote that might be given, is seen the genuine human- 
heartedness of the man, in strange contrast with the bitternesses 
which so often. find vent in. his letters. Ultimately, as we shall 
see, the exciseman’s work told heavily against his farming, his 
poetry, and Iris habits of life. But it was some time before this 
became apparent. The solitary rides through the moors and dales 
that border Nithsdale gave him opportunities, if not for composing 
long poems, at any rate for crooning over those short songs in 
which mainly his genius now found vent. ‘The visits of the 
muses to me,” he writes, “and'I believe to most of their acquaint- 
ance, like the visits of good angels, are short and far between; 
but I meet them now and then as I jog through the hills of Niths- 
dale, just as I used to do on the banks of Ayr.” 

Takeasa sample some of the varying moods ‘he passed through 
in the summer and autumn of 1789. ' In the May-time of that year 
an incident occurs, which the poet thus describes:—“ One morning 
lately, as I was out pretty early’in' the fields, sowing some grass- 
seeds, I heard the burst of a’ shot from a neighbouring plantation, 
and presently a poor little wounded hare came hirpling by me. 
You will guess my indignation at the inhuman fellow who could 
shoot a hare at this season, when all of them have young oncs. 
Indeed, there is something in the business of destroying, for our 
sport, individuals in the animal creation that do not injure us ma- 
terially, which I could never reconcile to my ideas of virtue.” The 
lad who fired the shot and roused the poet’s indignation, was the 
son of a neighbouring farmer. Burns cursed him, and, being near 
the Nith at the time, threatened to throw him into the river. He 
found, however, a more innocent vent for his feelings ‘in the follow- 
ing lines: 

“ Inhuman man! curse on thy barbarous art, 
And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye! 
May never pity soothe thee with a sigh, 

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart! 


‘6 Go Jive, poor wanderer of the wood and field, 
The bitter little that of life remains : 
No more the thickening brakes and verdant plain 
To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 5 
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“ Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest, 
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed! 
The sheltering rushes whistling o’er thy head, 
The cold earth ‘with thy bloody bosom prest. 


“ Perhaps a mother’s anguish adds its woe ; 
The playful pair crowd fondly by thy side; 
Ah ! helpless nurslings, who will now provide 
That life a mother only can bestow ! 


“ Oft as by winding Nith, I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
I’ll miss thee sporting o’er the dewy lawn, 
And curse the ruffian’s aim, and mourn thy hapless fate.” 


This, which is one of the best of the very few good poems which 
Burns composed in classical English,is no mere sentimental effusion, 
but expresses what in him was a real part of his nature—his tender 
feeling towards his lower fellow-creatures. The same feeling finds 
expression in the lines on 7he Mouse, The Auld Farmer's Address 
to his Mare, The Winter Night, when, as he sits by his fireside, 
and hears the storm roaring without, he says— 


I thought me on the ourie cattle, 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 
O’ wintry war. 
Or thro’ the drift, deep-lairing, sprattle, 
Beneath a scaur. 
Ilk happing bird, wee helpless thing, 
That in the merry months o’ spring 
Delighted me to hear thee sing, 
What comes o’ thee ? 
Whare wilt thou cow’r thy chittering wing, 
And close thy e’e?” 


Though for a time, influenced by the advice of critics, Burns had 
tried to compose some poems according to the approved models of 
book-English, we find him presently reverting to his own Doric, 
which he had lately too much abandoned, and writing in good broad 
Scotch his admirably humourous description of Captain Grose, an 
Antiquary, whom he had met at Friars Carse: 


“ Hear, Land o’ Cakes, and brither Scots, 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnnie Groats— 
If there’s a hole in a’ your coats, 

I rede you rent it: 
A chield’s amang you, takin’ notes, 
And, faith, he’ll prent it. 


‘* By some auld, houlet-haunted biggin, 
s _ Orkirk deserted by its riggin, 
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© It’s ten to’ane ye’ll find him snug in 
Some eldritch part, 
Wi deils, they say, Lord save’s ! colleaguin 
At some black art. : 


It’s tauld he was a- sodjer bred, 
And ane wad rather fa’n tha. fled ; 
But now he’s quat the spurtle-blade, 
And dog-skin wallet, 
And taen the—Antiquarian trade, 
I think they call it. 


“He has a fouth o’ auld nick-nackets ; 
Rusty airn caps, and jinglin’ jackets, 
Wad haud the Lothians three in tackets, 

A towmont gude 
And parritch-pats and auld,saut-backet 


Before the Flood. 
* * ~ * * 


“¥Forbye, he’ll shape you aff fu’ gleg 
‘The cut of Adam's philibeg ; 
The knife that nicket Abel’s craig 
He’ll prove you fully, 
It was a faulding jocteleg 
Or lang-kail gullie.” 


The meeting with Captain Grose took placee in the summer of 
1789, and the stanzas just given were written probably about the same 
time. To the:same date belongs his ballad called The Kirk's 
Alarm, in which he once more reverts to the defence of one of 
his old friends of the New Light school, who had got into the 
Church Courts, and was in jeopardy from the attacks of his more 
orthodox brethren. The ballad in itself has little merit, except as 
showing that Burns: still clung to the same school of divines to 
which he had early attached himself. In September we find him 
. writing ina more serious strain to. Mrs. Dunlop, and suggesting 
thoughts which might console her in some affliction under which 
she was suffering. © “...In vain would we reason and pretend to 
doubt. Ihave myself done so to avery daring pitch; but when 
I reflected that I was opposing the most ardent wishes and the 
most darling hopes of good men, and flying in the face of all human 
belief, in all ages, I was shocked at my own conduct.” 

That same September, Burns, with his friend Allan Masterton, 
crossed from Nithsdale to Annandale to visit their common friend 
Nicol, who was spending his vacation in Moffatdale. They met 
and spent a night in Nicol’s lodging. It was a small thatched 
cottage, near Craigieburn—a place celebrated by Burns in one of 
his songs—and stands on the right-hand side as the traveller 
passes up Moffatdale to Yarrow, between the road and the river. 
Few pass that way now without having the cottage pointed out as 
_ the place where the three merry comrades met that night. 

“We had-such a joyous meeting,” Burns writes, “that Mr. 
Masterton and I agreed, each in our own way, that we should cel. 
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ebrate the business,”’ ana Burns’s celebration of it was the famous 
bacchanalian song— Q 


“O, Willie brewed a peck o’ maut, 
And Rob and Allan cam to pree.” 


If baccl.analian songs are to be written at all, this certainly must 
be pronounced “ The king amang them a’.” -But while no one 
can withhold admiration from the genius and inimitable humour of 
the song, still we read it with very mingled feelings, when we think 
that perhaps it may have helped some topers since Burns’s day a 
little faster on the road toruin. As for the three boon-companions 
themselves, just ten years after that night, Currie wrote, ‘‘ These 
three honest fellows—all men of uncommon talents—are now all 
under the turf.”” And in 1821, John Struthers, a Scottish poet 
little known, but of great worth and some genius, thus recurs to 
Currie’s words :— 


“Nae mair in learning Willie toils, nor Allan wakes the melting lay, 
Nor Rab, wi’ fancy-witching wiles, beguiles the hour o’ dawning day; 
For tho’ they were na very fou, that wicked wee drap inthe e’e 
Has done its turn ; untimely now the green grass waves o’er a’ the 

three.” 


Willie brewed a peck o Maut was soon followed by another bac- 
chanalian effusion, the ballad called The Whistle. Three lairds, 
all neighbours of Burns at Ellisland, met at Friars Carse on the 
16th of October, 1789, to contend with each other in a drinking- 
bout.. The prize was an anciente bony whistle, said to have been 
brought to Scotland in the reign of James the Sixth by a Dane, 
who, after three days and three nights’ contest in hard drinking, 
was overcome by Sir Robert Laurie, of Maxwelton, with whom 
the whistle remained as a trophy. It passed into the Riddell 
family, and now in Burns’s time it was to be again contested for 
in same rude orgie. Burns was appointed the bard to celebrate 
the contest. Much discussion has been carried on by his biog- 
raphers as to whether Burns was present or not. Some maintain 
that he sat out the drinking-match, and shared the deep potations, 
Others, and among these his latest editor, Mr. Scott Douglas, 
maintain that he was not present that night in body, but only in 
spirit. Anyhow,.the ballad. remains a monument, if not of his 
genius, at least of his sympathy with that ancient but now happily 
exploded form of good fellowship. 

This “mighty claret-shed at the Carse,’’ and the ballad com- 
memorative of it, belong to the 16th of October, 1789. It must 
have been within a few days of that merry-meeting that Burns fell 
into another and very different. mood, which has recorded itself 
in an immortal lyric. It would seem that from the year 1786 
onwards, a cloud of melancholy generally gathered over the poet’s 
soul toward the end of each autumn. This October, as the anni- 
versary of Highland Mary’s death drew on, he was observed by 
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his wife to “grow. sad about something, and to wander solitary 
on the banks of Nith, and about his farm-yard, in the extremest 
agitation of mind nearly the whole night. He screened himself 
on the lee-side of a corn-stack from the cutting edge of the night 
wind, and lingered till approaching dawn wiped out the stars, one 
by one, from the firmament.” Some more details Lockhart has 
_added, said to have been received from Mrs. Burns, but these tlye 
latest editor regards as mythical. However this may be, it would 
appear that it was only after his wife had frequently entreated him 
that he was persuaded to return to his home, where he sat down 
‘and wrote, as they now stand, these pathetic lines : 


“Thou lingering star, with lessening ray, 
That Jovest to greet the early morn, 

Again thou usherest in the day 
My Mary from my soul was torn. 

O. Mary !. dear departed shade ! 
Where is thy place. of blissful rest ? 

See’st thou thy lover lowly laid? 
Hear’st thou the groans that rend his breast?” 


- That Burns should have expressed, in such rapid succession, 
the height of drunken revelry in Willie breweda Peck 0 Maut and 
‘jin the ballad of The Whistle, and then the depth of despondent 
regret in the lines 70 Mary in Heaven, is highly characteristic of 
him. ‘To have many moods belongs to the poetic nature, but no 
poet ever passed more rapidly than Burns from one pole of feeling 
_ to its very opposite. Such a poem as this last could not possibly 
have proceeded from any but the deepest and most genuine feeling. 
Once again, at the same season, three years later(1792), his thoughts 
went back to Highland Mary, and he poured forth his last sad wail 
for her in the simpler, not less touching song, beginning— 


' “Ye banks, and braes, and’streams around 

The castle 0’ Montgomery! 

Green be your woods, and fair your flowers, 
Your waters never drumlie ; 

There simmer first unfauld her robes, 
And there the langest tarry ; 

For there I took the last Fareweel 
O’ my sweet Highland Mary.” 


It would seem as though these retrospects were always accom- 
panied by special despondency. For, at the very time he com- 
posed this latter song, he wrote thus to his faithful friend, Mrs. 
Dunlop: _, 

“« Alas! who would wish for Hany years? What is it but to 
drag existence until our joys gradually expire, and leave us ina 
“night of misery, like the gloom which blots out the stars, one by 
‘one, from the face of heaysn, and leaves us without a ray of com~ 
fort in the howling waste ?”’ ; 

To fits of hypochondria and deep dejection he had, as he him. 
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self tells us, been subject, from his earliest manhood, and he at- 
tributes to overtoil in boyhood this tendency which was probably 
a part of his natural temperament. To a disposition like his, rap- 
tures, exaltations, agonies, came as naturally as a uniform neutral- 
tinted existence to more phlegmatic spirits. But we, may be sure 
that every cause of self-reproach which his past life had stored up 
in his memory tended to keep him more and more familiar with the 
lower pole in that fluctuating scale. 

Besides these several poems which mark the variety of moods 
which swept over him during the summer and autumn of 1789, 
there was also a continual succession of songs on the anvilin prep- 
aration for Yohnson’s Museum. This work of song-making, be- 
gun during his second winter in Edinburgh, was carried on with 
little intermission during all the Ellisland period. The songs were 
on all kinds of subjects, and of all degrees of excellence, but hardly 
one, even the most trivial, was without some small touch which 
could have come from no hand but that of Burns. Sometimes 
they were old songs with a stanza or two added. Oftener an old 
chorus or single line was taken up, and made the hint out of which 
a new and original song was woven. At other times they were en- 
tirely original both in subject and in expression, though cast in the 
form of the ancient minstrelsy. .Among so many and so rapidly 
succeeding efforts, it was only now and then, when a happier mo- 
ment of inspiration was granted him, that there came forth one 
song of supreme excellence, perfect alike in conception and in 
expression. The consummate song of this summer (1789) was 
Fohn Anderson my Foe, Fohn, just as Auld Lang Syne and 
Lhe Silver Tassie had been those of the former-year. 

During the remainder of the year 1789 Burns seems to have 
continued more or less in the mood of mind indicated by the lines 
To Mary in' Heaven. We was suffering from nervous derange- 
ment, and this, as usual with him, made him despondent. This 
is the way in which he writes to Mrs. Dunlop on the 13th Decem- 
ber, 1789: 

“TJ am groaning under the miseries of adiseased nervous sys- 
tem—a system, the state of which is.most conducive to our happi- 
ness, or the most productive of our misery. For now near three 
weeks I have been so ill with a nervous headache, that [ have been 
obliged for a time to give up my Excise-books, being scarce able 
to lift my head, much less to ride once a week over ten muir 
parishes. What is man?...” 

And then he goes onto moralise in a half-believing, half-doubt- 
ing kind of way, on the probability of a life to come, and ends by 
speaking of, or rather apostrophising, Jesus Christ in a strain 
which would seem to savour of Socinianism. This letter he calls 
“a distracted scrawl which the writer dare scarcely read.” And 
yet it appears to have been deliberately copied with some amplifi- 
cation from an entry in his last year’s commonplace-book. Even 
the few passages from his correspondence already given are enough 
to show that there was in Burns’s letter-writing something strained 
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and artificial. But such discoveries as this seem to reveal an ex- 
tent of effort, and even of artifice, which one would hardly other- 
wise have guessed at. - 

In the same strain of harassment.as the preceding extract, but 
pointing to another and more definite cause of it, is the following, 
written on the zoth December, 1789, to Provost Maxwell of Loch- 
maben : 

“ My poor distracted mind is so torn, so jaded, so racked and 
bedevilled with the task of the superlatively damned, to make one 
guinea do the business of three, that I detest abhor, and. swoon at 
the very word business, though no less than four letters of my very 
short surname are in it.” The rest of the letters goes off in a wild 
rollicking strain, inconsistent enough with his more serious 
thoughts. But the part of it above given points to a very real 
reason for his growing discontent with Ellisland. 

By the beginning of 1790 the hopelessness of his farming pros- 
pects pressed on him still more heavily, and formed one ingredient 
in the mental depression with-which he saw a new year dawn. 
Whether he did wisely in attempting the Excise business, who 
shall now say? In one respect itseemed a substantial gain. But 
this gain was accompanied by counterbalancing disadvantages. 
The new duties more and more withdrew him from the farm, 
which, in order to give it any chance of paying, required not only 
the aid of the master’s hand, but the undivided oversight of the 
master’s eye. In fact, farming to profit and Excise-work were in- 
compatible, and a very few months’ trial must have convinced 
Burns of this. But besides rendering regular farm industry im- 
possible, the.weekly absences from home, which his new duties en- 
tailed, had other evil consequences. They brought with them 
continual mental distraction, which forbade all sustained poetic 
effort, and laid him perilously open to indulgences which were sure 
to undermine regular habits and peace of mind. About this time 
(the beginning of 1790), we begin to hear of frequent visits to Dum- 
fries on Excise business, and of protracted lingerings at a certain 
howff, place of resort, called the Globe Tavern, which boded no 
good. There were also intromissions with a certain company of 
players then resident in Dumfries, and writings of such prologues 
for their second-rate pieces, as many a penny-a-liner could have 
done to order as well. Political ballads, too, came from his’ pen, 
siding with this or that party in local elections, all which things as 
we read, we feel as if we sawsome noble high-bred racer harnessed 
to a dust-cart. 

His letters during the first half of 1790 betoken the same rest- 
less, unsatisfied spirit as those written towards the end of the pre- 
vious year. Only we must be on out guard against interpreting 
his real state of mind too exclusively from his letters. For it seems 
to have been his habit when writing to his friends to take one 
mood of mind, which happened to be uppermost in him for the 
moment, and with which he knew that his correspondent sympa- 
thised, and to dwell on this so exclusively that for the moment it 
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filled his whoie mental horizon, and ‘shut out every other thought. 
And not this only, which is the tendency of all ardent and impul- 
sive natures, but we cannot altogether excuse Burns of at times 
half-consciously exaggerating these momentary moods, almost for 
certain stage effects which they produced. It is necessary, there- 
fore, in estimating his real condition at any time, to set against the 
account, which he gives of himself in his letters, the evidence of 
other facts, such as the testimony of those who met him from time 
to time, and who have left some record of those interviews. This 
I shall now do for the first half of the year 1790, and shall place, 
over against his self-revelations, some observations which show 
how he at this time appeared to others. 

An intelligent man named William Clark, who had served Burns 
as a ploughman at Ellisland during the winter half-year of 1789-90, 
survived till 1838, and in his old age gave this account of his for- 
mer master: “ Burns kept two men and two woman servants, but 
he invariably when at home took his meals with his wife and fam- 
ily in the little parlour.” Clark thought he was as good a manager 
of land as most of the farmers in the neighbourhood. The farm of 
Ellisland was moderately rented, and was susceptible of much im- 
provement, had improvement been then in repute. Burns some- 
times visited the neighbouring farmers, and they returned the com- 
pliment ; but that way of spending time was not so common then 
as now. No one thought that the poet and his writings would be 
so much noticed afterwards. He kept nine or ten.milch cows, some 
young cattle, four horses, and several pet sheep: of the latter he 
was very fond. During the winter and springtime, when not en- 
gaged in Excise business, “* he sometimes held the plough for an 
hour or two for him (W. Clark), and was a fair workman. During 
seed-time, Burns might be frequently seen at an early hour in the 
fields with his sowing sheet; but as he was often called away on 
business, he did not sow the whole of,his grain.” 

This old man went on to describe Burns as a kindly and indul- 
gent master, who spoke familiarly to his servants, both at home 
and a-field ; quick tempered when anything put.him out, but quickly 
pacified. Once only Clark ‘saw himreally angry, when one of 
the lasses had nearly choked one of the cows by giving her pota- 
toes not cut smallenough. © Burns’s looks, gestures, and voice were 
then terrible. Clark slunk out of the way, and when he returned, 
his master was quite'calm again. When there was extra work to 
be done, he would give his ‘servants adram, but he was by no means 
over-flush inthis way. During the six months of his service, Clark 
never once saw Burns intoxicated or incapable of managing his 
business. The poet, when at home, used to wear a broad blue bon- 
net, a Jong-tailed coat, drab'‘or blue, corduroy breeches, dark biue 
stockings, with cootikens or gaiters.. In cold weather he would 
have a plaid of black and white check» wrapped round his shoulders. 
The same old man describes Mrs. Burns as a good and prudent 
housewife, keeping everything neat and tidy, well liked by her ser- 
vants, for whom she provided goodand abundant fare, When they 
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parted; Burns paid Clark his wages in- full, gave him a written 
character, and a shilling for a fairing. 

In the summer or autumn of the same year the scholarly Ram- 
say of Ochtertyre in the course of a tour looked in on burns, and 
here is the record ot his visit which Ramsay gave in a letter to 
Currie. ‘Seeing him pass quickly near Closeburn, 1 said to my 
companion, ‘ That is Burns.’.. On coming to the inn, the hostler 
told us he would be back ina few hours to grant permits; that 
where he met with anything, seizable, he wac no better than any 
other gauger ; in everything else that he was perfectly a gentleman. 
After leaving a note to be delivered to him on his return, I pro- 
ceedzd to his house, being curious to see his Jean. 1 was much 
pleased with his *uxor Sabina qualis,’ and the poet’s modest man- 
sion, so unlike the habitation 2 ordinary rustics. In the evening 
he suddenly bounced in upon us, and said, as he entered, ‘1 come, 
to use the words of Shakespeare, st-wd in haste.’ In fact, he had 
ridden incredibly fast after receiving my note. We fell into con- 
versation directly, and soon got into the #arz magnum of poetry. 
He told me he had not gotten a suject for a drama, which he was 
to-call Rod McQuzchan’s Elshin, {com a popular story of Robert 
Bruce being defeated on the water of Cairn, when the heel, of 
his boot having loosened in his flight, he applied to Robert Mac- 
Quzchan to fit it, who, to make sure, raa- his awl nine inches up 
the king’s heel We were now going.on at a great rate, when Mr. 
Stewart popped in his head, which put.a stop to our discourse, 
which had become very interesting, Yet in a little while it was re- 
sun 2d, and such was the force and versttility of the bird’s genius, 
that he mide the tears ran down Mr. Stewart’s cheeks, albeit un- 
used to the poetic strain, From that tim2 we met no more, and I 
was grieved at the reports of himafterwards. Poor Burns! we shall 
hardly ever see his like again. He was, in truth,a sort of comet in 
literature, irregular in its motions, which did no good, proportioned 
to the blaze of light it displayed.” 

It seems that during this autumn there came a momentary blink 
in Burns’s clouded sky, a blink which, alas! never brightened into 
fuii sunshine. _Hz had been, but a year in the Excise employment, 
when, through the renewed kindness of Mr. Graham of Fintray, 
there seemed anear prospect’of his being promoted to a supervisor- 
ship, which would have given him an income of 200/. a year. °So 
probable at the time did it seem, that his friend Nicol wrote to 
Ainslie expressing some fears that the poet might turn his back 
on his old friends when to the pride of applauded genius was added 
the prile of office and income. This may have been ironical on 
Nicol’s part, but he might have spared his irony on his friend, for 
the promotion never came. 

But what had Burns been doing for the last year in poetic pro- 
duction? In this respect the whole interval between the composi- 
tion of the lines To Mary in Heaven,in October, 1789, and the 
autumn of the succeeding year, is almost a blank. Three elec- 
tioncering ballads, besides a few trivial pieces, make up the whole, 
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There is not a line written by him during this year which if it were 
deleted from his works, would anyway impair his poetic fame. 
But this long barrenness was atoned for by a burst of inspiration 
which came on him in the fall of 1790, and struck off at one heat 
the matchless Zale of Tam o’ Shanter. It was to the meeting al- 
ready noticed of Burns with Captain Grose, the antiquary, at Friars 
Carse, that we owe this wonderful poem. The poet and the anti- 
quary suited each other exactly, and they soon became. 


“Unco pack and thick thegither.”’ 


Burns asked his friend, when he reached Ayrshire, to make a draw- 
ing of Alloway kirk, and include it in his sketches, for it was dear 
to him because it was the resting-place of his father, and there he 
himself might some day lay his bones. To induce Grose to do this, 
Burns told him that Alloway kirk was the scene of many witch 
stories and weird sights. The antiquary replied, “ Write. you a 
poem on the scene, and I’ll putin the verses with an engraving of 
the ruin.’’ Burns having found a fitting day and hour, when “his 
barmy noddle was working prime,” walked out to his favourite path 
down the western bank of the river. ' 

The poem was the work of one day, of which Mrs. Burns re- 
tained a vivid recollection. Her husband had spent most of the 
day by the river side, and in the afternoon she joined him with her 
two children. He was busily engaged crooning to himsel; and 
Mrs. Burns, perceiving that her presence was an interruption, loi- 
tered behind with her little ones among the broom. Her attention 
was presently attracted by the strange and wild gesticulations of 
the bard, who was’ now seen at some distance, agonised with an 
ungovernable access of joy.’ He was reciting very loud, and with 
tears rolling down his cheeks, those animated verses which he had 
just conceived— 


“Now Tam! O Tam! had thae been queans, 
A’ plump and strappin’ in their teens.” 


“T wish ye had seen him,’’ said his wife; “he was in such 
ecstasy that the tears were happing down his cheeks.” These last 
words are given by Allan Cunningham, in addition to the above 
account, which Lockhart got from a manuscript journal of Cromek. 
The poet having committed the verses to writing on the top of his 
sod-dyke above the water, came into the house, and read them im- 
mediately in high triumph at the fireside. 

Thus in the case of two of Burns’s best poems, we have an ac- 
count of the bard as he appeared in his hour of inspiration, hot to 
any literary friend bent on pictorial effect, but from the plain narra- 
tive of his simple and admiring wife. Burns speaks of Tam o’ 
Shanter as his first attempt at a tale in verse—unfortunately it was 
also his last. He himself regarded it as his master-piece of all his 
poems, and posterity has not, I believe, reversed the judgment. 

In this, one of his happiest flights, Burns’s imagination bore 
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him from the vale of Nith back to the banks of Doon, and to the 
weird tales he had there. heard in childhood, told by the winter 
firesides. ‘The characters of the poem have been identified ; that 
of Tam is taken from afarmer, Douglas Graham, who lived at the 
farm of Shanter, in the parish of Kirkoswald. He had a scolding 
wife, called Helen McTaggart, and the tombstones of both are 
pointed out in Kirkoswald kirkyard. Souter Johnnie is more un- 
certain, but is supposed, with some probability, to have been John 
Davidson, a shoemaker, who lies buried’ in the same place. Yet, 
from Burns’s poem we would gather that this latter lived in Ayr. 
But these things matter little. From his experience of the smug- 
gling farmers of Kirkoswald, among whom “he first became ac- 
quainted withscenes of swaggering and riot,” and his remembrance 
of the tales that haunted the spot where he passed his childhood, 
combined with his knowledge of the peasantry, their habits and 
superstitions, Burns’s imagination wove the inimitable tale. 

After this, the best poetic offspring of the Ellisland period, 
Burns composed only a few short pieces during his tenancy of that 
farm. Among these, however, was one which cannot be passed 
over, In January, 1791, the Earl of Glencairn, who had been his 
first, and it may be almost said, his only real friend and patron 
among the Scottish peerage, died at the early age of forty-two, just 

‘as he returned to Falmouth after a vain search for health abroad. 
Burns had always loved and honoured Lord Glencairn, as well he 
might—although his lordship’s gentleness had not always missed 
giving offence to the poet’s sensitive and proud spirit. Yet, on the 
whole, he was the best patron whom Burns had found, or was ever 
to find among his countrymen. When then he heard of the earl’s 
death, he mourned his loss as that of a true friend, and poured forth 
a fine lament, which concludes with the following well-known lines: 


“ The bridegroom may forget the bride, 
Was made his wedded wife yestreens : 
The monarch may forget the crown, 
That on his head an hour has been; 
The mother may forget the child, 
That smiles sae sweetly on her knee ; 
But I’ll remember thee, Glencairn, 
And a’ that thou hast done for me.” 


Burns’s elegies, except when they are comical, are not among 
his happiest efforts. Some of them are frigid and affected. But 
this was the genuine language of sincere grief. He afterwards 
showed the permanence of his affection by calling one of his boys 
James Glencairn. ‘ : 

A‘few songs make up the roll of the Ellisland productions dur- 
ing 1791. One only of these is noteworthy--that most popular 
song Zhe Banks o’ Doon. His own words in sending it to a friend 
are these :—*“ March, 1791. While here I sit,'sad and solitary, by 
the side of a fire, in a little country inn, and drying my wet clothes, 
in pops a poor fellow of a sodger, and tells me he is going to Ayr. 
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&y heavens! say I to myself, with a tide of good spirits, which the 
magic of that sound, ‘ Auld Toon o’ Ayr,’ conjured up, I will send 
my last song to Mr. Ballantine.” f i 
Then he gives the second and best version of the song, begin- 
ning thus: 
‘Ye flowery banks 0’ bonnie Doon, 
How can ye blume sae fair? 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
And I sae fu’ o’ care! ” 


The latest edition of Burns’s works, by Mr. Scott Douglas, gives 
three different versions of this song. Any one who will compare 
these, will see the truth of that remark of the poet. in one of his 
letters to Dr. Moore, “I -have no doubt that the knack, the aptitude 
to learn the Muses’ trade is a gift bestowed by Him who forms the 
secret bias of the soul; but I as firmly believe that excellence in the 
-profession is the fruit of industry, attention, labour, and pains ; at 
least 1 am resolved to try my doctrine by the test of experience.” 

The second version was that which Burns wrought out by care- 
ful revision, from an earlier one. Compare, for instance, with the 
verse given above, the first verse as originally struck off : 


“ Sweet are the banks, the banks of Doon, 
The spreading flowers are fair, 
And everything is blythe and glad, 
But I am fu’ of care.” 


And the other changes he made on the first draught are all in 
the way of improvement. It is painful to know, on the authority 
of Allan Cunningham, that he who composed this pure and per- 
fect song, and many another such, sometimes chose to work in 
baser metal, and that song-ware of a lower kind escaped from his 
hands into the press, and could never afterwards be recalled. 


When Burns told Dr. Moore that he was resolved to try by the 
test of experience the doctrine that good and permanent poetry 
could not be composed without industry and pains, he had in view 
other and wider plans of composition than any which he ever real- 
ised. He told Ramsay of Ochtertyre, as we have seen, that he had 
in view to render into poetry a tradition he had found of an adven- 
ture in humble life which Bruce met with during his wanderings. 
Whether he did more than think over the story of Rob Mac- 
Quechan’s Elshin, cr into what poetic form he intended to cast it, we 
know not... As Sir Walter said, any poem he might have produced 
on this subject would certainly have wanted that tinge of chivalrous 
feeling which the manners of the age and the character of the king 
alike demanded. But with Burns’s ardent admiration of Bruce, and 
that power of combining the most homely and humorous incidents 
with the pathetic and sublime, which he displayed in Zam o’ Shan- 
fer, we cannot butregret that he never had the leisure and freedom 
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from cate which would have allowed him: to try his: hand on a sub- 
ject so entirely to his minds 9 500° pA aN I . ae 
Besides this, he had evidently, during his sojourn at Ellisland, 
~meditated some large: dramatic attempt..- He wrote to/one of his 
correspondents that he had set himselt to study Shakespeare, and 
intended to master.all the greatest dramatists, both of England and 
France, with a view to a dramatic éffort of his own. If he had at- 
tempted it in pure English, we may venture to predict that he would 
have failed. But had he allowed himself that free use of the Scottish 
dialect of which he was the supreme master, especially if he had 
Shaped the subject into a lyrical drama, no oné’can say what he 
might not have achieved. Many of his) smaller poems show that 
he possessed the genuine dramatic vein. The $olly Beggars, wn- 
pleasant as from its grossness it is, shows ‘the presence of this vein 
in a very high degree, seeing that from materials so unpromising 
he could make'so much. As Mr; Lockhart has said, “ That extra- 
ordinary sketch, coupled with his later lyrics ina higher vein, is 
enough to show that in him we had a master capable of placing 
the musical drama on ‘a level “with the loftiest of our classical 
forms.” 
Regrets have been expressed ‘that Burns, instead of addressing 
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himself to these high poetic enterprises, which had certainly hov-: 


ered before him, frittered away so much of his time in composing 
for musical collections a large nuniber of songs, the very abundance 
of which must have lessened: their quality. And yet it may be 
coubted whether this urgent demand for songs, made on him by 
Johnson and Thomson, was not the only literary call to which he 
would in his circumstances have responded. “These calls could be 
met, by sudden efforts, at leisure moments, when some occasional 
blink of momentary inspiration’ came: over him. © Great poems 
necessarily presuppose that the original inspiration is sustained by 
concentrated purpose and Jong-sustained effort; mental habits, 
which toa nature like Burns’s must have at-all times been difficult, 
and which his circumstances during his later years rendered simply 
impossible. From the first he had»seen that his farm would not 
pay, and each succeeding year confirmed ‘him in this conviction. 
To escape what he calls “the crushing grip of poverty, which 
alas! I fear, is less or more fatal to the worth and purity of the 
noblest souls,” he had, within a year after entering Ellisland, re- 
course to Excise work. ‘This he did froma stern sense of duty to 
his wife and family. It was, in. fact, one of the most marked in- 
stances in which Burns, contrary to his too frequent habit, put 
pride in his pocket, and sacrificed inclination to duty. But that he 
had not accepted the yoke without some painful sense of degrada- 
tion, is shown by the bitterness of many of his remarks, when in 
his correspondence he alludes to the subject. There were, how- 
ever, times when he tried to take a brighter view of it, and to per- 
suade himself, as he says in a letter to. Lady Harriet Don, that 
‘one advantage he had in this new business was the knowledge it 
gave him of the various shades of character in man—consequently 
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assisting him in his trade as a poet.” But, alas! whatever advan- 
tages in this way it might have brought, were counteracted tenfold 
by other circumstances that attended it. The continual calls of a 
responsible business, itself sufficient to occupy a man—when de- 
vided with the oversight of his farm, overtasked his powers, and 
left him no leisure for poetic work, except from time to time croon- 
ing over arandom song. Then the habits which his roving Ex- 
cise life must have induced were, even to a soul less social than 
that of Burns, perilous in the extreme. The temptations he was 
in this way exposed to, Lockhart has drawn with a power- 
ful hand. ‘From the castle to the cottage, every door flew open 
at his approach; and the old system of hospitality, then flourish- 
ing, rendered it difficult for the most soberly inclined guest to rise 
from any man’s board in the same trim that he sat down to it. The 
farmer, if Burns was seen passing, left his reapers, and trotted 
by the side of Jenny Geddes, until he could persuade the bard that 
the day was hot enough to demand an extra libation. If he en- 
tered an inn at midnight, after all the inmates were in bed, the 
news of his arrival circulated from the cellar to the garret; andere 
ten minutes had elapsed, the landlord and all his guests were 
assembled round. the ingle; the largest punch-bowl produced, 
and— 
‘Be ours to-night—who knows what comes to-morrow ?’ 


was the language of every one in the circle that welcomed him. 
The, highest gentry of the neighbourhood when bent on special, 
merriment, did, not think the occasion complete unless the wit 
and eloquence of Burns were called in to enliven their carousals.” 

It can readily be imagined how distracting such a life must 
have been, how fatal to all mental concentration on high objects, 
not to. speak of the habits of which it was too sure to sow the seeds. 
The frequent visits to Dumfries which his Excise work entailed, and 
the haunting of the Globe Tavern, already spoken of, led to con- 
sequences which, more than even deep potations, must have been 
fatal to his peace. 

His stay at Ellisland is now hastening to a close. Before pass- 
ing, however, from that, on the whole the best period of his life 
since manhood, one or two incidents of the spring of 1791 must be 
mentioned. In the February of that year Burns received from the 
Rev. Archibald Alison, Episcopalian clergyman in Edinburgh, a 
copy of his once famous, but now, I believe, forgotten, Essay on 
Zaste, which contained the authorised exposition of that theory, so 
congenial to Scotch metaphysics, that objects seem beautiful to us 
only because our minds associate them with sensible objects which 
have previously given us pleasure. In his letter to the author, 
acknowledging the receipt of his book, Burns says, “I own, sir, 
at first glance, several of your propositions startle me as paradox- 
ical: that the martial clangour of a trumpet had something in it 
vastly more grand, heroic, and sublime than the twingle-twangle of 
a Jew’s-harp; that the delicate flexure of a rose-twig, when the 
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half-blown flower is heavy with the tears of the dawn, was infinitely 
more beautiful and elegant ‘than the upright’ stub of a burdock; 
and that from something innate and independent of all association 
of ideas—these I had set down as irrefragable orthodox truths 
until perusing your book-shook my faith.” These words so pierce 
this soap-bubble of the metaphysicians, that we can hardly read them 
without fancying that the poet meant them to be ironical. Dugald 
Stewart expressed surprise that the unschooled Ayrshire ploughman 
should have found “a distinct conception of the general principles 
of the doctrine of association;” on which Mr. Carlyle, remarks, 
“We rather think that far subtler things than’ the doctrine of as- 
sociation had been of old familiar to him.”’ 

In.looking over his letters at this time (1791), we are startled 
by a fierce outburst in one of them, apparently apropos of nothing. 
He had been recommending to the protection of an Edinburgh 


_ friend a schoolmaster, whom he thought unjustly persecuted, when_ 


all at once he breaks out: “ God help the children of Dependence! 


_ Hated and persecuted by their enemies, and too often, alas ! almost 


unexceptionally, received by their friends with disrespect and fre- 
proach, under the thin disguise of cold civility and humiliating ad- 
vice. Oh to be a sturdy savage, stalking in the pride of his inde- 


_ pendence, amid the solitary wilds of his deserts, rather than in 


civilized life helplessly to tremble for a subsistence, precarious as 
the caprice of a fellow-creature!' Every man has his virtues, and 


‘no man is without his failings ; and curse on that privileged plain- 


speaking of friendship which, in the hour of my calamity, cannot 
reach forth the helping-hand without at the'same time pointing out 
those failings, and apportioning them their share in procuring my 
present distress. . . . I do not want to be independent that I may 
sin, but I want to be independent in my sinning.” : 

What may have been the cause of this ferocious explosion 
there is no explanation. Whether the real source of it may not 
have lain in certain facts which had occurred during the past 
spring, that must have rudely broken in on the peace at once of 
his conscience and his home, we cannot say. Certainly it does 
seem, as Chambers suggests, like one of those sudden outbursts of 
temper which fasten on some mere passing accident,-because the 
real seat of it lies. too deep for words. Some instances of the 
same temper we have already seen. ‘This is a sample of a grow- 
ing exasperation of spirit, which found expression from time to 
time till the close of his life. 

Let us turn from this painful subject, to one of the only notices 
we get of him from a stranger’s hand during the summer of 1791. 
Two English gentlemen, who were travelling, went to visit him; 
one of whom has left an amusing account of their reception. Call- 
ing at his house, they were told that the poet was by the river side, 
and thither they went in search of him. Ona rock that projected 
into the stream, they saw a man employed in angling, of a singular 
appearance. He hada cap of fox’s skin on his head, a loose 
great-coat fixed round him by a belt, from whith depended an enors 
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mous Highland broad-sword. It was Buras. He received them 
with great cordiality, and asked them to share his humble 
dinner—an invitation which they accepted. “On the table they 
found boiled beef, with vegetables and barley broth, after the 
manner of Scotland. After dinner the bard told them ingenu- 
ously that he had no wine, nothing better than Highland ‘whis- 
key, a bottle of which he set on ‘the board. He produced at 
the same time his. punch-bowl, made of Inverary marble; and, 
mixing it with water and sugar, filled their glasses and invited 
them to drink. The travellers were in haste, and, besides, the 
flavour of the whiskey to their southern palates was ‘scarcely toler- 
able; but the generous poet offered them his best, and his ardent 
hospitality they found impossible to resist. Burns was in his hap- 
piest mood, and the charm of his conversation was altogether 
fascinating. He ranged over a variety of topics, illuminating “what 
ever he touched. He related the tales of his infancy and ‘youth ; 
he recited some of his gayest and some of his tenderest poems ; 

in the wildest of his strains of mirth he threw in some touches of 
melancholy, and spread around him the electric emotions of his 
powerful mind. The Highland whiskey improved in its flavour; 
the marble bow] was again and again emptied and replenished ; the 
guests of our poet forgot the flight of time and the dictates of pru- 
dence; at the hour of midnight they lost their way to Dumiries, 
and could scarcely distinguish it when assisted by the morning’s 
dawn. Thereis much naiveté in the sway the English visitor nar- 
rates his experience of that ‘nicht wi’? Buins.’” 

Mr. Carlyle, if we remember aright, has smiled incredulously at 
the story of the fox-skin cap, the belt, and the broadsword. But 
of the latter appendage this is not the only record. Burns himself 
mentions it as a frequent accompaniment of his when he went out 
by the river. 

The punch-bowl here mentioned is the one which his father-in- 
law had wrought for him as a marriage-gift. It was, when Cham- 
bers wrote his biography of Burns, i in ‘the possession of Mr. Hais- 
tie, than M.P. for Paisley, who. is said to have refused for it three 
hundred guineas—“a sum,” says Chambers, “that would have set 
Burns on his: lees forever.” 

This is the last glimpse we get of the poet in his home at Ellis- 
land till the end came. We have seen that he had long deter- 
mined, if possible, to get rid of his farm. He had sunk init all 
the proceeds that remained to him from the sale of the second 
edition of his poems, anc for this the crops he had hitherto reaped 
had given no adequate return. Three years, however, wer a 
short trial, and there was a good time coming for all farmers, when 
the war with France broke out, and raised the. value of farm pro- 
duce to a hitherto unknown amount. If Burns could but have 
waited for that !—but either he could not, or he would not wait. 
But the truth is, even if Burns ever had ae in him to succeed as 
a farmer, that time was past when he came to Ellisland. | Inde- 
pendence at the plough-tail, of which he often boasted, was no 
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longer possible for him. He-could no more work as-he had done 
of yore. The habits contracted in Edinburgh had penetrated too 
deeply. Even if he had not been withdrawn from his farm by Ex- 
‘cise duties, he could neither work continuously himself, nor make 
his servants work. “ Faith,” said a:neighbouring farmer, “ how 
could he miss but fail? He brought with him a bevy of servants 
from Ayrshire. The lasses did nothing but bake bread (that is, 
oat-cakes), and the lads sat by the fireside and. ate it warm with 
ale.” Burns meanwhile enjoying himself atthe house of some 
jovial farmer or convivial laird. How. could he miss but fail ? 

When he had resolved on giving up his farm, an arrangement 
was come to with the Laird of Dalswinton by which Burns was 
allowed to throw up his lease and sell off his crops. The sale 
took place in the last week in August (1791). Eveu at this day 
the auctioneer and the bottle always appear side by side, as Cham- 
bers observes; but then far more than now-a-days. After the 
roup, that is the sale, of his crop was over, Burns, in one of his 
letters, describes the scene that-took place within and without his 
house. It was one which exceeded anything he had ever seen in 
drunken horrors. Mrs. Burns and her family fortunately were not 
there to witness it, having gone many weeks before to Ayrshire, 
probably to be out of the way of all the pain that accompanies the 
breaking up of a country home. When Burns gave up his lease, 
Mr. Millar, the landlord, sold Ellisland to.a stranger, because the 
farm was an outlying one, inconveniently situated, on a different 
side of the river from the rest of his estate. It was in November 
or December that Burns sold off his farm stock and implements of 
husbandry, and moved his family and furniture into the town of 
Dumfries, leaving at Ellisland no memorial of himself, as Allan 
Cunningham tells us, ‘but a putting-stone with which he loved to 
exercise his strength, and 300/. of his money, sunk beyond redemp- 
tion in a speculation from which all had augured happiness.” 

It is not without deep regret that even now we think of Burns’s 
departure from this beautiful spot. If there was any position on 
earth in which he could have been happy, and fulfilled his genius, 

it would have been on such a farm—always providing that it could 
_ have given him the means of a comfortable livelihood, and that he 
himself could have guided his ways aright. That he might have 
had a fair opportunity, how often one has wished that he could have 
met some landlord who could have acted towards him, as the pres- 
ent Duke of Buccleuch did towards the Ettrick Shepherd in his 
later days, and have given.a farm on which he could have sat, rent- 
free. Such an act, one is apt to fancy, would have been honourable 
alike to giver and receiver. Indeed, a. truly noble nature would 
have been only too grateful to find such an. opportunity put in his 
way of employing a small part of his wealth for so. good an end 
But the notions of. modern society, founded as they are so entirely 
on individual independence, for, the most part preclude the doing 
and the receiving of such favours. And with this social feeling no 
man was ever more filled than Burns, 
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CHAPTER VI. 
MIGRATION TO DUMFRIES. 


A GREAT change it must have been to pass from the pleasant 
holms and broomy banks of the Nith at Ellisland to a town home 
in the Wee Vennel of Dumfries. It was, moreover, a confession 
visible to the world of what Burns himself had long felt, that his 
endeavour to combine the actual and the ideal, his natural calling as 
a farmer with the exercise of his gift as a poet, had failed, and that 
henceforth he must submit to a round of toil, which, neither in it- 
self nor in its surroundings, had anything to redeem it from com- 
monplace drudgery. He must have felt, from the time when he 
first became Exciseman, that he had parted company with all 
thought of steadily working out his ideal, and that whatever he 
might now do in that way must be by random snatches. To his: 
proud spirit the name of gauger must have been gall and wormwood, 
and it is much to his credit that for the sake of his wife and chil- 
dren he was content to undergo what he often felt to be a social ob- 
loquy. It would have been well for him if this had been the only 
drawback to his new calling. Unfortunately the life into which it 
led him exposed him to those very temptations which his nature was 
least able to withstand. If social indulgence and irregular habits 
had somewhat impaired his better resolves, and his power of poetic 
concentration, before he left Ellisland, Dumfries, and the society 
into which it threw him, did with increased rapidity the fatal work 
which had been already begun. His biographers, though with va- 
rying degrees of emphasis, on the whole, agree that, from the time 
he settled in Dumfries, “ his moral course was downwards.” 

The social condition of Dumfries at the time when Burns went 
to live in it was neither better nor worse than that of other provin- 
cial towns in Scotland. What that was, Dr. Chambers has depicted 
from his own youthful experience of just such another country town. 
The curse of such towns, he tells us, was that large numbers of 
their inhabitants were either half or wholly idle; either men living 
on competences, with nothing to do, or shopkeepers with their time 
but half employed; their only amusement to meet in taverns, 
soak, gossip, and make stupid personal jokes. “The weary waste 
of spirits and energy at those soaking evening meetings was de- 
plorable. Insipid toasts, petty raillery, empty gabble about trivial 
occurrences, endless disputes on small questions of fact, these re 
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lieved now and then by a song”—such Chambers describes as the 
items which made up provincial life in his younger days. “ A life,” 
he says, “it was without progress or profit, or anything that tended 
to moral elevation.” For such dull companies to get a spirit like 
Burns among them, to enliven them with his wit and eloquence, 
what a windfall it must have been! But for him to put his time 
and his powers at their disposal, how great the degradation! Dur- 
ing the day, no doubt, he was employed busily enough in doing his 
duty as an Exciseman. This could now be done with less travel- 
ling than in the Ellisland days, and did not require him, as for- 
merly, to keep-a horse. When the day’s work was over, his small 
house in the Wee Vennel, and the domestic hearth with the family 
ties gathered round it, were not enough for him. At Ellisland he 
had sung— 
“To make a happy fire-side clime, 
For weans and wife, — 
Ts the true pathos and sublime 
Of human life.” 


But it is one thing to sing wisely, another to practise wisdom. 
Too frequently at nights Burns’s love of sociality and excitement 
drove him forth to seek the companionship of neighbours and-drouthy 
cronies, who gathered habitually at the Globe Tavern and other 
such haunts. From these he was always sure to meet a warm wel- 
come, ahundant appreciation, and even flattery, for to this he was 
not inaccessible ; while their humble station did not jar in any way 
on his social prejudices, nor their mediocre talents interfere with 
his love of pre-eminence. In such companies Burns no doubt had 
the gratification of feeling that he was, what is proverbially called, 
cock of the walk. The desire to be so probably grew with that 
growing dislike to the rich and titled, which was observed in him 
after he-came to Dumfries. In earlier days we have seen that he 
did not shrink from the society of the greatest magnates, and when 
they showed him that deference which he thought his due, he even 
- enjoyed it. But now so bitter had grown his scorn and dislike of 
the upper classes, that we are told that if any one named a lord, or 
alluded to a man of rank in his presence, he instantly “ crushed the 

offender in an epigram, or insulted him by some sarcastic sally.” 
In a letter written during his first year at Dumfries, this is the way 
he speaks of his daily occupations :—“ Hurry of business, grinding 
the faces of the publican and the sinner on the merciless wheels of 
the Excise, making ballads, and then drinking and singing them; 
_and over and above all, correcting the press of two different publi- 
cations.” But besides these duties by day and the convivialities 
by night, there were other calls on his time and strength, to which 
Burns was by his reputation exposed. When those of the country 
gentry whom he still knew were in Dumfries for some hours, or 
when any party of strangers passing through the town had an idle 
evening on their hands, it seems to have been their custom to sum- 
mon Burns to assist them in spending it; and he was weak enough, 
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on receiving the message, to leave his home and adjourn to the 

Globe, the George, or the King’s Arms, there to drink with them 

late into the night, and waste his powers for their amusement. 

Verily, a Samson, as has been said, making sport for Philistines ! 
To one such invitation his impromptu answer was— 


“The king’s most humble servant, I 
Can scarcely spare a minute; 
But I'll be with you by-and-by, 
Or else the devil’s in it.” 


And this we may be sure was the spirit of many another reply 
to these ill-omened invitations. It would have been well if, on 
these occasions, the pride he boasted of had stood him in better 
stead, and repelled such unjustifiable intrusions. But in this, 
as in so many other respects, Burns was the most inconsistent of 
men. 

From the time of his migration to Dumfries, it would appear 
that he was gradually dropped out of an acquaintance by’most of 
the Dumfriesshire lairds, as he had long been by the parochial and 
all other ministers. I have only conversed with one person who 
remembered in his boyhood to have seen Burns. He was the son 
of a Dumfriesshire baronet, the representative of the House of 
Redgauntlet. The poet was frequently in the neighbourhood of the 
baronet’s country seat, but the old gentleman so highly disapproved 
of “ Robbie Burns,” that he forbade his sons to have anything to 
do with him. My informant, therefore, though he had often seen, 
had never spoken to the poet. When I conversed with him, his 
age was nigh four-score years, and the one thing he remembered 
about Burns was ‘the blink of his black eye.’’ This is probably 
but a sample of the feeling with which Burns was regarded by 
most of the country gentry around Dumfries. . What were the vari- 
ous ingredients that made up their dislike of him it is not easy now 
exactly to determine. Politics most likely had a good deal to do 
with it, for they were Tories and aristocrats, Burns was a Whig 
and something more.. Though politics may have formed the chief, 
they were not probably the only element in their aversion. Yet 
though the» majority of the county families turned their backs on 
him, there were some with which he still continued intimate. _ 

These were either the few Whig magnates of the southern 
counties, whose political projects he supported by electioneering 
ballads, charged with all the powers of sarcasm he could wield; or 
those still fewer, whose literary tastes were strong enough to make 
them willing, for the sake of his genius, to tolerate both his radical 
politics and his irregular life. Among these latter was a younger 
brother of Burns’s old friend, Glen Riddel, Mr. Walter Riddel, who 
with his wife had settled ata place four miles from Dumfries, for- 
merly called Goldie-lea, but named after Mrs. Riddel’s maiden 
name, Woodley Park. Mrs. Riddel was handsome, clever, witty, 
not without some tincture of letters, and some turn for verse-making. 
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She and her husband welcomed the poet to Woodley Park, where 
for two years he was a,constant and favourite guest. The lady’s 
wit and literary taste found, it may be believed, no other so respon- 
sive spirit in all the south of Scotiand. In the third year came a 
breach in their friendship, followed by a savage lampoon of Burns 
on the lady, because she did not at once accept his apology; then 
a period of estrangement. After an interval, however, the Riddels 
forgave the insult, and were reconciled to the poet, and when the 
end came, Mrs. Riddel did her best to befriend him, and to do 
honour to his memory when he was gone. 

It ought perhaps to have been mentioned before, that about the 
time of Burns’s first settling at Dumfries, that is towards tie close 
of 1791, he paid his last visit to Edinburgh. It was occasioned by 
the news that Clarinda was about to sail for the West Indies, in 
search of the husband who had forsaken her. Since Burns’s mar- 
riage the silence between them seems to have been broken by only 
two jetters to Clarinda from Ellisland. In the first of these he 
resents the name of “ villain,” with which she appears to have sa- 
luted him. In the second he admits that his past conduct had been 
wrong, but concludes by repeating his error and enclosing a song 
addressed to her in the most exaggerated strain of love. Now he 
rushed to Edinburgh to see her once more before she sailed. The 
interview was a brief and hurried one, and no record of it remains, 
except some letters anda few impassioned lyrics which about that 
time he addressed to her. The first letter is stiff and formal, as if 
to break the ice of long estrangement. The others are in the last 
strain of rapturous devotion—language which, if feigned, is the 
height of folly; if real, is worse. The lyrics are some of them 
strained and artificial. One, however, stands out from all the rest, 
as one of the most impassioned effusions that Burns ever poured 
ferth. It contains that one consummate stanza in which Scott, 
Byron, and many more, saw concentrated “the essence of a thou- 


sand love-tales ”— 


“Had we never loved so kindly, 
Had we never loved so blindly;, 
Never met, or never parted, 
We had ne’er been broken-hearted.” 


After a time Mrs. M‘Lehose. returned from the West Indies, 
but without having recovered her truant husband, On her return, 
one or two more letters Burns wrote to her in the old exaggerated 
strain—the last in June, 1794—after which Clarinda disappears 
from the scene. 

Other Delilahs on a smaller scale Burns met with during his 
Dumfries sojourn, and to these he was ever and anon addressing 
songs of fancied love. By the attentions which the wayward hus- 
band was cortinually paying to ladies and others into whose society 
his wife could not accompany him, the patience of “bonny Jean,” 
it may easily be conceived, must have been severely tried. 
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It would have been well, however, if stray flirtations and Pla- 
tonic affections had. been all that could.be laid to his charge. But 
there is a darker story. The facts of it are told by Chambers in 
connexion with the earlier part of the Dumfries period, and need 
not be repeated here. Mrs. Burns is said to have been a marvel 
of long-suffering and forgivingness; but the way she bore those 
wrongs must have touched her husband’s better nature, and pierced 
him to the quick, When his calmer moments came, that very mild- 
ness must have made him feel, as nothing else could, what self- 
reproach was, and what 


“ Self-contempt bitterer to drink than blood.” 


To the pangs of that remorse have, I doubt not, been truly attrib- 
uted those bitter outpourings of disgust with the world and with 
society which are to be found in some of his letters, especially in 
those of his later years. Some samples of these outbreaks have 
been given; more might easily have been added. The injuries he 
may have received from the world and society, what were they 
compared with, those which he could not help feeling that he had 
inflicted on himself? | It is when a man’s own conscience is against 
him that the world looks worst. 

During the first year at Dumfries, Burns for the first time 
began to dabble in politics, which ere long landed him in serious 
trouble. Before this, though he had passed for a sort of Jacobite, 
he had been in reality a Whig. While he lived in Edinburgh he 
had consorted more with Whigs than with Tories, but yet he had 
not in any marked way committed himself as a partisan. The only 
exception to this were some expressions in his poetry favourable 
to the Stuarts, and his avowed dislike to the Brunswick dynasty. 
Yet, notwithstanding these, his Jacobitism was but skin deep. It 
was only with him, as with so many another Scot of that day, the 
expression of his discontent with the Union of 1707, and his 
sense of the national degradation that had followed it. When in 
song he sighed to see Yamie come hame, this was only a sentimen- 
tal protest against the existing order of things. But by the time 
he came to Dumfries the day of Jacobitism was over, and the 
whole aspect of the political heavens seemed dark with coming 
change. The French Revolution was in full swing, and vibrations 
of it were felt in the remotest corners of Europe. Thesé reached 
even to the dull provincial towns of Scotland, and roused the pot- 
house politicians with whom Burns consorted, at the Globe and 
other taverns, to unwonted excitement. Under this new stimulus, 
Burns’s previous Jacobitism passed towards the opposite, but not 
very distant, extreme of Jacobinism. At these gatherings we may 
easily imagine that, with his native eloquence, his debating power, 
trained in the Tarbolton Club, and his ambition to shine as a public 
speaker, the voice of Burns would be the loudest and most vehe- 
ment. Liberty, Equality, Fraternity, these were words which must 
have found an echo in his inmost heart. But it was not only the 
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abstract rights of man, but the concrete wrongs of Scotland that 
would be there discussed. And wrongs no doubt there were, 
under which Scotland was suffering, ever since the Union had 
destroyed not only her nationality, but almost her political ex- 
istence. The franchise had become very close—in the counties 
restricted to a few of the chief families—in the boroughs thrown 
into the hands of the Bailies, who were venal beyond conception. 
It was the day, too, of Henry Dundas.. A prominent member of 
the Pitt administration, he ruled Scotland as an autocrat, and as 
the dispenser of all her patronage. A patriotic autocrat no doubt, 
loving his country, and providing well for those of her people whom 
he favoured—still an autocrat. The despotism of Dundas has 
been pictured, in colours we may well bélieve sufficiently strong, 
by Lord Cockburn and others. bent on inditing the Epic of Whig- 
gery, in which they and their friends should figure as’ heroes and 
martyrs. But whatever may be said against Dundas’s régime as 
a permanent system, it must be allowed that this was no time to 
remodel it when England was face to face with the French troubles. 
When the tempest is breaking over the ship, the captain may 
reasonably be excused for thinking that the moment would be ill 
chosen for renewing cordage or repairing timbers. Whatever may 
have been right in a time of quiet, it was not unnatural that the Pitt 
administration should postpone all thoughts of reform, till the vessel 
of the State had weathered the storm which was then upon her. 

Besides his conviction as to public wrongs to be reddresse, 
Burns had, he thought, personal grievances to complain of, which, 
as is so often seen, added fuel to his reforming zeal. His great 
powers, which he believed entitled him to a very different position, 
were unacknowledged and disregarded by the then dispensers of 
patronage. Once he had been an admirer of Pitt, lately he could 
not bear the mention of his name. Of the ministry, Addington, 
we have seen, was fully alive to his merits, and pressed his claims 
on Pitt, who himself was quite awake to the charms of Burns’s 
poetry. The Premier, it is said,“ pushed the bottle on to Dundas, 
and did nothing ”—to Dundas, too practical and too prosaic to 
waste a thought on poets and poetry. Latterly this neglect of him 
by public men preyed on the spirit of Burns, and was seldom 
absent from his thoughts. It added force, no doubt, to the rapture 
with which he, like all the younger poets of the time, hailed the 
French Revolution, and the fancied dawn of that day, which would 
place plebeian genius and worth in those high places, whence 
titled emptiness and landed incapacity would be at length thrust 
ignominiously down. 

Burns had not been more than three months in Dumfries, be- | 
fore he found an opportunity of testifying by deed his sympathy 
with the French Revolutionists. At that time the whole coast of 
the Solway swarmed with smuggling vessels, carrying on a contra- 
wband traffic, and manned by men of reckless character, like the 
Dirk Hatteraick of Guy Mannering. 101792, a suspicious-looking 
brig. appeared in the Solway, and Burns, with other excisemen, 
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was set to watch her motions. She got into shallow water, when 
the gaugers, enforced by some dragoons, waded out to her, and 
Burns, sword in hand, was the first to board her. The captured 
brig “Rosamond,” with all her arms and stores, was sold next day 
at Dumfries, and Burns became the purchaser of four of her guns. 
These he sent, with a letter, to the French Legislative Assembly, 
requesting them to accept the present as a mark of his admiration 
and sympathy. The guns with the letter never reached their 
destination. They were, however, intercepted by the Custom- 
house officers at Dover, and Burns at once became a suspected 
man in the eye of:the (Government. Lockhart, who tells this 
incident. connects with it the song, The Deil’s awa’ wt’ the Exctse- 
man, which Burns, he said, composed while waiting on the shore to 
watch the brig. But Mr. Scott Douglas doubts whether the song 
is referavle to this occasion. However this may be, the folly of 
Burns’s act can hardly be disputed. He was in the employ of 
Government, and had no right to express in this way his sympathy 
witha movement which; he ‘must have known, the Government, 
under whom he served; regarded, if not yet with open hostility, at 
least with jealous suspicion. Men who think it part of their 
personal right and public duty unreservedly to express, by word 
and deed, their views: on politics, had better not seek employment 
in the public service. Burns: having once drawn upon himself the 
suspicions of his superiors, all his words and actions were no doubt 
closely watched. It was found that he “gat the Gazetteer,” a 
revolutionary print published in Edinburgh, which only the most 
extreme men patronised, and which after a few months’ existence 
was suppressed by Gavernment. As the year 1792 drewtoa close, 
the political heaven, both at home and abroad, became ominously 
dark. In Paris the king was in prison, the Reign of Terror had 
_ begun, and innocent blood of. loyalists flowed freely in the streets ; 
the republic which had been established was threatening to prop- 
agate its principles in other countries by force of arms. In this 
country, what at the beginning of the year had been but suspicion 
of France, was now turned to avowed hostility, and war against’ 
the republic was on the eve of being declared. There were uneasy 
symptoms, too, at home. Tom Paine’s Rights of Man and Age of 
Reason were spreading questionable doctrines and fomenting dis- 
affection. Societies named Friends of the People were formed 
in Edinburgh and the chief towns. of Scotland, to demand reform 
of the representation and other changes, which, made at such a 
time, were believed by those in power to cover seditious aims. 
At such a crisis any government might be expected to see that 
all its officers, from the ‘highest to the lowest, were well affected. 
But though the Reign of Terror had alarmed many others who had 
at first looked favourably on the Revolution in France, Burns’s 
ardour in its cause was no: whit abated. He even denounced the 
war on which the ministry had determined; he openly reviled the 
men in power; "and went so far in his avowal of democra¢y that at 
. a social meeting, he proposed as a toast, “ Here’s the last verse of 
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the last chapter of the last Book of Kings.” This would seem to be 
but one specimen of the freedom of political speech in which 
Burns at this time habitually indulged—the truculent way in which 
he flaunted defiance in the face of authority. It would not have 
been surprising if at any time the Government had ordered in- 
quiry to be inacle into such conduct, much less in such a season of 
anxiety and distrust. That-an inquiry was made is undoubted ; 
but as to the result which followed it, there is uncertainty. Some 
have thought that the poet received from his superiors only a 
slight hint or caution to be more careful in future. Others be- 
lieved, that the matter went so far that he was in serious danger — 
of dismissal from his post; and that this was, only averted by the 
timely interposition of some .kind,and powerful friends. That 
Burns himself took a serious view of it, and was. sufficiently ex- 
ciled and alarmed, may be seen from two letters which he wrote, 
the one at the time of the occurrence, the other soon after it. It 
was thus that in December, 1792, he addressed Mr. Graham of 
Fintray, the same person whose good offices had at first obtained 
for the poet his appointment, and whose kindness never failed 
him while he lived: 

“Sir,—I have been surprised, confounded, and distracted by 
Mr. Mitchell, the collector, telling me that he has received an order 
from your Board to inquire into my political conduct, and blaming 
me as a person disaffected to Government. 

“Sir, you are a husband and a father. You know what you 
would feel to see the much-loved wife of your bosom, and your 
helpless, prattling little ones turned adrift into the world, degraded 
and disgraced from a situation in which they had been respectable 
and respected, and left almost without the necessary support of a 
miserable existence. 

« Alas 1 sir, must J think that such soon will be my lot! and 
from the dark insinuations of hellish, groundless envy, too! I be- 
lieve, sir, 1 may aver it, and in the sight of Omniscience, that 1. 
would not tell a deliberate falsehood, no, not though even worse 
horrors, if worse can be, than those I have mentioned, hung over 
my head; and I say, that the allegation, whatever villain has made 
it, isa lie! To the British Constitution, on revolution principles, 
next after my God, 1am most devoutly attached. You, sir, have 
been much and generously my friend.—Heaven knows’how warmly 
I have felt the obligation, and how gratefully I have thanked you. 
Fortune, sir, has made you powerful,and me impotent—has given 
you patronage, and me dependence. 1 would not, for my single 
self, call on your,humanity ; were such my insular, unconnected 

situation, I would despise the tear that now swells in my eye. I 
would brave misfortune—I could face ruin, for at the worst Death’s 
thousand doors stand open: but—the tender concerns that I have 
mentioned, the claims and ties that I see at this moment, and feel 
around me, how they unnerve courage and wither resolution! To 
your patronage, as a man of some genius, you have allowed mea 
claim; and your esteem, as an honest man, I know is my due. To 
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these, sir, permit me to appeal; by these may I adjure you to save 
me from that misery which threatens to overwhelm me, and which 
—with my latest breath I will say it—I have not deserved. 

eR De 

That this appeal was not without effect may be gathered from a 
letter on this same affair, which Burns addressed on the 13th April, 
1793, to: Mr. Erskine, of Mar, in which he says one of the super- 
visors-general, a Mr. Corbet, ‘“‘ was instructed to inquire on the 
spot, and to document me that my business was to act, mot to think : 
and that, whatever might be men or measures, it was for me to 
be szlent and obedient.” 

Much obloquy has been heaped upon the Excise Board—but 
on what grounds of justice I have never been able to discover—for 
the way in which they on this occasion dealt with Burns. The 
members of the Board were the servants of the Government, to 
which they were responsible for the conduct of all their subordi- 
nates. To have allowed any of their subordinates to set themselves 
up by word or deed in opposition to the Ministry, and especially 
at such a crisis, was inconsistent with the ideas of the time as to 
officialduty. And.when called on to act, it is hard to see how they 
could have done so with more leniency than by hinting to him the 
remonsttance which so alarmed and irritated the recipient of it. 
Whatever may be said of his alarm, his irritation, if perhaps natural, 
was not reasonable. No man has a right to expect that, because 
he is a genius, he shall be absolved from those rules of conduct, 
either in private or in public life, which are held binding on his 
more commonplace brethren. About the time when he received 
this rebuke, he wrote to Mrs. Dunlop, “I have set, henceforth, a 
seal on my lips as to these unlucky politics.” But neither his own 
resolve nor. the remonstrance of the Excise Board seem to have 
weighed much with him. He continued at convivial parties to ex- 
press his feelings pi and at one of these, shortly after he had 
been rebuked by the Excise Board, when the health of William 
Pitt was drunk, he followed it by craving a bumper “ to the health 
of a much better man—General Washington.” And on a subse- 
quent occasion, as we shall see, he brought himself into trouble by 
giving an injudicious toast. The repression brought to bear on 
Burns cannot have been very stringent when he was still free to 
sport such sentiments. The worst effect of the remonstrance he 
received seems to have'been to irritate his temper, and to depress 
his spirits by the conviction, unfounded though it was, that all hope 
of promotion for him was over.” 

But amid all the troubles entailed on him by his conduct, domes- 
tic, social, and political, the chief refuge and solace which he found 
was in exercising his gifts of song. All hope of his ever achieving 
a great poem, which called for sustained effort, was now over. 
Even poems descriptive of rustic life and characters, such as he 
had sketched in his Ayrshire days—for these he had now no longer 
either time or inclination. His busy and distracted life, however, 
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left him leisure from time to time to give vent to his impulses, ot 
to soothe his feelings by short arrow-flights of song. He found in 
his own experience the truth of those words of another poet— 


“ They can make who fail to find 
Short leisure even in busiest days, 
Moments to cast a look behind, 
And profit by those kindly rays 
Which through the clouds will sometimes steal, 
And all the far-off past reveal.” 


Such breaks in the clouds he eagerly waited for, and turned 
every golden gleam to song. 

It may be remembered that while Burns was in Edinburgh he 
became acquainted with James Johnson, who was engaged in col- 
lecting the songs of Scotland in a work called the WZuszcal Museum. 
He had at once thrown himself ardently into Johnson’s undertaking, 
and put all his power of traditional knowledge, of criticism, and of 
original composition at Johnson’s disposal. This he continued to 
do through all the Ellisland period, and more or less during his 
residence in Dumfries. To the J/wseum Burns from first to last 
gratuitously contributed not less than one hundred and eighty-four 
songs, original, altered, or collected. : 

During the first year that Burns lived in Dumfries, in Sep- 
tember, 1792, he received an invitation from Mr. George Thomson 
to lend the aid of his lyrical genius to a collection of Scottish melo- 
dies, airs, and words, which a small band of musical amateurs in 
Edinburgh were then projecting. This collection was pitched to a 
higher key than the comparatively humble J7useum. It was to be 
edited with more rigid care, the symphonies and accompaniments 
were to be supplied by the first musicians of Europe, and it was 
to be expurgated from all leaven of coarseness, and from whatever 
could offend the purest taste. To Thomson’s proposal Burns at 
once replied, “ As the request you make to me will positively add 
to my enjoyment in complying with it, I shall enter into your under- 
taking with all the small portion of abilities I have, strained to their 
utmost exertion by the impulse of enthusiasm. . .. 

“Tf you are for English verses, there is,on my part, an end 
of the matter. Whether in the simplicity of the ballad, or the 
pathos of the song, I can only hope to please myself in being al- 
lowed at least a sprinkling of our native tongue: .. . As to remu- 
neration, you may think my songs either above or below price ; for 
they shall be absolutely the one or the other. In the honest en- 
thusiasm with which I embark in your undertaking, to talk of money, 
wages, fee, hire, &c., would be downright prostitution of soul.” 

In this spirit he entered on the enterprise which Thomson 
opened before him, and in this spirit he worked at it to the last, 

ouring forth song after song almost to his latest breath. Hardly 
ess interesting than the songs themselves, which from time to time 
he sent to Thomson, were the letters with which he accompanied 
them, In these his judgment and critical power are as conspicuous 


as his genius and his enthusiasm for the native melodies. «For all: 
who take interest in songs and in the Jaws which govern their move- 
ment, I:/know not where else they would find hints so valuable as 
in these occasional remarks on his own and others’ songs, by the 
greatest lyric singer whom the modern world has seen. 

The bard who furnished the English songs for this collection 
was a certain; Dr. Wolcot, known as Peter Pindar. ‘This poetiser, 
who seems to have been wholly devoid of genius, but to have pos- 
sessed a certain talent for hitting the taste of the hour, was then 
held in high esteem; he has long since been forgotten. Even 
Burns speaks of him with much respect. “The very name of 
Peter Pindar is an acquisition to your work,”’ he writes to Thom- 
son. Well might Chambers say, “It is a humiliating thought that 
Peter Pindar was richly pensioned by the booksellers, while Burns, 
the true sweet singer, lived in comparative poverty.” Hard meas- 
ure has been dealt to Thomson for not having liberally remunerated 
Burns for the priceless treasures which he supplied to. the Collec- 
tion. Chambers and others, who have thoroughly examined the 
whole matter, have shown this censure to be undeserved. Thom- 
son himself was by no means rich, and his work brought him noth- 
ing but outlay as long as Burns lived. Indeed once, in July, 1793, 
when Thomson had sent Burns some money in return for his songs, 
the bard then replied: 

“T assure you, my dear sir, that you truly hurt me with your 
pecuniary parcel. It degrades me in my own eyes. However, to 
return it would savour of affectation ; but, as to any more traffic of 
that debtor and creditor kind, I swear by that honour which crowns 
the upright statue of Robert Burns's Integrity, on the least motion 
of it, I will indignantly spurn the by-pact transaction, and from that 
moment commence entire stranger to you. Burns’s character for 
generosity of sentiment and independence of mind will, I trust, long 
outlive any of his wants which the cold, unfeeling ore can supply; 
at least I will take care that such a character he shall deserve.” 

This sentiment was no doubt inconsistent, and may be deemed 
Quixotic, when we remember that for his poems Burns was quite 
willing to accept all that Creech would offer. Yet one cannot but 
honour it. He felt that both Johnson and Thomson was enthu- 
siasts, labouring to embalm in a permanent form their country’s 
minstrelsy, and that they were doing this without any hope of profit. 
He too would bear his part in the noble work; if he had not in 
other respects done full justice to his great gifts, in this way he 
would repay some of the debt he owed to his country, by throwing 
into her national melodies the whole wealth and glory of his genius. 
And this he would do, “all for love, and nothing for reward”? And 
the continual effort to do this worthily was the chief relaxation and 
delight of those sad later years. When he died, he had contributed 
to Thomson’s work sixty songs, but of these only six had then ap- 
peared, as only one half-volume of Thomson’s work had then been 
published. Burns had given Thomson the copyright of all the 
sixty songs; but as soon as a posthumous edition of the poet’s 
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works was proposed, Thomson returned all the songs to the poet’s . 
family, to be included in the forthcoming edition, along with the 
interesting letters which had accompanied the songs. Thomson’s 
collection was not completed till 1841, when the sixth and last vol- 
ume of it appeared. Itis affecting to know that Thomson himself, 
who was older than Burns by two years, survived him for more than 


five-and-fifty, and died in February, 1851, at the ripe old age of 
ninety-four. 





CHAPTER VII. 
LAST YEARS. 


DurinG those Dumfries years little is to be done by the biog- 
rapher but to trace the several incidents in Burns’s quarrel with the 
world, his growing exasperation, and the evil effects of it on his 
conduct and his fortunes. It is a painful record, but since it must 
be given, it shall be with as much brevity as is consistent with 
truth. ; 

In July, 1793, Burns made an excursion into Galloway, accom- 
panied by a Mr. Syme, who belonging, like himself, tothe Excise, 
admired the poet, and agreed with his politics. Syme has pre- 
served a record of this journey, and the main impression left by the 
perusal of itis the strange access of ill-temper which had come 
over Burns, who kept venting his spleen in epigrams on all whom 
he disliked, high and low. They visited Kenmure, where lived 
Mr. Gordon, the representative of the old Lords Kenmure. They 
passed thence over the muirs to Gatehouse, ina wild storm, during 
which Burns was silent, and crooning to himself what, Syme says, 
was the first thought of Scots wha hae. They were engaged to go 
to St. Mary’s Isle, the seat of the Earl of Selkirk ; but Burns was in 
such a savage mood against all lords, that he was with difficulty 
persuaded to go thither, though Lord Selkirk was no Tory, but a 
Whig, like himself, and the father of his old friend, Lord Daer, by 
this time deceased, who had first convinced him that a lord might 
possibly be an honest and kind-hearted man. When they were 
once under the hospitable roof of St. Mary’s Isle, the kindness 
with which they were received appeased the poet’s bitterness. 
The Earl was benign, the young ladies were beautiful, and two 
of them sang Scottish songs charmingly. Urbani, an Italian mu- 
sician who had edited Scotch music, was there, and sang many 
Scottish melodies, accompanying them with instrumental music. 
Burns recited some of his songs amid the deep silence that is 
most expressive of admiration. The evening passed very pleas- 
antly, and the lion of the morning had, ere the evening was over, 
melted to a lamb. 

Scots wha hae has been mentioned. Mr. Syme tells us that it 
was composed partly while Burns was riding in a storm between 
Gatehouse and Kenmure, and partly on the second morning after 
this, when they were journeying from St. Mary’s Isle to Dumfries. 
And Mr, Syme adds that next day the poet presented him with” 
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one copy of the poem for himself, and a ‘second for Mr. Dalzell. 
Mr. Carlyle says,‘ This Dithyrambic was composed on horseback; » 
in riding in the middle of tempests over the wildest Galloway moor, 
in company with.a Mr.,Syme, who, observing the poet’s looks, for- 
bore to speak—judiciously enough—for a man :composing Bruce’s 
address might be| unsafe to trifle with. Doubtless this stern hymn 
was singing itself, as he formed it, through the soul of Burns, but 
to the external ear it should be sung with the throat of the whirl- 
wind,” Tht Hpi 
Burns however, in a letter to: Mr. Thomson, dated: September, 
1793, gives an account of the composition of his war-ode, which is 
difficult to reconcile with Mr. Syme’s, statement.) “ There is a tradi- 
tion which I, have met with in. many places in Scotland,” he writes, 
“that the old air, Hey, ¢uctze taitie; was Robert Bruce’s march at 
the battle of Bannockburn. -~This, thought, in my yesternight’s 
evening walk, warmed me, to,a pitch of enthusiasm on the theme of 
liberty and independence, which I threw into a kind of Scottish 
ode, fitted to the air, that one might suppose to be the gallant royal 
Scot’s address to his heroic followers on that eventful morning.” 
He adds that “ the. accidental recollection of that glorious struggle 
for freedom, associated with the glowing ideas of some struggles 
of the same nature, zotgucte so ancient, roused’ my rhyming mania.” 
So Bruce's Address owes its inspiration as much to Burns’s sym- 
pathy with the French Republicans as’to his) Scottish patriotism. 
As to the intrinsic merit of the ode itself, Mr. Carlyle says, ‘So 
long as there,is warm blood in the heart of Scotchmen or:man, it 
will move in fierce thrills under this war-ode, the best, we believe, 
that was ever, written by any pen.”.To this verdict every son of 
Scottish soil is, I suppose, bound to say Amen. It ought not, how- 
ever, to be concealed that there has been a very different estimate 
formed of it by judges sufficiently;competent. I remember to have 
read somewhere of a conversation’between Wordsworth and Mrs. 
Hemans, in which they both agreed that the famous ode was not 
much more than a commonplace piece of school-boy rhodomontade 
about liberty.. Probably it does .owe not a: little, of its. power 
to the music to which it is: sung,.and: to the associations which 
have gathered round it... The enthusiasm: for French »Revo- 
lution sentiments, which’ may have been in. Burns’s mind when 
composing it, has had nothing: to do with the delight with which 
thousands since have sung and listened to it.:, The poet, however, 
when he first conceived it, was.no doubt raging: inwardly, like a 
lion, not only caged, but muzzled with the'gag of his servitude to 
Government. Butforthis, whatdiatribes in favour of the Revolution 
might we not have had, and what pain must it have been to Burns 
to suppress these under the coercion of external authority! Partly 
to this feeling, as. well as to.other causes, may be ascribed such 
outbursts as.the following, written to a female correspondent, im- 
mediately after his.return from the Galloway tour: Kak 
i‘ There is notamong all the martyrologies that ever'were penned, 
so rueful ainarrative as the lives of the poets. In thé comparative 
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view of wretches, the criterion is not what they are doomed to suf- 
fer, but how they are formed to bear. Take a being of our kind, 
give him a stronger imagination, and a more’ delicate sensibility, 
which between them will ever engender a more ungovernable set cf 
passions than are the usual lotofman: implant in him an irrestitible 
impulse to some idle vagary, . .. in short, send him after some 
pursuit which shall eternally mislead him from the paths of lucre, 
and yet curse him with.a keener relish than any man living for the 
pleasures that lucre can purchase; lastly, fill up the measure of his 
woes by bestowing on him a spurning sense of his own dignity— 
and you have created a wight nearly as miserableas a poet.’”? © This 
passage will recall to many the catalogue of sore evils to which 


poets are by their temperament exposed, which Wordsworth in his 
Leech-gatherer enumerates. 


“The fear that kills, 
And hope that is unwilling to be fed; 
Cold, pain, and Jabour, and all fleshly ills 
And mighty poets in their misery dead.” 


In writing that poem Wordsworth had Burns among others 
prominently in his eye. What a commentary is the life’of the 
more impulsive poetion the lines of his younger and more self-con- 
trolling brother! During those rus of political unrest and of 
growing mental disquiet, his chief solace was, as I have said, to 
compose songs for Thomson’s Collection, into which he poured a 
continual supply. Indeed it is wonderful how often he was able to 
escape from his own vexations into that serener atmosphere, and 
there to suit melodies and moods most alien to his own with fitting 
words. 

Here in one of his letters to Thomson is the way he describes 
himself in the act of composition. “My way is—I consider the 
poetic sentiment correspondent to my idea of the musical expres- 
sion ; then choose my theme; begin onestanza; when that is com- 
posed, which is generally the most difficult part of the business, I 
walk out, sit down nowand then, look out for objects in nature around 
me that are in unison and harmony with the cogitations of my fancy 
and workings of my bosom; humming every now and then the air 
with the verses I have: framed. When I feel wy Muse beginning 
to jade, I retire to the solitary fireside of my study, and there com- 
mit my effusions to paper; swinging at intervals on the hind legs 
of my elbow chair, by way of calling forth my own critical strictures 
as my pen goes on.”’ To this may be added what Allan Cunning- 
ham tells us.“ While he lived in Dumfries he had three favourite 
walks—on the Dock-green by the river-side ; among the ruins of 
Lincluden College; and towards the Martingdon-ford, on the north 
side of the Nith. This latter place was secluded, commanded a 
view of the distant hills.:and the romantic towers of Lincluden, and 
afforded soft greensward banks to rest upon, within sightand sound 
of the stream. As soon as: he was heard to hum to himself, his 
wife saw that he had something in his mind, and was'.prepared ‘to 
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see him snatch up his hat, and set silently off for his musing-ground, 
When by himself, andin the open air, his ideas arranged themselves 
in their natural order—words came at will, and he seldom returned 
without having finished.a song. ». . Whenthe verses were finished, 
he passed them through the ordealof Mrs. Burns’s voice, listened 
attentively when she sang ; asked her if any ofthe words were diffi- 
cult; and when: one happened to be too. rough, he readily found 
a smoother; but he never, save at the resolute entreaty of a sci- 
entific musician, sacrificed sense to sound. “The autumn was. his 
favourite season, and the twilight his favourite hour of study.” 

Regret has often been expressed that Burns spent so much time 
and thought on writing his songs, and, in this way, diverted his en- 
ergies from higher aims.. Sir Walter has. said, “Notwithstanding 
the spirit of many of his lyrics, and the exqusite sweetness and sim- 
plicity of others, we cannot but deeply regret that so much of his 
time and talents was frittered away in compiling and composing for 
musical collections... There is sufficient evidence that even the 
genius of Burns could not support him inthe monotonous task of 
writing love-verses, on heaving bosoms and sparkling eyes, and 
twisting them into such rhythmical forms as might suit the capri- 
cious evolutions of Scotch reels and)strathspeys.” Even if Burns, 
instead of continual song-writing during the last eight years of his 
life, had concentrated his strength on “his grand plan of a dramatic 
composition” on the subject.of Bruce’s. adventures, it may be 
doubted whether he would have done so much to enrich his coun- 
try’s literature as he has done by the songs he composed. But 
considering how desultory his habits became, if Johnson and Thom- 
son had not, as it were, set. him a congenial task, he might not have 
produced anything at all during those years. There is, however, 
another aspect in which the continual composition of love ditties 
must be regretted. The few genuine love-songs, straight from the 
heart, which he composed, such as Of a’ the Airts, To Mary in 
Heaven, Ye Banks and Braes, can hardly be too highly prized. 
But there are many others, which arose from a lower and fictitious 
source of inspiration. He himself: tells: Thomson that when he 
wished to compose a love-song, his recipe was to put himself on a 
‘regimen of admiring a beautiful woman.”. This was a dangerous 
regimen, and when it came to be often repeated, as it was, it can- 
Hof have tended to his peace of heart, or to the purity of his 
ife. 

The first half of the year 1734 wasa more than usually unhappy 
time with Burns... It was almost entirely. songless. Instead of 
poetry, we hear of political dissatisfaction, excessive drinking- 
bouts, quarrels, and self-reproach.. This was the time when our 
country was at war with the French Republic—a war which Burns 
bitterly disliked, but his employment under Government forced him 
to set “a seal on his lips as to, those unlucky politics.” A regi- 
ment of soldiers was, quartered in the town of Dumfries, and to 
Burns’s eye the sight of their red. coats was so offensive, that he 
would not: go down the plainstones lest he should meet “the epaus 
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letted puppies,” who thronged the street. One of those epauletted 
puppies, whom he so disliked, found occasion to pull Burns up 
rather smartly.” The poet, when in his cups, had in the hearing of 
a‘certain captain proposed as a toast, “ May our success in the 
present war be equal to the justice of our cause.’ The ‘soldier 
called him to account—a duel seemed imminent, and Burns had next 
day to write an apologetic letter, in order to avoid the risk of ruin. 
About the same time he was involved, through intemperance, in 
another and more painful quarrel. It has been already noticed 
that at Woodley Park he was a continual guest. With Mrs. Rid- 
del, who was both beautiful and witty, he carried on a kind of 
poetic flirtation. Mr. Walter Riddel, the host, was wont to press 
his guests to deeper potations than were usual even in those hard- 
drinking days. One evening, when the guests had sat till they 
were inflamed with wine, they entered the drawing-room, and Burns 
in some way grossly insulted the fair hostess. Next day he wrote 
a letter of the most abject and extravagant penitence. This, how- 
ever, Mr. and Mrs. Riddel did not think fit to accept. Stung by 
this rebuff, Burns recoiled at once to the opposite extreme of feel- 
ing, and penned a grossly scurrilous monody on “a lady famed for 
her caprice.” This he followed up by other lampoons, full of 
‘coarse rancour against a lady who had showed him many kind- 
nesses.” ‘The Laird of Friars Carse and his lady naturally sided 
with their relatives, and grew cold to their old friend of Ellisland. 
While this coldness lasted, Mr. Riddel, of Friars Carse, died in the 
spring-time, and the poet, remembering his- friend’s worth and 
former kindness, wrote'a sonnet over him—not one of his best or 
most natural performances, yet showing the return of his better 
heart. During the same spring we hear of Burns going to the house 
of one of the neighbouring gentry, and dining there, not with the 
rest of the party, but his own choice, it would seem, with the house- 
keeper in her room, and joining the gentlemen in the dining-room 
after the ladies had retired. He was now, it seems, more disliked 
by ladies than by men—a change since those Edinburgh days, when 
the highest dames of the land had spoken so rapturously of the 
charm of his conversation. 

Amid the gloom of this unhappy time (179t), Burns turned to 
his. old Edinburgh friend, Alexander Cunningham, and poured 
forth this passionate and well-known complaint :—* Canst thou 
minister to a mind diseased ? Canst thou speak peace and rest to 
a soul tossed on a sea of troubles, without oné friendly star to 
guide her course, and dreading that the next surge may overwhelm 
her? Of late, a number of domestic vexations. and some pecu- 
niary share in the ruin of these cursed times—losses which, though 
trifling, were what I could ill bear—have so irritated me, that my 
feelings at times could only be envied by a reprobate spirit listen- 
ing to the sentence that dooms it to perdition.—Are you deep in 
the language of consolation?’ I have exhausted in reflection every 
topic of comfort. A heart at ease would have been charmed with 
my sentiments and reasonings; but as to myself, I was like Judas 


BURNS, 103 

Iscariot preaching the Gospel... . Still there are two great pil- 
lars that bear us up amid the wreck of misfortune and misery. 
The one is composed of a certain noble, stubborn something in- 
man, known by the names of Courage, Fortitude, Magnanimity. 
The other is made up of those feelings and sentiments which, how- 
ever the sceptic may deny them, or the enthusiast may disfigure 
them, are yet, I am convinced, original and component parts of the 
human soul, those senses of the mind—if I may be allowed the ex- 
pression—which connect us with and link us to those awful obscure 
realities—an all-powerful and equally beneficent God, and a world 
to come, beyond death and the grave. The first gives the nerve of 
combat, while a ray of hope beams on the field: the last pours the 
_ balm of comfort into the wounds which time can never cure.” 

This remarkable, or, as Lockhart calls it, noble letter, was 
written on February 25, 1794. It was probably a few months later, 
perhaps in May of the same year, while Burns was still under this de- 
pression, that there occurred an affecting incident, which has been 
preserved by ‘Lockhart. Mr. David McCulloch, of Ardwell, told 
‘Lockhart, “that he was seldom more grieved than when, riding 
into Dumfries one fine summer’s evening, to attend a country ball, 
he saw Burns walking alone, on the shady side of the principal 
stréet of the town, while the opposite part was gay with successive 
groups of gentlemen and ladies, all drawn together for the festi- 
vities of the night, not one of whom seemed willing to recognise 
the poet. The horseman dismounted and joined Burns, who, on 
his proposing to him to cross the street, said, “Nay, nay, my young 
friend, that’s all over now ;’ and quoted, after a pause, some verses 
of Lady Grizzell Baillie’s pathetic ballad : 


“« Fis bonnet stood ance fu’ fair on his brow, 
His auld ane looked better than mony ane’s new; 
But now he lets.’t wear ony way it will hing, 
And casts himsell dowie upon the corn-bing. 


“OQ, were we young, as we ance hae been, 
We suld hae been galloping down on yon green, 
And linking it owre the lilyewhite lee— 
And werena my heart light, I wad die.’” 


“Tt was little in Burns’s character to let his feelings on certain 
subjects escape.in this fashion. , He immediately after citing these 
verses assumed the sprightliness of his most pleasing manner ; and 
taking his friend home with him, entertained him very agreeably 
until the hour of the ball arrived, with a bowl of his usual potation, 
and Bonnie Jean’s singing of some verses which he had recently 
composed.” be : 

In June we find him expressing to Mrs. Dunlop the earliest 
hint that he felt his health declining. “1 am afraid,” he says, 
“that Iam about to suffer for the follies of my youth. My medi- 
cal friends threaten me with flying gout; but I trust they are mis-_ 
taken.” And again, a few months later, we find him, when writing 
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to the same friend, recurring to the same apprehensions, _Vexation: 
and disappointment within, and excesses, if not continual, yet too 
frequent, from without, had for long been undermining his natu- 
rally strong but nervously sensitive frame, and those symptoms were 
now making themselves felt, which were soon to lay him in an early 
grave. As the autumn drew on, his singing powers revived, and 
till the close of the year he kept pouring into Thomson a stream of 
songs, some of the highest stamp, and hardly one without a touch 
such as only the genuine singer can give. ' 

The letters, too, to Thomson, with which he accompanies his 
gifts, are full of suggestive thoughts on song, hints most precious to 
all who care for such matters. For the forgotten singers of his 
native land he is full of sympathy. “By the way,” he writes to 
Thomson, “ are you not vexed to think that those men of genius, 
for such they certainly were, who composed our fine Scottish lyrics, 
should be unknown ? ” : 

Many of the songs of that autumn were, as usual, love-ditties ; 
but when the poet could forget the lint-white locks of Chloris, of 
which kind of stuff there is more than enough, he would write as 
good songs on other and manlier subjects.. Two of these, written, 
the one in November, 1794, the other in January, 1795, belong to 
the latter order, and are worthy of careful regard, not only for their 
excellence as songs, but also.as illustrations of the poet’s moad of 
mind at the time when he composed them. 

The first is this— 


“Contented wi’ little, and cantie wi’ mair, 
Whene’er I forgather wi’ sorrow and care, 
I gie them a skelp as they’re creepin’ alang, 
Wi’ a cog o’ gude swats, and an auld Scottish sang 


“T whyles claw the elbow o” troublesome thought ; 
But man is a soger, and life is a faught: 
My mirth and gude humour are coin in my pouch, 
And my Freedom’s my lairdship nae monarch dare touch. 


“ A towmond o’ trouble, should that be my fa’, 
A night 0’ gude fellowship southers it a’; 
When at the blythe end o’ our journey at last, 
Wha the deil ever thinks o’ the road he has past? 


“ Blind Chance, let her snapper and stoyte on her way; 
Be’t to me, be’t frae me, e’en let the jade gae : 
Come Ease, or come Travail, come Pleasure or Pain, 
My warst word is—Welcome, and wélcome again.” 

This song gives Burns’s idea of himself, and of his struggle 
with the world, when he could look on both from the placid, rather 
than the despondent side. He regarded it as a true picture of 
himself; for, when a good miniature of him had been done, he 
wrote to Thomson that he wished a vignette from it to be prefixed 
to this song, that, in his own words, “the portrait of my face and 
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the picture of my mind'may go down the stream of time together,” 


‘Burns had more moods of mind than most men, and this was, we 


may hope, no unfrequent one with him. But if we would reach the 
truth, we probably ought to strike a balance between the spirit of 
this song and the dark moods depicted in some of those letters 
already quoted. 

The other song of the same time is the well-known A Man's a 
Man for @ that. This powerful song speaks out in his best style 
a sentiment that through all his. life had been dear to the heart of 
Burns. It has been quoted, they say, by Béranger in France, and 
by Goethe in Germany, and is the word which springs up in the 
mind of all foreigners when they think of Burns. It was inspired, 
no doubt, by his keen sense of social oppression, quickened to 
white heat by influences that had lately come from France, and by 
what he had suffered for his\ sympathy with that cause. It has 
since become the watchword of all who fancy that they have se- 
cured Jess, and others more, of this world’s goods than their re- 
spective merit deserves. Stronger words he never wrote. 


“ The rank is but.the guinea’s stamp, 
The man’s the gowd for a’ that.” 


That is a word for all time. Yet perhaps it might have been wished 
that so noble a song had not been marred by any touch of social 
bitterness. A lord, no doubt, may be a “birkie” and a “coof,” 
but may not aploughman be so too? This great song Burns wrote 
on the first day of 1795. : 

Towards the end of 1794, and in the opening of 1795, the panic 
which had filled the land in 1792, from the doings of the French 
republicans, and their sympathisers in this country, began to abate ; 
and the blast of Government displeasure, which for a time had 
beaten heavily on Burns, seemed to have blown over. He writes 
to Mrs. Dunlop on the 29th of December, 1794, ‘‘ My political sins 
seem to be.forgiven me;’’ and as'a proof of it he mentions 
that during the illness of his superior officer, he had been ap- 
pointed to act as supervisor—a duty which he discharged for about 
two months. In the same letter he sends to that good lady his 
usual kindly greeting for the coming year, and concludes thus :— 
“ What a transient business is life! Very lately I was a boy; but 
t’? other day I was a young man; and I already begin to feel the 
rigid fibre and stiffening joints of old age coming fast o’er my 
frame. With all the follies of youth, and, I fear, a few vices of 
manhood, still I congratulate myself on having had, in early days, 
religion strongly impressed on my mind.” - Burns always keeps his 
most serious thoughts for this good lady. Herself religious, she 
no doubt tried to keep the truths of religion before the poet’s mind. 
And he naturally was drawn out to reply in a tone more unreserved 
than when he wrote to most others. 

In February of the ensuing year, 1795, his duties as supervisor 
led him to what he describes as the “ unfortunate, wicked little vil- 
lage” of Ecclefechan, in Annandale. The night after he arrived, 
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there fell the heaviest snow-storm known in Scotland within living 
memory. When people awoke next morning they found the snow 
up to the windows of the second story of their houses. In the hols 
low of Campsie hills it lay to the depth of from eighty to a hundred 
feet, and it had not disappeared from the streets of Edinburgh on 
the king’s birthday, the 4thof June. Storm-stayed at Ecclefechan, 
Burns indulged in deep potations and in song-writing. Probably 
he imputed to the place that with which his own conscience re- 
proached himself. Currie, who was a native of Ecclefechan, much 
offended, says, “The poet must have been tipsy indeed to abuse 
sweet Ecclefechan at this rate.” It was also the birthplace of the 
poet’s friend Nicol, and of a greater than he. On the 4th of De- 
cember in the very year on which Burns visited it, Mr. Thomas 
Carlyle was born in that village. Shortly after his visit, the poet 
beat his brains to find a rhyme for Ecclefechan, and to twist it into ~ 
a song. 

In March of the same year we find him again joining in local 
politics, and writing electioneering ballads for Heron of Heron, 
the Whig candidate for the Stewartry of Kirkcudbright, against the 
nominee of the Earl of Galloway, against whom and his family 
Burns seems to have harboured some peculiar enmity. 

Mr. Heron won the election, and Burns wrote to him about his 
own prospects :—“ The moment I am appointed supervisor, in the 
common routine I may be nominated on the collectors’ list; and 
this is always a business of purely political patronage. _ A collector- 
ship varies much, from better than 200/, to near Iooo/. a year. A 
life of literary leisure, with a decent competency, is the summit of 
my wishes.” 

The hope here expressed was not destined to be fulfilled. It 
required some years for its realisation, and the years allotted to 
Burns were now nearly numbered. The prospect which he here 
dwells on may, however, have helped to lighten his. mental gloom 
during the last year of his life. For one year of activity there cer- 
tainly was, between the time when the cloud of political displeasure 
against him disappeared towards the end of 1794, and the time when 
his health finally gave way in the autumn of 1795, during which, to 
judge by his letters, he indulged much less in outbursts of social 
discontent. One proof of this is seen in the following fact. In the 
spring of 1795, a volunteer corps was raised in Dumfries, to defend 
the country, while the regular army was engaged abroad, in war 
with France. Many of the Dumfries Whigs, and among them 
Burns’s friends, Syme and Dr. Maxwell, enrolled themselves.in the 
corps, in order to prove their loyalty and patriotism, on which some 
suspicions had previously been cast. Burns too offered himself, 
and was received into the corps. Allan Cunningham remembered 
the appearance of the regiment, “their odd but not ungraceful 
dress ; white kerseymere breeches and waistcoat.; short blue coat, 
faced with red ; and round hat, surmounted by a bearskin, like the 
helmets of the Horse Guards.”’? Heremembered the poet too, as he 
showed among them, “his very swarthy face, his ploughman.stoop, 
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his large dark eyes, and his awkwardness in handling his arms.” 
But if fe could not handle his musket deftly, he could do what none 
else in that or any other corps could, he could sing a patriotic stave 
which thrilled the hearts not only of his comrades, but every Briton 
from Land’s End to Johny Groat’s. 
This is one of the verses :— 
“ The kettle o’ the kirk and state 
Perhaps a clout may fall in’t; 
But deil a foreign tinkler loun 
Shall ever ca’ a nail in’t. 
Our fathers’ blude the kettle bought, 
And wha wad dare to spoil it? 
By heavens! the sacrilegious dog 
Shall fuel be to boil it! 
By heavens !, the sacrilegious dog 
Shall fuel be to boil it!” 


This song flew throughout the land, hit the taste of the country- 
people everywhere, and is said to have done much to change the 
feelings of those who were. disaffected. Much blame has been 
cast upon the Tory Ministry, then in power, for not having offered 
a pension to Burns. It was not, it is said, that they did not know 
of him, or that they disregarded his existence. For Mr. Adding- 
ton, afterwards Lord Sidmouth, we have seen, deeply felt his ge- 
nius, acknowledged it in verse, and is said to have urged his claims 
upon the Government. Mr. Pitt, soon after the poet’s death, is 
reported to have said of Burns’s poetry, at the table of Lord Liver- 
pool, “I can think of no verse since Shakespeare’s that has so much 
the appearance of coming sweetly from nature.” It is on Mr. 
Dundas, however, at that time one of the Ministry, and’ the auto- 
crat of all Scottish affairs, that the heaviest weight of blame has 
fallen. But perhaps this is not altogether deserved. There is the 
greatest difference between a literary man, who holds his political 
Opinions in’ private, but refrains from mingling in party politics, and 
one who zealously espouses one side, and employs his literary 
power in promoting it... He threw himself into every electioneer- 
ing business with his whole heart, wrote, while he might have been 
better employed, electioneering ballads of little merit, in which he 
lauded Whig men and theories, and lampooned, often scutrilously, 
the supporters of Dundas. No doubt it would have been magnani- 
mous in the men then in power to have overlooked all these things, 
and, condoning the politics, to have rewarded the poetry of Burns. 
And it'were to be wished that such magnanimity were more com- 
mon among public men. But we do not see it practised even at 
the present ‘day, any more than it was in the time of Burns. 

During the first ‘half of 1795 the poet had gone on with his 
accustomed duties, and, during the intervals of business, kept send- 
ing to Thomson the songs’he from time to time composed. 

His professional prospects seemed at this time to be brighten- 
ing, for about the middle’ of May, 1795, his staunch friend, Mr. 
Graham, of'Fintray, would seem to have revived an earlier project 
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of having him transférred to a_post in Leith, with easy duty and.an 
income of nearly 200/. a year. . This project could notat the time be 
carried out ; but that it should have been thought of proves that 
political offences of the past were beginning to be forgotten. Dur- 
ing this same year there were symptoms that the respectable per- 
sons who had for some time frowned on him were willing to relent. 
A combination of causes, his politics, the Riddel quarrel, and his 
own many imprudences, had kept him under a cloud. And this 
disfavour of the well-to-do had not increased his self-respect or 
made him more carefal about the company he kept. Disgust with 
the world had made him reckless and defiant. But with the open- 
ing of 1795, the Riddels were reconciled to him, and received him 
once more into their good graces; and others, their friends, prob- 
ably followed their example. 

But the time was drawing near when the smiles or the frowns 
of the Damfries magnates would be alike indifferent to him. 
There has been more than enough of discussion among the 
biographers of Burns as to how far he really deteriorated in him- 
self during those Dumfries years, as to the extent and the causes 
of the social discredit into which he fell, and as to the charge that 
he took to low company... His early biographers—Currie, Walker, 
Heron—drew the picture somewhat darkly ; Lockhart and Cunning- 
ham have endeavoured to lighten the depth of the shadows. Cham- 
bers has laboured to give the facts impartially, has faithfully placed 
the lights and the shadows side by side, and has summed up the 
whole subject in an appendix on 7he Reputation of burns in his 
Later Years, to which I would refer any who desire to see this 
painful subject minutely handled. Whatever extenuations or ex- 
cuses may be alleged, all must allow that his course in Dumfries 
was on the whole a downward one, and- must concur, however re- 
luctantly, in the conclusion at which. Lockhart, while decrying the 
severe judgments of Currie, Heron, and others, is forced by truth 
to come, that “the untimely death of Burns was, it is too probable, 
hastened by his own intemperances and imprudences.” To inquire 
minutely, what was the extent of those intemperances. and what 
the nature of those imprudences, is a subject which can little profit 
any one, and on which one has no heart to enter. If the general 
statement of fact be true, the minute details are better left to the 
kindly oblivion, which, but for too prying curiosity, would by this 
time have overtaken them. 

Dissipated his life for some years certainly had been—deeply 
disreputable many asserted it to be.. Others, however, there were 
who took a more lenient view of him. Findlater, his superior in the 
Excise, used to assert that no officer under him was more regular 
in his public duties. Mr..Gray, then teacher of. Dumfries school, 
has left it on record, that mo parent he knew watched more care- 
fully over his children’s education—that he had often found the 
poet in his home explaining to his eldest boy. passages of the Eng- 
lish poets from Shakespeare to Gray, and that. the benefit of the 
father’s instructions was apparent in the excellence of the son’s 


~ BURNS. ro 
daily school performances. : This brighter side of the picture, how- 
ever, is not irreconciliable with that darker one. For Burns’s 
whole character was a compound of the most discordant and con- 
tradictory elenients. Dr. Chambers has well shown that he who 
at one hour was the douce sober Mr. Burns, in the next was 
changed to the maddest of Bacchanals: now he was glowing with 
the most generous sentiments, now sinking to the very opposite 
extreme. 

One of the last visits paid to him by any friend from a distance 
would seem to have been by Professor Walker, although the date 
of it is somewhat uncertain. Eight years had passed since the 
Professor had parted with: Burns at Blair Castle, after the poet’s 
happy visit there. In the account which the Professor has left of 
his two days’ interview with Burns at Dumfries, there are traces of 
disappointment with the change which the intervening years had 
wrought. It has -een alleged that prolonged residence in England 
had made the Professor fastidious, and more easily shocked with 
rusticity and coarseness. However this may be, he found Burns, 
as he thought, not improved, but more dictatorial, more free in his 
potations, more coarse and gross in his talk, than when he; had 
formerly known him. : 

For some time past there had not been wanting symptoms to 
show that the poet’s strength was already past.its prime. In June, 
1794, he had, as we have seen, told Mrs. Dunlop that he had been 
in poor health, and was afraid he was beginning to suffer for the 
follies of his youth. His physicians threatened him, he said, with 
flying gout, but he trusted they were mistaken. In the spring of 
1795, he said to one who called on him, that he was beginning to 
feel as if he were soon to be an old man. Still he went about all 
his usual employments. But during the latter part of that year his 
health seems to have suddenly declined. For some considerable 
time he was confined to a sick-bed.. Dr. Currie, who was likely to. 
be well informed, states that this illness lasted from October, 1795, 
till the following January. No details of his malady are given, and 
little more is known of his condition at this time, except what 
he himself has given in a letter to Mrs. Dunlop, and in a rhymed 
epistle to one of his brother Excisemen. 

At the close of the year he must have felt that, owing to his 
prolonged sickness, his funds were getting low. Else he would not 
have penned to his friend, Collector Mitchell, the following re- 
quest; ; 
“Friend of the Poet, tried and leal, 

Wha, wanting thee, might beg or steal ; 
Alake, alake, the meikle deil 

Wi a’ his witches 
Are at it, skelpin’! jig and reel, 

In my poor pouches. 


_ “I modestly fu fain wad hint it, s 
That one pound one, I sairly want it; 
If wi’ the hizzie down ye sent it, 
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: It would be kind; ~~ a 
And while my heart wi’ life-blood dunted, 
I’d bear’t in mind. 
% jlo * s 


‘ POSTSCRIPT. 


“ Ye’ve heard this while how I’ve been licket 
And by fell death was nearly nicket : 
Grim loun! he gat me by the fecket, © 

And sair me sheuk ; 
But by gude luck I lap a wicket, 
And turn’d a neuk. 


, But by that health, I’ve got a share o’t, 
And by that life, I’m promised mair o’t, 
My, heal and weel I’ll take a care o’t 

 A,tentier way: 
Then fareweel, folly, hide and hair o’t, _ 
_. For ance and aye.” 


It was, alas! too late now to bid farewell to folly, even if he 
could have done so indeed. With the opening of the year 1796 he 
somewhat revived, and the prudent resolve of his sickness disap- 
peared with the first prospect of returning health. Chambers thus 
records a fact which the local tradition of Dumfries confirms :— 
“ Early in the month of January, when his health was in the course 
of improvement, Burns tarried to a late hour at a jovial party in the 
Globe tavern. Before returning home, he unluckily remained for 
‘some time in the open air, and, overpowered by the effects of the 
liquor he had drunk, fell asleep... . A fatal chill penetrated his 
bones; he reached home with the seeds of a rheumatic fever al- 
ready in possession of his weakened frame. In this little accident, 
and not in the pressure of poverty or disrépute, or wounded feel- 
ings or a broken heart, truly lay the determining cause of the sadly 
shortened days of our national poet.” 

How long this new access of extreme illness confined him 
seems uncertain. Currie says for about a week; Chambers sur- 
mises a longer time. Mr. Scott Douglas says, that from the close 
of January till the month of April, he seems to have moved about 
with some hope of permanent improvement. But if he had such a 
hope, it was destined not to be fulfilled. Writing on the 31st of 
January, 1796. to Mrs. Dunlop, the trusted friend of so many con- 
fidences, this is the account he gives of himself :, . 

“T have lately drunk deep of the cup of affliction. The autumn 
robbed me of my only daughter and darling child, and that at a dis- 
tance, too, and so rapidly as to put it out of my power to pay the 
last duties to her. I had scarcely begun to recover from that 
shock, when I became myself the victim of a most severe rheum- 
atic fever, and long the die spun doubtful ; until, after many weeks 
of a sick-bed, it seems to have turned up life, and I am beginning 
to crawl across my room, and once indeed’ have been before my 
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own door in the street.” In; these words Burns,would seem to have 
put his two attacks together, as though they’.were but one pro- 
longed illness. 

‘It was about this time that, happening to meet a neighbour in 
the street, the poet talked with her seriously of his health, and said 
among other things this: “TI find that a man’ may live like a fool, 
but he will searcely die like one.” “As from’ time to time he ap- 
peared on the street during the éarly months of 1796, others of his 
old acquaintance were struck by the sight of a tall man of slovenly 
appearance and sickly aspect, whom a. “second look showed to be 
Burns, and that he was,dying., Yet. in.that. February there were 
still some flutters. of song; one of which. was, fey for the Lass we - 
a Tocher, written in answer to Thomson’s beseeching inquiry if he 
was never to hear,from him again, . Another was a rhymed epistle, 
in which he answers the inquiries of the colonel of his Volunteer 
Corps after his health. 

From about the middle of April, Burns seldom left his room, and 
for.a great part of each day was confined to bed. May came—a 
beautiful May—and.it.was hoped that its: genial influences might 
revive him. But while. young Jeffrey was writing, ‘itis the finest 
weather i in the world—the whole country is covered with green and 
blossoms ; and the sun shines perpetually through alight east wind,” 
Burns was shivering at every breath of the breeze. At. this crisis 
his, faithful wife was laid aside, unable toattend him.., But a young 
neighbour, Jessie Lewars, sister.of a brother exciseman, came to 
their house, assisted in all household work, and ministered to the 
dying poet. | She was at this time only a girl, but she lived to be a 
wife and mother, and. to see 'an honoured old age. Whenever we 
think of the last days of the poet, it is well to remember one who 
did so much to smooth his dying pillow. 

Burns himself .was deeply grateful, and his Peeatuce: as usual 
found his vent in song. But the old manner still clung to him. 
Even then he could not express his gratitude to his young benefac- 
tress without assuming the tone of a fancied lover. ‘Two songs in 
this strain he addressed to Jessie Lewars. | Of the second of these 
it is told, that one morning the poet said to her that if she would 
play to him any favourite tune for which she desired to have new 
words, he would do his best: to meet her wish. She sat down at 
the piano, and played: over ee times oe air of an old ia 
beginning thus : 


“The robin cam to. the wren’s nest, 
And keekit.in, and keekit in.” 


As soon as Burns had’ taken’ in the melody, hé’set to, and inia 
few minutes composed these beautiful words, the second of the 
songs which he addressed to Jessie: 


“ Oh! wert thou in the cauld blast, 
On yonder lea, on yonder lea, 
iy plaidie to the angry airt, 
I'd shelter thee, I’d shelter thee, 
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Or did misfortune’s bitter storms 
Around thee blaw, around. thee blaw, 
Thy bield should be my bosom, ; 
to share it a’, to share it a’. 


“ Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare, 
The desert were a paradise, 

If thou wert there, if thou wert there; 
Or were I monarch o’ the globe, 

Wi’ thee to reign, wi’ thee to reign, 
The brightest jewel in my crown 

Wad be my queen, wad be my queen.” 


Mendelssohn is said to have so much admired this song, that he 
composed for it what Chambers pronounces an air of exquisite 
pathos. ’ 

June came, but brought no improvement, rather rapid decline 
of health. On the 4th of July (1796) he wrote to Johnson, ‘ Many 
a merry meeting this publication (the J7useuyz) has given us,’and 
possibly it may give us more, though, alas! I fear it. This pro- 
tracting, slow consuming illness will, I doubt much, my ever dear 
friend, arrest my sun before he has reached his middle career, and 
will turn over the poet to far more important concerns: than study- 
ing the brilliancy of wit or the pathos of sentiment.” On the day 
on which he wrote these words, he left Dumfries for a lonely place 
called Brow, on the Solway shore, to try the effects of sea-bathing. 
He went alone, for his wife was unable to accompany him. | While 
he was at Brow, his. former friend, Mrs. Walter Riddel, to whom, 
after their estrangement, he had been reconciled, happened to be 
staying, for the benefit of her health, in the neighbourhood. She 
asked Burns to dine with her, and sent her carriage to bring him 
to her house. This is part of the account she gives of that inter- 
view: fa 

“T was struck with his appearance on entering the room. “The 
stamp of death was imprinted on his features. He seemed alread 
touching the brink of eternity. His first salutation was, ‘ Well, 

‘madam, have you-any commands for the other world ??» I replied 
that it seemed a doubtful case which of us should be there soonest, 
and that I hoped:he would yet live to write my epitaph. He looked 
in my face with an air of great kindness, and expressed his concern 
at seeing me look so ill, with his accustomed sensibility... . We 
had a long and serious conversation about his present situation, 
and the approaching termination of all his earthly prospects. He 
spoke of his death without any of, the, ostentation of philosophy, 
but with firmness as well as feeling, as an event likely to happen 
very soon, and which gave him concern chiefly from leaving his 
four children so young and unprotected, and _ his wife hourly ex- 
pectingafifth. He mentioned, with seeming pride and satisfaction, 
the promising genius of his eldest son, and the flattering marks of 
approbation he had received from his teachers, and dwelt particu- 
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larlyon his hopes of! that boy’s future conduct and merit. His 
anxiety for his family seemed to hang heavy on him, and the more 
perhaps from the reflection that he had not done them all the jus- 
tice he was so well qualified to do. Passing from this subject, he 
showed great concern about the care of his literary fame, and par- 
ticularly the publicationof his posthumous works. He said he 

was well aware that his death would create some-noise, and that 
every scrap of his writing would be revived against him to the in- 
jury of -his future reputation; that his letters. and verses written 
with unguarded and. improper freedom, .and which he earnestly 
wished to have buried in. oblivion, would-be handed about by idle 
vanity or malevolence, when no dread’ of his resentment would re- 
strain them, or prevent the censures of shrill-tongued malice, or the 
insidious sareasms of envy, from pouring forth all their venom to 
blast: hisdame.s.< 2» sos 

“He lamented that he had written many epigrams on persons 
against whom he entertained no enmity, and whose characters he 
would be sorry to wound; and many indifferent poetical pieces, 
which he feared would now, with all their imperfections on their 
head, be thrust upon the world. On this account he deeply re- 
gretted having deferred to put his papers in a state of arrangement, 
as he was now incapable of the exertion. . . . The conversation,” 
she adds, ‘was kept up with great evenness and animation on his 
side. I jhad seldom seen his: mind greater or more collected. 
There was frequently a considerable degree of vivacity in his 
sallies, and they would probably have had a greater share, had not 
the concern and dejection I could not-discuise’ damped the spirit 
cf pleasaniry he seemed not-unwilling to indulge. 

__» “We parted about sunset on the evening of that day (the 5th 
July, 1796); the next day I saw him again, and we parted to meet 
no more !”’ 

It is not wonderful that Burns should have felt some anxiety. 
about the literary legacy he was leaving to mankind. Not about 
his best poems these, he ‘must have known, would take care of 
themselves. |Yet even among the poems which he had published 
with his name, were some “which dying’? he well might “wish to 
blot.” There lay among his papers letters too, and other “ fallings | 
from him,” which he no doubt would have desired to suppress, but 
of which, if they have not all been made public, enough have appeared 
to justify his fears of that idle vanity, if not malevolence, which, 
after his death, would rake upevery scrap he had written, uncaring 
how it might injure his good name, or affect future generations of 
his admirers. No poet perhaps has suffered more from the indis- 
criminate and unscrupulous curiosity of editors, catering too greedily 
for the public, than Burns has done. 

Besides anxieties of this kind, he, during those last days, had to 
bear another burden of care that pressed even more closely heme. 
To pain of body, absence from his wife and children, and haunting 
anxiety on their account, was added the pressure of some small 
debts and the fear of want. By the rules of the Excise, his full’ 

oe) 
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salary would not be allowed him during his illness ; and though the 
Board agreed to continue Burns in his full pay, he never knew this 
in:time to be comforted by it.. With his small income diminished, 
how could he meet the increased:expenditure caused by sickness ? 
We have,seen how at the beginning of the year he had written to 
his friend Mitchell to ask the loan of a guinea. One or two letters, 
asking for the payment of some old debts due to him by a former 
companion, still remain. During his stay at Brow, on the 12th of 
July, he wrote to: Thomson the following memorable letter’: 

“ After all my boasted: independence, curst necessity compels 
me to implore you for five pounds... A cruel scoundrel of a haber- 
dasher, to whom I owe an account, taking it: into his head that I am 
dying, has. commenced a process, and will infallibly put me into jail. 
Do, for God’s; sake, send that) sum, and that) by return of: post. 
Forgive me this earnestness, but the horrors of a jail have made 
me half distracted. | donotask allthis gratuitously ; for, upon return- 
ing health, I hereby promise and engage to furnish you with five 
pounds’ worth of the neatest, song-genius you have seen. I tried 
my hand on Rothermurchie this morning. The measure is so 
difficult that it is impossible to infuse much genius into the lines. 
They are on the other:side. Forgive, forgive me!” And on the 
other:side was written Burns’s last song, beginning, “Fairest maid, 
on Devon banks.’’ » Was it native feeling, or inveterate habit, that 
made him that morning revert to the happier days*he had seen on 
the banks of Devon, and sing a last song to one of the two beauties 
he had there admired? Chambers thinks it was to Charlotte 
Hamilton ; the latest editor refers it to Peggy Chalmers. : 

Thomson at once sent the sum asked for. He has been much, 
but not justly, blamed for not having sent-a much larger sum, and. 
indeed for not having.repaid the poet for his songs long before. 
Against such charges it is enough to reply that when Thomson had 
formerly volunteered some moneyito Burns in return for his songs, 
the indignant poet told him that if he ever again thought of such a 
thing, their intércourse must thenceforth cease. . And forthe small- 
ness of the sum sent, it should be remembered that Thomson was 
himself a poor man, and had not.at this time made anything by his 
Collection of Songs, and never did make much beyond repayment 
of his large outlay, 

On the same day on which Burns wrote thus to Thomson he 
wrote another. letter in much’the same ‘terms to his cousin, Mr. 
James Burns, of Montrose, asking him to assist him with ten pounds, 
which was at once.sent by his relative, who, though not a rich, was 
a generous-hearted man. 

There was still.a third letter written on that 12th of July (1796) 
from Brow. Of Mrs. Dunlop, who had for some months céased her 
correspondence with him, the poet takes this affecting farewell :— 
“‘T have written you'so often, without receiving any answer, that I 
would not trouble you again but for the circumstances in which I 
am. An illness which has long hung» about me, in all probability 
will speedily send me beyond. that ‘bourn whence ‘no traveller re 
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turns.’ Your friendship, with which for many years you honoured 
me, was a friendship dearest to my soul. | Your conversation, and 
especially your correspondence, were at once highly entertaining 
and instructive. With what pleasure did I use to break up the 


_ seal! The remembrance yet adds one pulse more to my poor palpi- 


tating heart. Farewell!” Y 
- On the 14th he wrote to ‘his wife, saying that though the sea- 
bathing had eased his pains, it had'not'done anything to restore his 
health. The following anecdote of him at this time has been pre- 
served :—“A night. or two before Burns left Brow, he drank tea 
with Mrs. Craig, widow of the minister of Ruthwell. His altered 
appearance excited much silent sympathy; and the evening being 
beautiful, and the sun shining brightly through the casement, Miss 
Craig (afterwards Mrs. Henry Duncan) ° was afraid the light might 
be too much ‘for him,:and' rose’ to let down the window-blinds. 
Burrs immediately guessed what she meant, and regarding the 
young lady with a look of great benignity, said, ‘Thank you, my 
dear, for your kind attention; but oh! let him shine: he will not 
shine long for me.’” 
On the 18th July he left Brow, and returned to Dumfties in a 
small spring cart. When he’ alighted, the on-lookers saw that he 
was hardly able 'to stand, and observed ‘that he walked with totter- 
ing steps to his door. Those who saw him enter his house, knew 
by his appearance that’ he would ‘never again cross that threshold 
alive. When the news spread in Dumfries that Burns had returned 
from Brow and was dying, the whole town’ was deeply moved. 
Allan Cunningham, who was present, thus describes what he'saw: 
—<The anxiety of the people) high’ and low, was very great. 
Wherever two or three were together, their talk was of Burns, and 
of him alone. © They spoke of his history, of his person, and of his 
works ; of his witty’sayings, and sarcastic replies, and of his too 
early fate, with much enthusiasm, and sometimes with deep feeling. 
All that he had done, and all that they had hoped he would accom- 
plish, were talked of. Half a'dozen of them’ stopped Dr. Maxwell 
in the street, and said, ‘ How is Burns, sir?’ He shook his head, 
saying. ‘He cannot be worse,’ and passed'on to be subjected to 
similar inquiries farther up the way. I heard one of a group in- 
quire, with much simplicity, “Who do you think will be our poet 


“now???” ‘ 


During the three or four days between his return from Brow 
and the énd, his mind, when not roused by conversation, wandered 
in'delirium. | Yet when‘friends drew near his béd, sallies of his old 
wit would for a moment return. To a brother volunteer who came 
to see him he said, with a’smile, “John, don’t let the awkward squad 
fire over me.” His wife was unable to attend him; and four help- 
less children wandered from room to room gazing on their unhappy 
parents. All the while, Jessie Lewars was ministering to the help- 


_ jess’and'to the dying’ one, and doing what kindness could do to re- 


lieve their suffering. On the fourth day after his return, the 21st 
of July, Burns sank into his’last sleep. His children stood around 
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his bed, and. his eldest son remembered long afterwards all the cir- 
cumstances of that sad hour. f 

~The news that Burns was dead, sounded through all Scotland 
like a knell announcing a great national bereavement. Men woke 
up to feel the greatness of the gift which in him had been vouch- 
safed to their generation, and which had met, on the whole, with 
so poor a reception. Self-reproach mingled with the universal 
sorrow, as men asked. themselves whether they might not have 
done more to cherish and prolong that rarely gifted life. 

Of course there was a great public funeral, in which the men of 
Dumfries and the neighbourhood, high and low, appeared as mourn- 
ners, and soldiers and volunteers with colours, muffled drums, and 
arms reversed, not very appropriately mingled in the procession. 
At the very time when they were laying her husband in his grave, 
Mrs. Burns gave birth to his posthumous son. He was: called 
Maxwell, after the physician who attended his father, but he died 
in,infancy. The spot where the poet was laid was in a corner of 
St. Michael’s churchyard, and the grave remained fora time un- 
marked by any monument. After some years his wife placed over 
it a plain, unpretending stone, inscribed with his name and age, and 
with the names of his two boys, who were buried in the same place. 
Well had it been, if he had been allowed to rest undisturbed in 
this grave where his family had laid him. But well-meaning, 
though ignorant, officiousness would not suffer it to be so. Nearly 
twenty years after the poet’s death, a huge, cumbrous, unsightly, 
mausoleum was, by public subscription, erected ata little distance 
from his original resting-place. This structure was adorned with 
an ungraceful figure in marble, representing ‘‘ The, muse of 
Coila finding the poet at the plough, and throwing her inspiring 
mantle over him.” To this was added a long, rambling epitaph 
in tawdry Latin, as though any inscription which scholars could 
devise could equal the simple name of Robert Burns. When the 
new structure was completed, cn the 19th September, 1815, his 
grave was opened, and men for a moment gazed with awe on the 
form of Burns, seemingly as entire as on the day when first it was 
laid in the grave. But as they began to raise it, the whole body 
crumbled to dust, leaving only the head and bones. These relics 
they bore to the mausoleum which had been prepared for their re- 
ception. But not even yet was the poet’s dust to be allowed to- 
rest in peace. When his widow died, in March, 1834, the mau- 
soleum was opened, that she might be laid by her husband’s side. 
Some craniologists of Dumfries were then permitted, in the name 
of so-called science, to desecrate his dust with their inhuman out- 
rage. At thedead of night, between the 31st of March and the 
tst of April, these men laid their profane fingers on the skull of 
Burns, “tried their hats upon it, and found them all too little: ” 
applied their compasses, registered the size of the so-called nana 
and “satisfied themselves that Burns had capacity enough to ‘come 
pose Tam o’ Shanter, The Cotter’s Saturday Night, and To Mary 
in Heaven,” This done, they laid the head once again in the hal- 
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lowed ground, where, let. us hope, it. will-be. disturbed no more. 
This mausoleum, unsightly though it is, has-become a place of pil- 
grimage whither yearly crowds of travellers resort, from the ends 
of the earth, to gaze on the resting-place of Scotland’s peasant 
poet, and thence to pass to that other consecrated place within 
ruined Dryburgh, where lies the dust of a kindred spirit by his own 
Tweed. 
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? CHAPTER VI. 
CHARACTER, POEMS, SONGS. 


IF this narrative has in any way succeeded in giving the lights 
and the shadows of Burns’s life} little comment need now be added. 
The reader will, it is hoped, gather from the brief record of facts here 
presented a better impression of the man as he was, in his strength 
and in his weakness, than from any attempt which might have been 
made to bring his various qualities together into a moral portrait. 
Those who wish to see a comment on his character, at once wise 
and tender, should turn to Mr. Carlyle’s famous essay on Burns. 

What estimate is to be formed of Burns—not as a poet, but as 
a man—is a question that will long be asked, and will be variously 
answered, according to the principles men hold, and the: tempera- 
ment they are of. Men of the world will regard him one way, 
worshippers of genius in another; and there are many whom the 
judgments of neither of these will satisfy. One thing is plain to 
every one; it is the contradiction between the noble gifts he had 
and the actual life he lived, which make his career the painful 
tragedy it was. When, however, we look more closely into the 
original outfit of the man, we seem in some sort to see how this 
came to be. 

Given a being born into the world with a noble nature, endow- 
ments of head and heart beyond any of his time, wide-ranging 
sympathies, intellectual force of the strongest man, sensibility as 
of the tenderest woman, possessed also by a keen sense of right 
and wrong which he had brought from a pure home—place all 
these high gifts on the one side, and over against them a lower 
nature, fierce and turbulent, filling him with wild passions which 
were hard to restrain and fatal to indulge—and between these two 
opposing natures, a weak and irresolute will, which could overhear 
the voice of conscience, but had no strength to obey it; launch 
such a man on such a world as this, and itis but too plain what 
the end will be. From earliest manhood till the close, flesh and 
spirit were waging within him interminable war, and who shall say 
which had the victory? Among his countrymen there are many 
who are so captivated with his brilliant gifts and his genial tem- 
perament, that they will not listen to any hint at the deep defects 
which marred them. Some would even go s0 far as to claim hon- 
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our for him, not only as Scotland’s greatest poet, but as one of the 
best men she has produced. Those who thus try to canonise 
Burns are no true friends'to his memory. They do but challenge 
the counter-verdict, and force men. ,to recall facts which, if they 
cannot forget, they would fain leave in silence. These moral de- 
fects it is ours to know; it is notours to judge him who had them. 

While some would claim: for Burns a niche among Scotland’s 
saints, others would give him rank as one of her religious teachers. 
This claim, if not so absurd as the other,,is hardly more tenable. 
The religion described by Burns in Zhe Cotter’s Saturday Night 
is, it should. be remembered, his father’s faith, not his own. ‘The 
fundamental truths of natural religion, faith in God and in immor- 
tality, amid sore trials of heart, he no doubt clung to, and has 
forcibly expressed. But there is nothing in his poems or in his 
letters which goes beyond sincere deism—nothing which is in any 
way distinctively Christian. 

Even were his teaching of religion much fuller than it is, one 
essential thing is still wanting. . Before men can accept any one as 
a religious teacher, they not. unreasonably expect that his practice 
should in some measure bear out his, teaching. It was not as an 
authority on such matters that, Burns. ever regarded himself. In 
his Bard’s Epitaph, composed ten. years before his death, he took 
a far truer. and humbler measure of. himself than any of his critics 
or panegyrists have done : 


“ The poor inhabitant below 
Was quick to learn and wise to know, 
And keenly felt the friendly glow 
And softer flame ; 
But thoughtless folly laid him low, 
And stained his name. 


““ Reader, attend ! whether thy soul 
Soars fancy’s flight beyond the pole, 
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole, 

In low pursuit ; 
Know, prudent, cautious self-control 
Is wisdom’s root.” 


“A confession,” says Wordsworth, “ at once devout, poetical, and 
human—a history in the shape of a prophecy.” 
Leaving the details of his personal story, and— 


“ Each unquiet theme, 
Where gentlest judgments may misdeem,” 


itis a great relief to turn to the bequest that he has left to the 
world in, his poetry. How often has one been tempted to wish 
that we had known as little of the actual career of Burns as we do 
of the life of Shakespeare, or even of Homer, and had been left to 
read his mind and character only by the light of his works! That 
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poetry, though 4 fragmentary, is still a faithful transcript of what 
was best in the’man; and though his stream of song contains some 
sediment we could wish away, yet as a whole, how vividly, clearly, 
sunnily it flows ! how far the good preponderates over the evil! 
What that’ good is must now be briefly said. To take his 
earliest productions first, his poems as distinct from his songs. 
Almost all the best of these are, with the one notable exceptiou of 
Tam O'Shanter, contained in the Kilmarnock edition. A few pieces 
actually composed before he went to Edinburgh were included in 
later editions, but after leaving Mossgiel he never seriously ad- 
dressed himself to any form of poetry but song-writing. The Kil- 
marnock volume ‘contains poems descriptive of peasant life and 
manners, epistles in verse generally to rhyming brethren, a few 
lyrics on personal feelings, or’on incidents like those of the mouse 
and the daisy, and three songs. In these, the form, the metre, the 
style and language, even that which is known as Burns’s peculiar 
stanza, all belong to the traditional forms of his country’s poetry, 
and from earlier bards had been handed down to Burns by his two 
immediate forerunners, Ramsay and Fergusson. To these two he 
felt himself indebted, and for them he always expresses a some- 
what exaggerated admiration. Nothing can more show Burns’s 
inherent power than to compare his poems with even the best of 
those which he accepted as models. The old framework and 
metres which his country supplied, he took; asked no other, no 
better, and into those old bottles poured new wine of his own, and 
such wine! What, then, is the peculiar flavour of this new poetic 
wine of Burns’s poetry? At the basis of all his power lay absolute 
truthfulness, intense reality, truthfulness to the objects which he 
saw, truthfulness to himself as the seer of them, This is what 
Wordsworth recognised as Burns's leading characteristic. He 
who acknowledged few masters, owned Burns as his master in this 
respect when he speaks of him— am 


“ Whose light I hailed when first it shone, 
And showed my youth, 
How verse may build-a princely throne 
On humble truth.’ 


Here was a man, a-son of toil, looking out on the world from his 
cottage, on society low and high, and on nature homely or beautiful, 
with the clearest eye, the most piercing insight, and the warmest 
heart; touching life at a hundred points, seeing to the core all the 
sterling worth, nor less the pretence and hollowness of the men he 
met, the humour, the drollery, the pathos, and the sorrow of human 
existence ; and expressing what he saw, not in the stock phrases of 
books, but in his own vernacular, the language of his fireside, with 
a directness, a force, a vitality that tingled to the finger tips, and 
forced the phrases of his peasant dialect into literature, and made 
them for ever classical. Large sympathy, generous enthusiasms 
rectless abandonment, fierce indignation, Bele compassion, rare 
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fiashes of moral insight, all are there. . Everywhere you see the 
strong inteliect made alive, and driven home to the mark, by the 
fervid heart behind.it. And if the sight of the world’s inequalities, 
and some natural repining at his own obscure lot, mingled trom the 
beginning, as has been said, ‘some’ bitterness. of earthly spleen 
anc passion with the workings of his inspiration, and if these in the 
end ate deep into the great heart they had long tormented,” who 
that has not known his experience may venture too strongly to 
condemn him? 5 

This prevailing truthfulness of nature and of vision manifested, 
itself in many ways. First. In the strength of it, he interpreted 
the lives, thoughts, feelings, manners of the Scottish peasantry to 
whom he belonged, as they had never been interpreted before 
and never can be again. ‘Take the poem which stands first in the 
Kilmarnock edition. The Cotter’s Dog and the Laird’s Dog are, 
as has been often said, for all their moralising, true dogs in all 
their ways. Yet through these, while not ceasing to be dogs, the 
poet represents the whole contrast between the Cotters’ lives, and 
their Lairds’, This old controversy, which is ever new, between 
rich and poor, has never been set forth with more humor and 
power. No doubt it is done from the peasant’s point of view. 
The virtues and hardships of the poor have full justice done to 
them ; the prosperity of the rich, with its accompanying follies and 
faults, is not spared, perhaps it is exaggerated. The whole is 
represented with an inimitably graphic hand, and just when the 
caustic wit is beginning to get to biting, the edge of it is turned 
bya touch of kindlier humour. The poor dog speaks of 


“ “Some gentle master, 
Wha, aiblins thrang a-parliamentin, 
For Britain’s guid his saul indentin—” 


' Then Cesar, the rich man’s dog, replies— 


“ Haith, lad, ye little ken about it: 
For Britain’s guid !—guid faith ! I doubt it. 
Say rather, gaun as Premiers lead him, 
An’ saying aye or no ’s they bid him: 


At operas an’ plays parading, 
Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading ; 
Or, may be, ina frolic daft, 

To Hague or Calais takes a waft, 

To make a tour an’ tak a whirl, 

To learn 407 ton, an’.see the worl’, 


“Then, at Vienna or. Versailles, 
He rives his father’s auld entails; 
Or by Madrid he takes the rout, 
To thrum guitars and fecht wi’ nowt. 
¥ * * a 
For Britain’s guid! for her destruction! 
Wi’ dissipation, feud an’ faction.” 
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Then exclaims Luath, thé poor man’s dog— 
“Hech, man! dear sirs! is that the gate 
They waste sae mony a braw estate! 
Are we sae foughten and harass’d 
For gear to gang that gate at last?” 


And yet he allows, that for all, that 





si ‘Thae frank, rantin’, ramblin’ billies, 
Fient haet o’ them’s ill-hearted fellows.” 


“Mark the power of that one word, ‘nowt,’” said the late 
Thomas Aird, “If the poet had said that our young fellows went 
to Spain to fight with bulls, there would have been some dignity 
in the thing, but think of his going all that way ‘to fecht wi’ nowt.’ 
It was felt at once to be ridiculous, That one word conveyed at 
once a statement of the folly, and a sarcastic rebuke of the folly.” 
Or turn to the poem of Halloween. Here he has sketched the 
Ayrshire peasantry as they appear in their hours of merriment— 
painted with a few vivid strokes a dozen distinct pictures of coun- 
try lads and lasses, sires and dames, and at the same time pre- 
served for ever the remembrance of antique customs and super- 
stitious observances, which even in Burns’s day were beginning to 
fade, and have now all but disappeared. 

Or again, take The auld Farmer's New-Year-morning Saluta- 
tion to his auld Mare. In this homely, but most kindly humorous 
poem, you have the whole toiling life of a ploughman and his horse, 
done off in two or three touches, and the elements of what may 
seem a common-place, but was to Burns a most vivid, experience, 
are made to live for ever... Fora piece of: good graphic Scotch, 
see how he describes the sturdy old mare in the plough setting 
her face to the furzy braes. 


“Thou never braing’t, an. fetch’t and fliskit, 
But thy auld:tail thou wad: hae whiskit, 
An’ spread abreed thy weel-fill’d brisket; 

Wi pith an’ pow’r, 
Till spritty knowes wad rair’t and riskit, 
An’ slypet owre.” 


To paraphase this, “ Thou didst never fret, or plunge and kick, 
but thou wouldest have whisked thy old tail, and spread abroad 
thy large chest, with pith and power, till hillocks, where the earth 
was filled with tough-rooted plants, would have given forth a 
cracking sound, and the clods fallen gently over.” The latter part 
of this paraphrase is taken from Chambers. What pure English 
pe could have rendered these #hings as compactly and graphic- 
ally? 

Of The Cotter’s Saturday Night it is hardly needful to speak. 
As a work of art, it is by no means at Burns’s highest level. The 


BURNS. 123 


metre was not native.to him. It contains some lines that are 
feeble, whole stanzas that are heavy. But,as Lockhart has said, 
in words already quoted, there is none of his poems that does such 
justice to the better nature that was. originally in him. It shows 
how Burns could reverence the old national piety, however little 
he may have been able to practise it. It is the more valuable for 
this, that it is almost the only poem in which either of our two 
great national poets has described Scottish character on the ‘side 
of that grave, deep, though undemonstrative reverence, which has 
been an intrinsic element in it. 

No wonder the peasantry of Scotland have loved Burns as 
perhaps never people loved a poet. He not only sympathised with 
the wants, the trials, the joys and sorrows of their obscure lot, but 
he interpreted these to themselves, and interpreted them to others, 
and this too in their own language, made musical and glorified by 

enius. He made the poorest ploughman proud of his station and 

is toil, since Robbie Burns had shared and had sung them. He 
awoke a sympathy for them in many a heart that otherwise would 
never have known it. In looking up to him, the Scottish people 
have-seen an impersonation of themselves on a large scale—of them- 
‘selves, both in their virtues and in their vices. 

Secondly. Burns in his poetry was not only the interpreter of 
Scotland’s peasantry, he was the restorer of her nationality. When 
he appeared, the spirit of Scotland was ata low ebb. The fatigue 
that followed a century of religious strife, the extinction ‘of her. 
Parliament, the stern suppression of the Jacobite risings, the re- 
moval of all symbols of her loyaltyand nationality, had all but 
quenched: the ancient spirit. Englishmen despised Scotchmen, 
and Scotchmen seemed ashamed of themselves and of their country. 
A race of literary men had sprung up in Edinburgh who, as: to 
national feeling, were entirely colourless, Scotchmen in nothing 
except their dwelling-place. The thing they most dreaded was to 
be convicted of a Scotticism. Among these learned cosmopolitans 
in walked Burns, who with the instinct of genius chose for his sub- 
ject that Scottish life which they ignored, and for his vehicle that 
vernacular which they despised, and who, touching the springs of 
long-forgotten. emotions, brought back on the hearts. of his coun- 
trymen a tide of patriotic feeling to which they had long been 
strangers. 

At first it was only his native Ayrshire he hoped to illustrate ; 
to.shed upon the streams of Ayr and Doon the power of Yarrow, 
and Teviot, and Tweed. But his patriotism was not merely local; 
the traditions of Wallace haunted himlike,a passion, the wander- 
ings of Bruce he, hoped to dramatise. His well known words about 
the Thistle have been already quoted. They express what was one 
of his strongest aspirations. And though he accomplished but a 
small part of what he once hoped to do, yet we owe it to him first 
of all that “the whole kingdom” ‘has not wholly sunk into a pro- 
vince. If Scotchmen to-day love and cherish their country with a 
pride unknown to their ancestors of the last century, if strangers of 
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all countries lookion Scotland as a land of romance, this we owe in 
great measure to Burns, who first turned the tide, which Scott after- 
wards carried to full flood: “All that Scotland had done and suf- 
fered, her romantic history, the manhood of her people, the beauty 
of her scenery, would have disappeared in modern commonplace and 
manufacturing ugliness, if she had been left without her two 
“sacred poets.” 

Thirdly. Burns’s sympathies and thoughts were not confined to 
class nor country ; they had something more catholic in them, they 
reached to universal man. Fewas were his opportunities of know- 
ing the characters of statesmen and politicians, yet with what 
“random shots o’ countra wit,” did he hit off the public men of his 
time! In his address to King George III. on his birthday, how 
gay yet caustic is the satire, how trenchant his stroke! The elder 
and the younger Pitt, ‘‘ yon ill-tongued tinkler Charlie Fox,” as he 
irreverently calls lateness had sat for years in Parliament, he 
could scarcely have known them better. Every one. of the Scot- 
tish M.P.’s of the time, from—— 


“ That slee auld-farran chiel Dundas” 
to— 
That glib-gabbit Highland baron — 
The Laird o’ Graham,” 
and— 
Erskine a spunkie Norlan billie,” 


—he has touched their characters as truly as if they had all been 
his own familiars.. But of his intuitive knowledge of men of all 
ranks there isno need:to speak, for every line he writes attests it. 
Of his fetches of moral wisdom something has already been said. 
He would not have been a Scotchman, if he had not been a moral- 
iser; but then his-moralisings are not platitudes, but truths winged 
with wit and wisdom. He had, as we have seen, his limitations— 
his bias, to overvalue one order of qualities, and to disparage others. 
Some pleading of his own cause and that of men of his own temper. 
ament, some disparagement of the severer, less-impulsive virtues, it 
is easy to discern in “him. ‘Yet, allowing all this, what flashes of 
moral insight, piercing to the quick! what random sayings flung 
forth, that have become proverbs in all lands——‘‘ mottoes of 'the 
heart!” 
Such are— 


‘“O wad some power the giftie gie us, 
To see oursel as ithers see us: 
It wad frae mony a blunder free us, 
An’ foolish notion ;” 
Or the much-quoted— 


“Facts are chiels that winna ding, 
And downa be disputed ;” > 
Or-—= cig 
“The heart ay’s the part ay 
“That makes us right or wrang.”” 
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Who on the text, ‘‘ He that is without sin among you, let him first 
cast a stone,’”’ ever preached such a sermon as Burns in his 4d- 
dress to the unco Guid? and in his epistle of advice to a young 
friend, what wisdom! what incisive aphorisms! In passages like 
these scattered throughout his writings, and in some single poems, 
he has passed beyond all bonds of place and nationality, and spoken 
home to the universal human heart. 

And here we may note that in that awakening to the sense of 
human brotherhood, the oneness of human nature, which began 
towards the end of last century, and which found utterance through 
Cowper first of the English poets, there has been no voice in liter- 
ature, then or since, which’ has proclaimed it more tellingly than 
Burns. And then his humanity was not confined to man, it over- 
flowed to his lower fellow-creatures. His lines about the pet ewe, 
the worn-out mare, the. field-mouse, the wounded hare, have long 
been household words: In this tenderness towards animals we see 
another point of likeness between him and Cowper. 

Fourthly. For all aspects of the natural world he has the same 
clear eye, the same open heart that he has for man. His love of 
nature is intense, but very simple and direct, no subtleisings, nor 
‘refinings about it, nor any of that nature-worship-which soon after 
his time camein. Quite unconsciously, as a child might, he goes into 
the outward world for refreshment, for enjoyment, for sympathy. 
Everywhere in his poetry, nature comes in, not so much as a being 
independent of man, but as the background of his pictures of life 
and human character. How true his perceytions of her features are, 
how pure and transparent the feeling she awakens in him! ‘Take 
only two examples. Here is the well-known way he describes the 
burn in his Halloween— 


* Whyles owre a linn the burnie plays, 
As thro’ the glen it wimpl’t; 
- Whyles round a rocky scaur it strays, 

Whyles in a wiel it dimpl’t ; 

Whyles glitter’d to the nightly rays, 
Wi’ bickerin’, dancin’ dazzle ; 

Whyles cookit underneath the braes, 
Below the spreading hazel, 

Unseen that night.” 


Was ever burn sonaturally, yet picturesquely described ? The next 
verse can hardly be omitted— 


“ Amang the brachens on the brae, 

Between her and the moon, 

The deil, or else an outler quey, 
Gat up an’ gae a croon: 

Poor Leezie’s heart maist lap the hool ; 
Near lav’rock height she jumpit ; 

But miss’d a fit, an’ in the pool 
Out-owre the lugs she plumpit, 

i’ a plunge that night.” 
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“ Maist .ap the hool,” what condensation in that Scotch phrase! 
The hool is the pod of a pea—poor Lizzie’s heart almost leapt out 
of its encasing sheath. : . 


Or look at this other picture: ‘ 


“Upon a simmer Sunday morn, 
When Nature’s face is fair, 
I walkéd forth'to view the corn, - 
And snuff the caller air. 
The risin’ sun owre'Galston muirs 
Wi’ glorious light was glintin; 
The hares were-hirplin.down the furrs, 
The lav’rocks they were chantin 
; _ Fu’ sweet, that day.” 


I have noted only some of the excellences of Burn’s poetry, 
which far outnumber its blemishes. Of these last it is unnecessary 
to speak; they are too obvious, and whatever is gross, readers can 
of themselves pass by. 

Burns’s most considerable poems, as distinct from his songs, 
were almost all written before he went to Edinburgh. ‘There is 
however, one memorable’ exception. Tazz o’ Shanter, as we have 
seen, belongs to Ellisland days. Most of his earlier poems were 
entirely réalistic, a transcript of the men and women scenes he had 
seen and known, only lifted a very little off the earth, only very 
slightly idealised. But in Zam o’ Shanter he had let loose his 
powers upon the materials of past experiences, and out of them 
he shaped a tale which was a pure imaginative creation. In no 
other instance, except perhaps in The Folly Begears, had he done 
this; and in that cantata, if the genius is equal, the materials are 
so coarse, and the sentiment'so gross, as to make it, for all its dra- 
matic power, decidedly offensive. It is strange what very opposite 
judgments have been formed of the intrinsic merit of Zam o’ Shan- 
ter. Mr. Carlyle thinks that,it might have been written “all but 
quite as well by a man, who, in place of genius, had only possessed 
talent; that it is not so much:a poem, as a piece of sparkling rhet- 
oric; the heart of the story still lies hard and dead.” On the 
other hand, Sir Walter Scott has recorded this verdict: “In the’ 
inimitable tale of Zaz o Shanter, Burns has left us sufficient evi- 
dence of his abilities to combine the ludicrous with the awful and 
even the horrible. _No poet, with the exception of Shakespeare, 
ever possessed the power of exciting the most varied and discord- 
ant emotions with such rapid transitions. His humorous descrip- 
tion of death in the poem on Dr. Hornbrook, borders on the terrific: 
and the witches’ dance in the Kirk of Alloway is at once ludicrous 
and horrible.” Sir Walter, I believe, is right, and the world has 
sided with him in his judgment about Zam o? Shanter. Nowhere 
in British literature, out of Shakespeare, is there to be found ‘so 
much of the power of which Scott speaks+that of combining in 
rapid transition almost contradictory emotions—if we except per- 
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haps one of Scott’s own highest creations, the tale of Wandering . 
Willie, in Redgauntlet.  . es 

On the. songs of Burns a volume might be written, but a few 
sentences must here suffice. It is in his songs that his soul comes 
out fullest, freest, brightest; it is as a song-writer that his fame 
has spread widest, and will longest last. Mr, Carlyle, not in his 
essay, which does full justice to Burns’s songs, but in some more 
recent work, has said something like this, “ Our Scottish son of 
thunder had, for want of a better, to pour his lightning through 
the narrow cranny of Scottish song—the narrowest cranny ever 
vouchsafed to any son of thunder.” The narrowest, it may be, 
but the most effective, if a man desires to come Close to his fellow- 
men, soul to soul. Of all forms of literature the genuine song is 
the most penetrating, and the most to be remembered; and in 
this kind Burns is the supreme’ master. To make him this, two 
things combined. First, there was the great background of national 
melody and antique verse, coming down to him from remote ages, 
and sounding through his heart from childhood. He was cradled 
in a very atmosphere of melody, else he never could have sung so. 
well. No one knew better than he did, or would have owned more 
feelingly, how much he owed to the old forgotten song-writers of 
his country, dead for ages before he lived, and lying in their un- 
known graves all Scotland over. From his boyhood he had studied 
eagerly the old tunes, and the old words where there were such, 
that had come down to him from the past, treasured every scrap of 
antique air and verse, conned and crooned them over till he had 
them by heart. This was the.one form of literature that he had 
entirely mastered. And from the first he had laid it down as a 
rule, that the one way to catch the inspiration, and rise to the true 
fervour of song, was, as he phrased it, “to sowth the tune over and 
over,” till the words came spontaneously. The words of his own 
songs were inspired. by pre-existing tunes, not composed first, and 
set to music afterwards. But all this love and study of the ancient 
songs and outward melody would have gone for nothing, but for 
the second element, that is the inward melody born in the poet’s 
deepest heart, which received into itself the whole body of national 
song; and then when it had passed through his soul, sent it forth 
ennobled and glorifiedsby his own genius. DRE 

That which fitted him to do this was the peculiar intensity of 
his nature, the fervid heart, the trembling sensibility, the headlong 
passion, all thrilling through an intellect strong and keen beyond 
that of-other-men... How mysterious to reflect that the-same quali- 
ties on their emotional side made him the great. songster of; the: 
world, and on their practical side drove him to ruin! The first. 
word which Burns composed.was a song in praise,of his partner 
on the harvest-rig; the last utterance he breathed in verse was 
also a song—a faint remembrance of some former affection. Be- 
tween these two he composéd from two to three hundred. It 
might be wished, perhaps, that he had written fewer, especially 
fewer love songs ; never composed under pressure, and only when 
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his heart was so full he could not help singing. This is the condi- » 
tion on which alone the highest order of songs is born. Probably 
from thirty to forty songs of Burns could be named which come 
up to this highest standard. No other Scottish song-writer could 
show above four or five of the same quality. Of his songs one 
main characteristic is that their subjects, the substance they lay 
hold of, belongs to what is most permanent in humanity, those 
primary affections, those permanent relations of life which cannot 
change while man’s nature is what it is. In this they are wholly 
unlike those songs which seize on the changing aspects of society. 
As the phrases of social life change, these are forgotten. But no 
time can superannuate the subjects which Burns has sung; they 
are rooted in the primary strata, which are steadfast. Then, as 
the subjects are primary, so the feeling with which Burns regards 
them is primary too—that is, he gives us the first spontaneous 
gush—the first throb of his heart, and that a most strong, simple, 
manly heart. The feeling is not turned over in the reflective 
faculty, and there artistically shaped—not subtilised and refined 
away till it has lost its power and freshness; but given at first 
hand, as it comes warm from within. When he is at his best, you 
seem to hear the whole song warbling through his spirit, naturally 
as a bird’s. The whole subject is wrapped in an element of music, 
till it is penetrated and transfigured by it. No one else had so 
much of the native lilt in him. When his mind was at the white 
heat, it is wonderful how quickly he struck off some of his most 
perfect songs. And yet he could, when it was required, go back 
upon them, and retouch them line by line, as we saw him doing in 
Ye Banks and Braes. In the best of them the outward form is as 
perfect as the inward music is all pervading, and the two are in 
complete harmony. 

To mention a few instances in which he has given their ultimate 
and consummate expression to fundamental human emotions, four 
songs may be mentioned, in each of which a different phase of love 
has been rendered for all time— 


“ Of a’ the airts the wind can blaw,” 
“Ye flowery banks o’ bonnie Doon,” 
“Go fetch to mea pint o’ wine; ” 


and that other, in which the calm depth of long-wedded and happy 
love utters itself, so blithely yet pathetically— 


‘John Anderson, my Jo, John.” 


Then for comic humour of courtship, there is— 


“Duncan Gray cam here to woo.” 
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For that contented spirit which, while feeling life’s troubles, yet 
keeps “aye a heart aboon them 2; ” we have— 


“ Contented wi’ little, and cantie wi’ mair.” 
For frendship,rooted in the past, there is— 
“Should auld acquaintance be forgot,” 


even if we credit antiquity with some of the verses. 
For wild and reckless daring, mingled with a dash of finer feel- 
ing, there is .Wacpherson’s Farewell. For patriotic heroism— 


“ Scots wha hae wi’ Wallace bled; ” 


and for personal independence, and sturdy, if self-asserting, man- 
hood— 
“A man’s a.man for a’ that.”’ - 


These are but a few of the many permanent emotions to which 
Burns has given such consummate expression, as will stand for a 
time. 

In no, mention of his songs should that be forgotten which is so 
greatly to the honour of Burns. He was emphatically the purifier 
of Scottish song. There are some poems he has left, there are also 
a few among his songs, which we could wish that’ he had never 
written. But we who inherit Scottish song as he left it, can hardly 
imagine how much he did to purify and elevate our national melo- 
dies. To see what he has done in this way, we have but to com- 
pare Burns’s songs with the collection of Scottish songs published 
by David Herd, in 1769,a few years before Burns appeared. A 
genuine poet, who knew well what he spoke of, the late Thomas 
‘Aird, has said, “ Those old Scottish melodies, sweet and, strong 
though they were, strong and sweet, were, all the more for their 
very “strength and sweetness, a moral plague, from the indecent 
words to which many of them had long been set. ._How was the 
plague to be stayed ? » All the preachers i in the land could not divorce 
the grossness from the music. The only way was to put something 
better in its stead. This inestimable something better Burns 
gave us.’ 

So purified and ennobled by Burns, these songs embody human 
emotion in its most condensed and sweetest essence. They appeal 
to-all ranks, they touch all ages, they cheer toil-worn. men under 
every clime. Wherever the English tongue is heard, beneath the 
suns of India, amid African deserts, on the western prairies of 
America, among the squatters of Australia, whenever men of Brit- 
ish blood would give vent to their deepest, kindliest, most genial 
feelings, it is to the songs of Burns they spontaneously turn, and 
find in thém at once a perfect utterance, and a fresh tie of brother- 
hood. It is this which forms Burns’s most enduring claim on the 
world’s gratitude. 
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never far from the mind, and therefore never. far from the. mouth, 
of the least reticent of men. f 

In 1792 he was sent to a rudimentary day school of girls and 
boys, taught by a Mr. Bowers, where he seems, to have learnt 
nothing save to repeat monosyllables by rote...He next passed 
through the hands of a’devout and clever clergyman, named Ross, 
under whom, according to his own account, he made. astonishing 
progress, being initiated into the study of, Roman history, and 
taking special delight in, the battle of Regillus... Long afterwards, 
when standing on the heights of Tusculum and looking down on 
the little round Jake, he remembered his young enthusiasm and his 
old instructor. He next came under the charge of a tutor called 
Paterson, whom he describes as ‘a very serious, saturnine, but 
kind young man. -He was the son of my shoemaker, but a good 
scholar. With him I began Latin, and continued till. I went to 
the grammar school, where I-threaded all the classes to the fourth 
when | was recalled to England by the demise of my uncle.” 

Of Byron’s early school days there is little further record. We 
learn from scattered,hints that he was backward in technical schol- 
~arship, and low in his class, in which he seems to have had no 
ambition to stand high; but'that he eagerly took to history and 
romance, especially luxuriating in the Arabian Nights. He was 
an indifferent penman, and always disliked mathematics; but was 
noted by masters and mates as of quick temper, eager for adventures, 
prone to sports, always more ready to give a blow than to take one, 
affectionate, though resentful. ks 

When his cousin was killed at Corsica, in 1794, he became the 
next heir to the title. In 1797, a friend meaning to compliment the 
boy, said, “* We shall have the pleasure some day of reading your 
speeches in the House of Commons,’’ he, with precocious con- 
sciousness, replied, “I hope not. lf you read any speeches of 
mine, it will be in the House of Lords.” Similarly, when, in the 
course of the following year, the fierce old man at Newstead died, 
and the young lord’s name was Called at school with ‘“ Dominus 
prefixed to it, his emotion was so great that he was unable to an- 
swer, and burst into tears. 

Belonging to this period is the somewhat shadowy record of a 
childish passion for a distant cousin slightly his senior, Mary Duff, 
with whom he claims to have fallen in love in his ninth year. We 
havea quaint picture of the pair sitting on the grass together, the 
girl’s younger sister beside them playing with a doll. A German 
criti¢ gravely remarks, “ This strange phenomenon places him 
beside. Dante.” Byron himself, dilating on the strength of his 
attachment, tell us that he used to coax a maid to write letters for 
him, and that when he was sixteen, on being informed by his 
mother of Mary’s marriage, he nearly fell into convulsions. But 
in the history of the calf-loves of poets it is difficult to distinguish 
between the imaginative afterthought and thereality. This equally 
applies to other recollections of later vears. Moore remarks— 
“that the charm of scenery, which derives its chief power from 
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fancy and association, should be felt at an age when fancy is yet 
hardly awake and associations are but few, can with difficulty be 
conceived.” But between the ages of eight and ten an apprecia- 
tion of external beauty is sufficiently common. No one doubts the 
accuracy of Wordsworth’s account, in the Pre/ude, of his early 
half-sensuous delight in mountain glory. Itis impossible to define 
the influence of Nature, either on nations or individuals, or to say 
beforehand what selection from his varied surroundings a poet will 
for artistic purposes, elect to make. Shakspeare rests in meadows 
and glades, and leaves to Milton “ Teneriffe and Atlas.” Burns, 
who lived for a considerable part of his life in daily view of the 
hills of Arran, never alludes to them. But ir. this respect, like 
Shelley, Byron was inspired by a passion for the high-places of the 
earth. Their shadow is on half his verse. ‘ The loftiest peaks 
most wrapt in clouds and snow”? perpetually remind him of one of 
his constantly recurring refrains— 


“ He who surpasses or subdues mankind, 
Must look down on the hate of those below.” 


In the course of 1796, after an attack of scarlet fever at Aber- 
deen, he was taken by his mother to Ballater,and on his recovery 
spent much of his time in rambling about the country. “ From 
this period,” he says, “‘ I date my love of mountainous countries. 
I can never forget the effect, years afterwards, in England, of the 
only thing I had long seen, even in miniature, of a mountain, in the 
Malvern Hills. After I returned to Cheltenham I used to watch 
them every afternoon, at sunset, with a sensation which I cannot 
describe.” Elsewhere, in Zhe sland, he returns, amid alJusions 
to the Alps and Apennines, to the friends of his youth :— 


“The infant rapture still survived the bov, 
And Lach-na-gair with Ida look’d oer Troy, 
Mixed Celtic memories with the Phrygian mount, 
And Highland linns with Castalie’s clear fount.” 


The poet, owing to his physical defect, was not a great climber, 
and we are informed, on the authority of his nurse, that he never 
even scaled the easily attainable summit of the “ steep frowning ” 
hill of which he has made such effective use. But the impression 
of it from a distance was none the less genuine. In the midst of 
a generous address, in Don $uan, to Jeffrey, he again refers to 
the same associations with the country of his early training :— 


“But Tam half a Scot by birth, and bred 
A whole one; and my heart flies to my head t 
As ‘Buld Lang Syne’ brings Scotland, one and all— 
Scotch plaids, Scotch snoods, the blue hills and clear streams, 
The Dee, the Don, Balgounie’s brig’s black wall— 
All my boy feelings, all my gentler dreams 
Of what I then dreamt, clothed in their own pall, 
Like Banquo’s offspring. . . .” 
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Byron’s allusions to Scotland are variable and inconsistent. 
His satire on her reviewers was sharpened by the show of national 
as well as personal antipathy; and when, about the time of its pro- 
duction, a young lady remarked that he hada little of the northern 
manner of speech, he burst out, “Good God! I hope not. I would 
rather the whole d—d country was sunk in the sea. I the Scotch 
accent!’’ Butin the passage from which we have quoted the 
swirl of feeling on the other side continues,— 


“T rail’d at Scots to show my wrath and wit, 
Which must be own’d was sensitive and surly. 
Yet ’tis in vain such sallies to permit ; 
They cannot quench young feelings, fresh and early. 
I scotch’d, not kill’d, the Scotchman in my blood, 
And love the land of mountain and of flood,” 


This suggests a few words on a question of more than local in- 
terest. Byron’s most careful biographer has said of him: “ Al- 
though on his first expedition to Greece he was dressed in the tar- 
tan of the Gordon clan, yet the whole bent of his mind, and the 
character of his poetry, are anything but Scottish. Scottish na- 
‘tionality is tainted with narrow and provincial elements. Byron’s 
poetic character, on the other hand, is universal and cosmopolitan. 
He had no attachment to localities, and never devoted himself to 
the study of the history of Scotland and its romantic legends.” 
Somewhat similarly Thomas Campbell remarks of Burns, “He 
was the most un-Scotsmanlike of Scotchmen, having no caution.” 
Rough national verdicts are apt to be superficial, Mr. Leslie 
Stephen, in a review of Hawthorne, has commented on the extent 
to which the nobler qualities and conquering energy of the English 
character are hidden, not only from foreigners, but from ourselves, 
by the “detestable lay figure”? of John Bull. In like manner, the 
obtrusive type of the ‘‘canny Scot” is apt to make critics forget 
the hot heart that has marked the early annals of the country, from 
the Hebrides to the Borders, with so much violence, and at the 
same time has been the source of so much strong feeling and per- 
sistent purpose. Of late years, the struggle for existence, the 
temptations of a too ambitious and over-active people in the race 
for wealth, and the benumbing effect of the constant profession of 
beliefs that have ceased to be sincere, have for the most part stifled 
the fervid fire in calculating prudence.\ These qualities have been 
adequately combined in Scott alone, the one massive and com- 
plete literary type of his race. Burns, to his ruin, had only the 
fire: the same is true of Byron, whose genius. in some respects 
less, genuine, was indefinitely and inevitably wider» His intensely 
susceptible nature took a dye from every scene, city, and society 
through which he passed; but to the last he bore with him the 
‘ marks of a descendant of the Sea-Kings, and of the mad Gordons 
in whose domains he had first learned to listen to the sound of 
sth “two mighty voices” that haunted and inspired him through 
ife. 
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In the autumn of 1798 the family, z.¢., his mother—who had 
sold the whole of her household furniture for 75/.— with himself, 
and a maid, set south. The poet’s only recorded impression of 
the journey is a gleam of Loch Leven, to which he refers in one 
of his latest letters. He never revisited the land of his birth. 
Our next glimpse ef him is on his passing the toll-bar of Newstead. 
Mrs. Byron asked the old woman who kept it, “ Who is the next 
heir? ”? and on her answer “ They say it is alittle boy who lives 
at Aberdeen,” “This is he, bless him!” exclaimed the nurse. 

Returned to the! ancestral Abbey, and finding it half ruined 
and desolate, they migrated for a time to the neighbouring Not- 
tingham., Here the child’s first. experience was another course of 
surgical torture. He was placed under the charge of a quack 
named Lavender, who rubbed his foot in oil, and screwed it about 
in wooden machines. This useless treatment is associated with 
two characteristic anecdotes. One relates to the endurance which. 
Byron, on every occasfon of mere physical trial, was capable of 
displaying. Mr. Rogers, a private tutor, with whom he was read- 
ing passages of Virgil and Cicero, remarked, “It makes me un- 
comfortable, my lord, to see you sitting there in such pain as I 
know you must be suffering. “Never mind, Mr. Rogers,” said 
the child, “you shall not see any signs of itin me.” The other 
illustrates his precocious delight in detecting imposture. Having 
scribbled on a piece of paper several lines, of mere gibberish, he 
brought them to Lavender, and gravely asked what language it 
was; and on receiving the answer, “It is Italian,” he broke into | 
an exultant laugh at the expense of his tormentor. Another 
story survives, of his vindictive spirit giving birth to his first 
rhymes. A meddling old lady, who used to visit his mother and 
was possessed of a curious belief in a future transmigration to our 
satellite—the bleakness of whose scenery she had not realised— 
having given him some cause of offence, he stormed out to his 
nurse that he “could not bear the sight of the witch,” and vented 
his wrath in the couplet,— 


“In Nottingham county there lives, at Swan Green, 
As curst an old Jady as ever was seen ; 
And when she does die, which I hope will be soon, 
The firmly believes she will go to the moon.” 


The poet himself dates his “ first dash into poetry” a year 
later (1800), from his juvenile passion for his cousin Margaret 
Parker, whose subsequent death from an injury caused by a fall 
he afterwards deplored in a forgotten elegy. ‘I do not recollect,” 
he writes through the transfiguring mists of memory, “anything 
equal to the ¢ransparent beauty of my cousin, or to the sweetness 
of her temper, during the short period of our intimacy. She looked 
as if she had been made out. of a rainbow—all beauty and peace: - 
My passion had the usual effects upon me—I could not sleep; I 
could not eat; I could not rest. It was the texture of my life to 
think of the time that must elapse before we could meet again. 
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But I was a fool then, and not much wiser now.” S%c  transtt 
secunaa. 

‘Che departure at a somewhat earlier date of May Gray for her 
native country gave rise to evidence of another kind of affection. 
On her leaving, he presented her with his first watch, and a minia- 
ture by Kay, of Edinburgh, representing him with a bow and arrow 
in his hand and a profusion of hair over his shoulders. He con- 
tinued to correspond with her at intervals. Byron was always be- 
loved by his servants. This nurse afterwards married well, and 
during her last illness, in 1827, communicated to her attendant, Dr. 
Ewing, of Aberdeen, recollections of the poet, from which his biog- 

raphers have drawn. 

; In the summer of 1799 he was sent to London, entrusted to the 
medical care of Dr. Baillie (brother of Joanna, the dramatist), and 
placed in a boarding school at Dulwich, under the charge of Dr. 
Glennie. The physician advised a moderation in athletic sports, 
which the patient in his hours of liberty was constantly apt to ex- 
ceed. The teacher—who continued to cherish an affectionate re- 
membrance of his pupil, even when he was told, on a visit to Geneva — 
in 1817, that he ought to have “made a better boy of him ”—+testifies 
to the alacrity with which he entered on his tasks, his playful good- 
humour with his comrades, his reading in history beyond his age, 
and his intimate acquaintance with the Scriptures. “In my study,” 
he states, “he found many books open to him; among others, a 
set of our poets from Chaucer to Churchill, which 1 am almost 
tempted to say he had more than once perused from keginning to 
end.’’ One of the books referred to was the WVarrative of the 
Shipwreck of the “ Funo,” which contains, almost word for word, 
the account of the ‘‘ two fathers,” in Don Fuan. Meanwhile Mrs. 
Byron—whose reduced income had been opportunely augmented 
by a grant of a 300¢ annuity from the Civil List—after revisiting 
Newstead, followed her son to London, and took up her residence 
in a house in Sloane-terrace. She was in the habit of having him 
with her there from Saturday to Monday, kept him from school for 
weeks, introduced him to idle company, and in other ways was con- 
tinually hampering his progress. 

Byron on his accession to the peerage, having become a ward 
in Chancéry, was handed over by the Court to the guardianship of 
Lord Carlisle, nephew of the admiral, and son of the grand-aunt of 
the poet. Like his mother, this earl aspired to be a poet, and his 
tragedy, Zhe father’s Revenge, received some commendation from 
Dr. Johnson ; but his relations with his illustrious kinsman were 
from the first unsatisfactory. In answer to Dr. Glennie’s appeal, 
he exerted his authority against the interruptions to his ward’s 
educatioh ; but the attempt to mend matters led to such outraycous 
exhibitions of temper that he said to the master, ‘‘I can have noth- 
ing more to do with Mrs. Byron; you must now manage her as you 
can.” Finally, after two years of work, which she had done her 
best to mar, she herself requested his guardian to have her son re- 
moved to a public school, and accordingly he went to Harrow, where 
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he remained till the autumn of 1805. The first vacation, in the 
summer of 1801, is marked by his visit to Cheltenham, where his 
mother, from whom he inherited a fair amount of Scotch supersti- 
tion, consulted a fortune-teller, who said he would be twice married, 
the second time to a foreigner. 

Harrow was then under the management of Dr. Joseph Drury, 
one of the most estimable of its distinguished head-masters. His 
account of the first impressions produced by his pupil, and his 
judicious manner of handling a sensitive nature, cannot with advan- 
tage be condensed. ‘Mr. Hanson,”’ he writes, “ Lord Byron’s 
solicitor, consigned him to my care at the age of thirteen anda 
half, with remarks that his education had been neglected; that he 
was ill prepared for a public school; but that be thought there was 
a cleverness about him. After his departure I took my young dis- 
ciple into my study, and endeavoured to bring him forward by 
inquiries as to his former amusements, employments, and associ- 
ates, but with little or no effect, and I soon found that a wild moun- 
tain colt had been submitted to my management. But there was 
mind in his eye. In the first place, it was necessary to attach him 
to an elder boy; but the information he received gave him no 
pleasure when he heard of the advances of some much younger 
than himself. This I discovered, and assured him that he should 
not be piaced till by diligence he might rank with those of his own 
age. His manner and temper soon convinced me that he might 
be led by a silken string to a point, rather than a cable: on that 
principle I acted.” 

After a time, Dr. Drury tells us that he waited on Lord Carlisle, 
who wished to give some information about his ward’s property 
and to inquire respecting his abilities, and continues: “ On the 
former circumstance I made no remark; as to the latter I replied, 
‘He has talents, my lord, which will add lustre to his rank.’ ‘ In: 
deed!’ said his lordship, with a degree of surprise that, according 
to my feeling, did not express in it all the satisfaction I expected.” 
With, perhaps, unconscious humour on the part of the writer, we 
are left in doubt as to whether the indifference proceeded from the 
jealousy that clings to poetasters, from incredulity, or a feeling that 
no talent could add lustre to rank, ~ : 

In 1804 Byron refers to the antipathy his mother had to-his 
guardian. Later he expresses gratitude for some unknown service, 
in recognition of which the second edition of the Hours of Tdleness 
was dedicated “ by his obliged ward and affectionate kinsman,” to 
Lord Carlisle. The tribute being coldly received, led to fresh 
estrangement, and when Byron, on his coming of age, wrote to 
remind the earl of the fact, in expectation of being introduced to 
the House of Peers, he had for answer a mere formal statement of 
its rules. This rebuff affected’him as Addison’s praise of Tickell 
affected Pope, and the following lines were published in the March 
of the same year :— 


“Lords too are bards! such things at times befall, 
And ’tis some praise in peers to write at all, 
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Yet did or taste or reason sway the times, 
Ah! who would take their titles with their rhym 
Roscommon! Sheffield! with your spirits fled, 

No future laurels deck a noble head ; 

No muse will cheer, with renovating smile, 

The paralytic puling of Carlisle.” 


In prose he adds, “ If, before I escaped from my teens, I said any- 
thing in favour of his lordship’s paper-books it was in the way of 
dutiful dedication, and more from the advice of others than my own 
judgment; and I seize the first opportunity of pronouncing my sin- 
cere recantation.” As was frequently the case with him, he re- 
canted again. In a letter of 1814 he expressed to Rogers his 
regret for his sareasms; and in his reference to the death of the 
Hon. Frederick Howard, in the third canto of Chdlde Harold. he 
tried to make amends in the lines— ; 


“Vet one I would select from that proud throng, 
Partly because they blend me with his line, 
And partly that I did his sire some wrong.” 


This is all of any interest we know regarding the fitful connection 
of the guardian and ward. 

Towards Dr. Drury the poet continued through life to cherish 
sentiments of gratitude, and always spoke of him with veneration. 
“He was,” he says, “the best, the kindest (and yet strict too) 
friend I ever had; and I look on him still as a father, whose warn- 
ings I have remembered but too well, though too late, when I have 
erred, and whose counsel I have but followed when I have done 
well or wisely,” 

Great educational institutions must consult the greatest good of 
the greatest number of commonplace minds, by regulations against 
which genius is apt to kick; and Byron, who was by nature and 
lack of discipline peculiarly ill-fitted to conform to routine, con- 
fesses that till the last year and a half he hated Harrow. He 
never took kindly to the studies of the place, and was at no time 
an accurate scholar. In the Bards and Reviewers, and elsewhere, 
he evinces considerable familiarity with the leading authors of an- 
tiquity, but it is doubtful whether he was able to reac any of the 
more difficult of them in the original. His translations are gener- 
ally commonplace, and from the marks on his books he must have 
often failed to trust his memory for the meanings of the most ordi- 
‘nary Greek words.. To the well-known passage in Childe Harold 
' on Soracte and the “ Latian echoes” he appends a prose comment 
which preserves its interest as bearing on recent educational con- 
troversies: “I wish to express that we become tired of the task 
before we can comprehend the beauty; that we learn by rote be- 
fore we get by heart; that the freshness is. worn away, and the 
future pleasure and advantage deadened and destroyed, at an age 
when we can neither feel nor understand the power of composition, 
which it requires an acquaintance with life, as well as Latin and 
Greek, to relish or to reason upon... . In some parts of the con- 
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tinent young persons are taught from common authors, and do not 
read the best classics till their maturity.” 

Comparatively slight stress was then laid on modern languages. 
Byron learnt to read French with fluency, as he certainly made 
himself familiar with the great works of the eighteenth century ; 
but he spoke it with so little ease or accuracy that the fact was 
always:a stumbling-block to his meeting Frenchmen abroad. | Of 
German he had a mere smattering. Italian was the only language, 
besides his own, of which he was ever'a master. But the extent 
and variety of his general reading was remarkable. His list of 
books, drawn up in 1807, includes more history and biography than 
most men of education read during a long life; a fair load of philos- 
ophy; the poets ez masse; among orators, Demosthenes, Cicero, 
and Parliamentary debates from the Revolution to the year 1742 ; 
pretty copious divinity, including Blair, Tillotson, Hooker, with the 
characteristic addition—“ all very tiresome. I abhor books of re- 
ligion, though I reverence and love my God without the blasphe- 
mous notions of sectaries.” Lastly, under the head of “ Miscel- 
lanies” we have Sfectator, Rambler, World, &c., &c.; among 
novels, the works of Cervantes, Fielding, Smollett, Richardson, 
Mackenzie,. Sterne, Rabelais, and Rousseau. He recommends 
Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy as the best storehouse for 
second-hand quotations, as Sterne and others have found it, and 
tells us that the great part of the books named were perused before 
the age of fifteen. Making allowance for the fact that most of the 
poet’s autobiographic sketches are emphatically “ Dichtung und 
Wahrheit,” we can believe that he was an omnivorous reader—‘I 
read eating, read in bed, read when no one else reads ”—and hav- 
ing a memory only less retentive than Macaulay’s, acquired so 
much general information as to be suspected of picking it up from 
Reviews. He himself declares that he never read a Review till 
he was eighteen years old—when he himself wrote one, utterly 
worthless, on Wordsworth. } 

At Harrow, Byron pr-ved himself capable of violent fits of 
work, but of “few continuous drudgeries.’? He would turn out an 
unusual number of hexameters, and again lapse into as much idle- 
ness as the teachers would tolerate. His forte was in_declama- 
tion: his attitude and delivery, and power of extemporising, sur- 
prised even critical listeners into unguarded praise. “My quali- 
ties,” he says, “were much more oratorical and martial than poeti- 
cal; no one had the least notion that I should subside into poesy.” 
Unpopular at first, he began to like school when he had fought his 
way to be a champion, and from his energy in sports more than 
from the impression produced by his talents had come to be recog- 
nised as a leader among his fellows. Unfortunately, towards the 
close of hjs course, in 1805, the headship of Harrow changed hands. 
Dr. Drury retired, and was succeeded by Dr. Butler. This event 
suggested the lines beginning— i 

“Where are those honours, Ida, once your own, 
When Probus fill’d your magisterial throne ? ” 
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The appointment was generally unpopular among the boys, whose 
sympathies were enlisted in favour of Henry Drury, the son of 
their former master, and Dr. Butler seems for a time. to have had 
considerable difficulty in maintaining discipline. Byron, always 
** famous for rowing,” was a ringleader of the rebellious party, and 
compared himself to Tyrtzeus. On one occasion he tore down the 
window-gratings in a room of the school-house, with the remark 
that they darkened the hall; on another he is reported to have 
refused a dinner invitation from the master, with the impertinent 
remark that he would never think of asking him in return to dine 
at Newstead. On the other hand, he seems to have set limits to 
the mutiny, and prevented some of the boys from setting their 
desks on fire by pointing to their fathers’ names carved on them. 
Byron afterwards expressed regret for his rudeness; but Butler re- 
mains in his verse as “ Pomposus of narrow brain, yet of a nar- 
rower soul.”’ 

Of the poet’s free hours, during the last years of his residence, 
which he refers to as among the happiest of his life, many were 
spent in solitary musing by an elm-tree, near a tomb to which his 
name has been given—a spot commanding a far view of London, 
of Windsor “blossomed high in tufted trees,” and of the green 
fields that stretch between, covered in spring with the white and 
red snow of apple blossom. ‘lhe others were devoted to the soci- 
ety of his chosen comrades. Byron, if not one of the safest, was 
one of the warmest of friends, and he plucked the more eagerly 
at the choicest fruit of English public school and college life, from 
the feeling he so pathetically expresses, — 


“Ts there no cause beyond the common claim, 
Endear’d to all in childhood’s very name ? 
Ah, sure some stronger impulse vibrates here, 
Which whispers Friendship will be doubly dear 
To one who thus for kindred hearts must roam, 
And seek abroad the love denied at home. 
Those hearts, dear Ida, have I found in thee— 
A home, a world, a paradise to me.” 

Of his Harrow intimates. the most prominent were the Duke of 
Dorset, the poet’s favoured fag; Lord Clare (the Lycus of the 
Childish Recollections); Lord Delawarr (the Euryalus); John Wing- 
field (Alonzo), who died at Coimbra, 1811; Cecil Tattersall (Davus); 
Edward Noel Long (Cleon): Wildman, afterwards proprietor of 
Newstead; and Sir Robert Peel. Of the last, his torm-fellow and 
most famous of his mates, the story is told of his being unmerci- 
fully beaten for offering resistance to his fag master. and Byron 
rushing up to intercede with an offer to take half the blows, Peel 
was an exact contemporary, having been born in the same year, 
1788. It has been remarked that most of the poet’s associates 
were his juniors, and, less fairly, that he liked to regard them as 
his satellites. But even at Dulwich his ostentation of rank had 
provoked for him the nickname of ‘the old English baron.” To 
Wildman, who, as a senior, had a right of inflicting chastisement 
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for offences, he said, “I find you have got Delawarr on your list; ° 
pray don’t lick him.” “Why not?” was the reply. “Why, I don’t 
know, except that he is a brother peer.” Again, he interfered 
with the more effectual arm of physical force to rescue a junior 
protégé—lame like himself, and otherwise much weaker—from the 
ill-treatment of some hulking tyrant. “ Harness,” he said, “if any 
one bullies you, tell me, and I’ll thrash him if I can ;” and he kept 
his word. Harness became an accomplished clergyman and minor | 
poet, and has left some pleasing reminiscences of his former patron. 
The prodigy of the school, George Sinclair, was’ in the habit of 
writing the poet’s exercises, and getting his battles fought for him 
in return. His bosom friend was Lord Clare. To him his confi- 
dences’ were most freely given, and his most affectionate verses 
addressed. In thé characteristic stanzas entitled ‘“ L’amitié est 
. amour sans ailes,” we feel as if between them the qualifying 
phrase might have been omitted ; for their letters, carefully pre- 
served on either side, are a record of the jealous complaints and the 
reconciliations of lovers. ~In 1821 Byron writes, ‘1 never hear the 
name Clare without a beating of the heart even now ; and I write 
it with the feelings of 1803-4-5, ad injinitum.” At the same date 
he says of an accidental meeting : “It annihilated, for a moment 
all the years between the present time and the days of Harrow. 
It was a new and inexplicable. feeling, like a rising from the grave 
tome. Clare too was much agitated—more in appearance than I 
was myself—for I could feel his heart beat to his fingers’ ends, 
unless, indeed, it was the pulse of my own which made me think 
so. We were but five minutes together on the public road, but I 
-hardly recollect an hour of my existence that could be weighed 
against them.” They were “all that brothers should be but the 
name ;’’ and it is interesting to trace this relationship between the 
greatest genius of the new time and the son of the statesman who, 
in the preceding age, stands out serene and strong amid the swarm 
of turbulent rioters and ranting orators by whom he was surrounded 
and reviled. 

Before leaving Harrow the poet had passed through the expe- 
rience of a passion of another kind, with a result that unhappily 
coloured his life. Accounts.differ as to his first meeting with Mary 
Ann Chaworth, the heiress of the family whose estates adjoined 
his own, and daughter of the race that had held with his such 
varied relations. In one of his letters he dates the introduction 
previous to his trip to Cheltenham, but it seems not to have ripened 
into intimacy till a later period. Byron, who had, in the autumn of 
1802, visited his mother at Bath, joined in a masquerade there, and 
attracted attention by the liveliness of his manners. In the follow- 
ing vear Mrs. Byron again settled at Nottingham, and in the course 
of a second and longer visit to her he frequently passed the night 
at the Abbey, of which Lord Grey de Ruthven was then a tem- 
porary tenant. This was the occasion of his renewing his acaquaint- 
ance with the Chaworths, who invited him to their seat at Annesley. 
He used at first to return every evening to Newstead, giving the 
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excuse that the family pictures would come down and take revenge 
on him for his grand-uncle’s deed, a fancy repeated in the Szege of 
Corinth. Latterly he consented to stay at Annesley, which thus 
became his headquarters during the remainder of the holidays of 
1803. The rest of the six weeks were mainly consumed in an ex- 
cursion to Matlock and Castleton, in the same companionship. 
This short period, with the exception of prologue and epilogue, 
embraced the old story of his first real love. Byron was on this 
occasion in earnest ; he wished to marry Miss Chaworth, an event 
which, he says, would have “joined broad lands, healed an old 
feud, and satisfied at least one hear! © 

The intensity of his passion is suggestively brought betete us in 
an account of his crossing the Styx of the Peak cavern, alone with 
the lady and the‘Charon of the boat. In the same passage he in- 
forms us that he had never told his love ; but that she had discov- 
ered—it is obvious that she never returned—it. We have another 
vivid picture of his irritation when she was waltzing in his presence 
at Matlock; then an account of their riding together in the country 
on their return to the family residence ; again, of his bending over 
the piano ag she was playing the Welsh air of ‘ Mary Anne'; ” 
and, lastly, of his overhearing her heartless speech to her’ maid, 
which first opened his eyes to the ‘real state of affairs—“ Do you 
think I could care for that lame boy ?”—upon which he rushed 
out of the house, and ran, like’ a hunted .creature, to Newstead. 
Thence he shortly returned from \the rougher school of life to his 
haunts and tasks at Harrow. A year later the pair again met to 
take farewell, on the hill of Annesley—an incident he has commem- 
orated in two short stanzas, that have the sound of a wind moan- 
ing over a moor. ‘“ I suppose,” he said, “the next time I see you, 
you will be Mrs. Chaworth?” “TI hope so,” she replied (her be- 
trothed, Mr. Musters, had agreed to assume her family name). 
The announcement of her marriage, which took place in August, 
1805, was made to him by his mother, with the remark, “ I have 
some news for you. Take out your handkerchief ; you will require 
it.” On hearing what she had to say, with forced calm he turned 
the conversation to other subjects ; but he was long haunted by a 
loss which he has made the theme of many of his verses. In 1807 
he sent to the lady herself the lines beginning— 


“O had my fate been joined with thine.” 


In the following year he accepted an invitation to dine at An- 
nesley, and was visibly affected by the sight of the infant daughter 
of Mrs. Chaworth, to whom he addressed a touching congratula- 
tion. Shortly afterwards, when about to leave England for the 
first time, he finally addressed her in the stanzas— 


“ *Tis done, and shivering in the gale, 
The bark unfurls her snowy sail.” 


Some years later, having an opportunity of revisiting the family of 


oe 


30 BYRON. 


his successful rival, Mrs. Leigh dissuaded him. ‘“ Don’t go,” she 
said, “if you do you will certainly fall in love again, and there will 
be a scene.” The romance of the story culminates in the famous 
Dream, a poem of unequal merit, but containing passages of real 
pathos, written in the year 1816 at Diodati, as we are told, amid a 
flood of tears. 

Miss Chaworth’s attractions, beyond those of personal beauty, 
seem to have been mainly due—a common. occurrence—to the 
poet’s imagination. A young lady, two years his senior, of a lively 
and volatile temper, she enjoyed the stolen interviews at the gate 
‘between the grounds, and laughed at the ardent letters, passed 
through a confidant, of the still awkward youth whom she regarded 
asa boy. She had no intuition to divine the presence, or appreci- 
ate the worship, of one of the future master-minds of England, nor 
any ambition to ally herself with the wild race of Newstead, and 
_ preferred her hale, commonplace, fox-hunting squire. ‘She was 
the beau ideal,” says Byron, in the first accurate prose account of the 
affair, written in 1823, a few days before his departure for Greece, 
“of all that my youthful fancy could paint of beautiful. And 1 
have taken all my fables about the celestial nature of, women from 
the perfection my imagination created in her. I say created; for I 
found her, like the rest of the sex, anything but angelic.” 

Mrs. Musters (her husband re-asserted his right to his own 
name) had in the long-run reason to regret her choice. The ill- 
assorted pair, after some unhappy years, resolved on separation ; 
and falling into bad health and worse spirits, the “ bright morning 
star of Annesley ” passed under a cloud of mental darkness. She 
died, in 1832, of fright caused by a Nottingham riot.. On the de- 
cease of Musters, in 1850, every relic of her ancient family was 
sold by auction and scattered to the winds. 
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CHAPTER. UL. 
CAMBRIDGE, AND FIRST PERIOD OF AUTHORSHIP. 


IN October, 1805, on the advice of Dr. Drury, Byron was re- 
moved to Trinity College, Cambridge, and kept up a connexion with 
the University for less than three years of very irregular attendance, 
during which we hear nothing of his studies, except the contempt 
for them expressed in some of the least effective passages of his 
early satires. He came into residence in bad temper and low 
spirits. His attachment to Harrow characteristically redoubled as 
the time drew near to leave it, and his rest was broken “ for the 
last quarter, with counting the ,hours that remained.” He was 
about to start by himself, with the heavy feeling that he was no 
longer a boy, and yet against his choice, for he wished to go to 
Oxford. The Hours of dleness, the product of this peyiod, are 
fairly named. He was so idle as regards “ problems mathematic,” 
and “ barbarous Latin,” that it is matter of surprise to learn that he 
was able to take his degree, as he did, in March, 1808. 

A good German critic, dwelling on the comparatively narrow 
range of studies to which the energies of Cambridge were then 
mainly directed, adds, somewhat rashly, that English national lit- 
erature stands for the most part beyond the range of the academic 
circle. This statement is often reiterated with persistent inaccu- 
racy; but the most casual reference to biography informs us that 
at least four-fifths of the leading statesmen, reformers, and philos- 
ophers of England have been nurtured within the walls of her 
universities, and cherished a portion of their spirit. From them 
have sprung the intellectual fires that have, at every crisis of our 
history, kindled the nation into a new life; from the age of Wycliffe, 
through those of Latimer, Locke, Gibbon, Macaulay, to the present 
reign of Physicists, comparatively few of the motors of their age 
have been wholly “without the academic circle.” Analysing with 

the same view the lives of the British poets of real note from Bar- 
bour to Tennyson, we find the proportion of University men in- 
creases. ‘‘Poeta nascitur et fit;” and if the demands of technical 
routine have sometimes tended to stifle the comparative repose of 
a seclusion “unravaged” by the fierce activities around it, the 
habit of dwelling on the old wisdom and harping on the ancient 
strings, is calculated to foster the poetic temper and enrich its re- 
sources. ‘The discouraging effect of asometimes supercilious and 
, conservative criticism is not an unmixed evil. The verse-writer 
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who can be snuffed out by the cavils of a tutorial drone is a 
poetaster silenced for his country’s good. It is true, however, that 
to original minds, bubbling with spontaneity, or arrogant with the 
consciousness of power, the discipline is hard, and the restraint 
excessive; and that the men whom their colleges are most proud 
to remember, have handled them severely. Bacon inveighs against 
the scholastic trifling of his day; Milton talks of the waste of 
time on litigious brawling ; Locke mocks at the logic of the schools ; 
Cowley complains of being taught words, not things ; Gibbon re- 
joices over his escape from the port and prejudice of Magdalen ; 
Wordsworth contemns the “trade in classic niceties,” and roves 
“in inagisterial liberty’ by the Cam, as afterwards among the hills. 
Bur all those hostile critics owe much'to the object of their 
animadversion. Any schoolboy can refer the preference of Light 
to Fruit in the Vovum Organum, half of ‘Comus and Lyctdas, the 
stately periods of the Declzne and Fall, and the severe beauties of . 
Laodamia, to the better influences of academic training on the 
minds of their authors. Similiarly, the richest pages of Byron’s 
work—from the date of The Curse of Minerva to that of the 
“Isles of Greece ”—are brightened by’ lights and adorned by al- 
lusions due to his training, imperfect as it was, on the slopes of 
Harrow, and the associations fostered during his truant years by 
the sluggish stream of his “‘ Injusta noverca.’? At her, however, 
he continued to rail as late as the publication of Beppo, in the 75th 
and the 76th stanzas of which we find another cause of complaint— 


“ One hates an author that’s all author, fellows 
In foolscap uniforms turn’d up with ink— 
So very anxious, clever, fine, and jealous, ° 
One don’t know what to say to them, or think.” 


Then, after commending Scott, Rogers, and Moore for being men 
of the world, he proceeds :— 


** But for the children of the ‘ mighty mothers,’ 
The would-be wits and can’t-be gentlemen, 
\ I leave them to the daily : Tea is ready,’ 
Snug coterie, and literary lady.” 


This attack, which called forth a counter-invective of unusual 
ferocity from some unknown scribbler, is the expression of a senti- 
mént which, sound enough within limits, Byron pushed to an ex- 
treme. He had a rooted dislike of professional /ttérateurs, and 
was always haunted by a dread that they would claim equality 
with him on the common ground of authorship. He aspired 
through life to the superiority of a double distinction—that of a 
peer among poets, and a poet among peers. In this same spirit he 
resented the comparison frequently made between him and Rous- 
seau, and insisted on points of contrast. ‘¢He hada bad memory 
—Ia_ good one. He was of the people—I! of the aristocracy.” 
Byron was capable of unbending where the difference of rank was $0 
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great that it could not be ignored. On_this principle we may.ex- 
_ plain his enthusiastic regard for the chorister Eddlestone, from 
whom he received the cornelian that is the theme.of some of his 
verses, and whose untimely death in 1811 he sincerely mourned. 

Of his Harrow friends, Harness and Long in due course fol- 
lowed him to Cambridge, where their common pursuits were re-, 
newed. With the latter—who was drowned in 1809, on a passage: - 
to Lisbon with his regiment—he spent a considerable portion. of; 
his time on the Cam, swimming and diving, in which art they were 
so expert as to pick up eggs, plates, thimbles, and coins from a 
depth of fourteen feet—incidents recalled to the poet’s. mind by 
reading Milton’s invocation to Sabrina. During the same. period 
he distinguished himself at cricket, as in boxing, riding, and shoot- 
ing. Of his skill as a rider there are various accounts. He.was 
an. undoubted marksman, and his habit of carrying about pistols, 
and use of them wherever he went, was often a source of annoy-, 
ance and alarm. He professed a theoretical objection to duelling, 
but was as ready to take a challenge as Scott, and more. ready to, 
send one. 

Regarding the masters and professors of Cambridge, Byron has 
‘little to say. His own tutor, Tavell, appears pleasantly enough jin, 
his verse, and he commends the head of his college, Dr. Lort 
Mansel, for dignified demeanour in his office and a past reputation 
for convivial wit. His attentions to Professor Hailstone at Harrow- 
gate were graciously offered and received; but ina letter to Mur- 
ray he gives a graphically abusive account of Porson, “ hiccuping 
Greek like a Helot” in his cups. The poet was first introduced at 
Cambridge toa brilliant circle of contemporaries, whose talents or 
attainments soon made them more or less conspicuous, and most 
of whom are interesting on their own account as well as from their 
connexion with the subsequent phases of his career. By common 
consent Charles Skinner Matthews, son of the member for Here- 
fordshire, 1802-6, was the most remarkable of the group. Distin- 
guished alike for scholarship, physical and mental courage, subtlety 
of thought, humour of fancy, and fascinations of character, this 
young man seems to have made an impression on the undergradu- 
ates of his own, similar to that left by Charles Austin on those of 
a later generation. The loss of this friend Byron always regarded 
as an incalculable calamity. Ina note to Childe Harold he writes: 
“J should have ventured on a verse to the memory of Matthews, 
were he not too much above all praise of mine. His powers of 
’ mind shown in the attainment of greater honours, against the ablest 
candidates, than those of any graduate on record. at Cambridge, 
have sufficiently established his fame on the spot where it was ac- 
quired; while his softer qualities live in the recollection of friends 
who loved him too well to envy his superiority.” He was drowned 
while bathing alone among the reeds of the Cam, in the summer 


of 1811. 
In a letter written from Ravenna in 1820, Byron, in answer to 


a request for contributions to a proposed memoir, introduces into 
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his notes much autobiographical matter. In reference to a joint 
visit to Newstead he writes: “ Matthews and myself had travelled 
down from London together, talking all the way incessantly upon 
one single topic. When we got to Loughborough, I know not what 
chasm had made us diverge for a moment to some other subject, at 
which he was indignant. ‘Come,’ said he, ‘don’t let us break 
through; let us go on as we began, to our journey’s end;’ and so 
he continued, and was as entertaining as ever to the very end. He 
had previously occupied, during my year’s absence from Cambridge, 
my rooms‘in Trinity, with the furniture; and Jones (the gyp), in 
his odd way, had said, in putting him in, ‘Mr. Matthews, I rec- 
commend to your attention not to damage any of the movables, 
for Lord Byron, sir,is a young man of ‘tumultuous passions.’ 
Matthews was delighted with this, and whenever anybody came to 
visit him, begged them to handle the very door with caution, and 
used to repeat Jones’s admonition in his tone and manner. ... He 
had the same droll sardonic way about everything. — A wild Irish- 
man, named F., one evening beginning to say something at a large 
supper, Matthews roared, ‘Silence!’ and then, pointing to F., 
cried out, in the words of the oracle, ‘Orson is endowed with 
reason.’ When Sir Henry Smith was expelled from Cambridge 
for a row with a tradesman named ‘ Hiron,’ Matthews solaced him- 
self with shouting under Hiron’s windows every evening— 


“Ahme! what perils do environ 
The man who meddles with hot Hiron! 


He was also of that band of scoffers who used to rouse Lort 
Mansel from his slumbers in the lodge of Trinity; and when he 
appeared at the window, foaming with wrath, and crying out, ‘I 
know you, gentlemen—I know you!’ were wont to reply, ‘We 
beseech thee to hear us, good Lort. Good Lort, deliver us!’ ” 
The whole letter, written in the poet’s mature and natural style, 
gives a vivid picture of the social life and surroundings of his Cam- 
bridge days: how much of the set and sententious moralising of 
some of his formal biographers might we not have spared, for a 
report of the conversation on the road from London to Newstead. 
Of the others gathered round the same centre, Scrope Davies en- 
listed the largest share of Byron’s affections. To him he wrote 
after the catastrophe: “Come to me, Scrope; 1 am almost deso- 
late—left alone in the world. I had but you, and H., and M.. and 
Jet me enjoy the survivors while I can.” -Later he says, ‘‘ Matthews, 
Davies, Hobhouse, and myself formed a coterie of our own. 
Davies has always beaten us all in the war of words, and by col- 
loquial powers at once delighted and kept us inorder; even M. 
yielded to the dashing vivacity of S. D.” The last is everywhere 
commended for the brilliancy of his wit and repartee: he was 
never afraid to speak the truth. Once when the poet, in one of 
his fits of petulance, exclaimed, intending to produce a terrible im- 
pression, “I shall goad /” Davies calmly and cuttingly observed, 
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«Tt is much more like silliness than madness!” He was the'only 
man who ever laid Byron under any serious pecuniary obligation, 
having lent him 4800/. in some time of strait. This was repaid on 
March 27, 1814, when the pair sat up over champagne and claret © 
from six till midnight, after which “Scrope could not be got into 
the carriage on the way home, but remained tipsy and pious on his 
knees.” Davies was much disconcerted at the influence which the 
sceptical opinions of Matthews threatened to exercise over Byron’s 
mind. ‘The fourth of this quadrangle of amity was John Cam Hob- 
house, afterwards Lord Broughton, the steadfast friend of the 
poet’s whole life, the companion of his travels, the witness of his 
marriage, the executor of his will, the zealous guardian and vindi- 
cator of his fame.’ His ability is abundantly attested by the im- 
pression he left on his contemporaries, his published description of 
the Pilerimage, and subsequent literary and political career. Byron 
bears witness to the warmth of his affections and the charms of his 
conversation, and to the candour which,’as he confessed to Lady 
Blessington, sometimes tried his patience. There is little doubt 
that they had some misunderstanding when travelling together, but 
_ it was a passing cloud. Eighteen months after his return the poet 
admits that Hobhouse was his best friend; and when he unex- 
pectedly walked’ up the stairs of the Palazzo Lanfranchi, at Pisa, 
Madame Guiccioli informs us that Byron was seized: with such 
violent emotion, and so extreme an excess of joy, that it seemed to. 
take away his strength, and he was forced to sit down in tears. 

On the edge of this ianer circle, and in many respects associated 
with it, was the Rev. Francis Hodgson, a ripe scholar, good trans- 
lator, a sound critic, a fluent writer of graceful verse, and a large- 
hearted divine, whose correspondence, recently edited with a con- 
necting narrative by his son, has thrown light on disputed passages 
of Lord Byron’s life. The views entertained by the friends on 

‘literary matters were almost identical; they both fought under the 
standards of the classic school; they resented the same criticisms, 
they applauded the same successes, and were bound together by 
the strong tie of mutual admiration. Byron commends Hodgson’s 
verses, and encourages him to write; Hodgson recognises in the 
Bards and Reviewers and the early cantos of Chzlde Harold the 
promise of Wanfred and Cain. Among the associates who strove 
to bring the poet back to the anchorage of fixed belief, and to wean 
him from the error of his thoughts, Francis Hodgson was the most 
charitable, and therefore the most judicious. That his cautions 
and exhortations were never stultified by pedantry or excessive 
dogmatism, is apparent from the frank and unguarded answers 
which’ they called forth. In several, which are: preserved, and 
some for the first time reproduced in the recently-published Memoir, 
we are struck ly the mixture of audacity and superficial dogmatism, 
sometimes amounting to effrontery, that is apt to characterise the 
negations of a youthful sceptic. In September, 1811, Byron writes 
from Newstead : “I will have nothing to do with your immortality ; 
we are miserable enough in this life, without the absurdity of specu- 


36 BYRON. 


lating upon another. Christ came to save men, but a good Pagan 
will go to heaven, and a bad Nazarene to hell. 1 am no Platonist, 
I am nothing at all; but I would sooner bea Paulician, Manichean, 
Spinozist, Gentile, Pyrrhonian, Zoroastrian, than one of the seventy- 
two villainous sects who are tearing each other to pieces for the 
love of the Lord and hatred of each other. I will bring ten Mussul- 
men, shall shame you all in good-will towards men and prayer to 
God.” Ona similar outburst in verse, the Rev. F. Hodgson com- 
ments with a sweet humanity, “ The poor dear soul meant nothing 
of this.” Elsewhere the poet writes, “I have read Watson to 
Gibbon. \He proves nothing; so Iam where I was, verging to- 
wards Spinoza; and yet is a gloomy creed ; and I want a better; but 
there is something pagan in me that I cannot shake off. Jz short, 
L deny nothing, but doubt everything.” But his early attitude on 
matters of religion is best set forth in a letter to Gifford, of 1813, 
in which he says, “1 am no bigot to infidelity, and did not expect 
that, because | doubted the immortality of man, I should be charged 
with denying the existence of a God. It was the comparative in- 
significance of ourselves and our world, when placed in comparison 
of the mighty whole of which man is an atom, that first led me to 
imagine that our pretensions to eternity might be overrated. This, 
and being early disgusted with .a Calvinistic Scotch school, where 
I was cudgelled to church for the first ten years of my life, afflicted 
me with this malady ; for, after all, it is, I believe, a disease of the 
mind, as much as other kinds of hypochondria,” 

Hodgson was a type of friendly forbearance and loyal attach- 
ment, which had for their return a perfect open-heartedness in his 
correspondent. Tono one did the poet more freely abuse himself; 
to no one did he indulge in more reckless sallies of humour; to no 
one did he more readily betray his little conceits. Fromhim Byron 
sought and received advice, and he owed to him the prevention of 
what might have been a most foolish and disastrous encounter. 
On the other hand, the clergyman was the recipient of one of the 
poet’s many single-hearted acts of munificence—a gift of 1o00/., to 
pay off debts to which he had been left heir. In a letter to his 
uncle, the former gratefully alludes to this generosity: “ Oh, if you 
knew the exultation of heart, aye, and of head too, I feel at being 
free from those depressing embarrassments, you would, as I do, 
bless my dearest friend and brother, Byron.’? The whole transac. 
tion is a pleasing record of a benefit that was neither sooner nor 
later resented by the receiver. 

Among other associates of the same group should be mentioned 
Henry Drury—long Hodgson’s intimate friend, and ultimately. his 
brother-in-law, to whom many of Byron’s first series of letters from 
abroad are addressed—and Robert Charles Dallas, a name sur- 
rounded with various associations, who played a not insignificant 
part in Byron’s history, and after his death, helped to swell the 
throng of his annotators. ~ This gentleman, a connexion by mar- 
riage, and author cf some now forgotten novels, first made acquaint- 
ance with the poet in London early in 1808, when we have two 
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letters from Byron, in answer to some compliment on his early 
volume, in which, though addressing his correspondent merely as 
“Sir,” his flippancy and habit of boasting of excessive badness 
reach an absurd climax. 

Meanwhile, during the intervals of his attendance at college, 
Byron had made other friends. His vacations were divided be- 
tween Londonand Southwell, asmall town on the road from Mans- 
field and Newark, once a refuge of Charles I., and still adorned by 
an old Norman minster. Here Mrs. Byron for several summer 
seasons took up her abode, and was frequently joined by her son. 
He was introduced to John Pigot, a medical student of Edinburgh, 
and his sister Elizabeth, both endowed with talents above the 
averagé, and keenly interested in literary pursuits, to whom a num- 
ber of his letters are addressed ; also to the Rev. J. T. Becher, 
author of a treatise on the state of the poor, to whom he was in- 
debted for encouragement and counsel. The poet often rails at the 
place, which he found dull in comparison with Cambridge and Lon- 
don; writing from the latter, in 1807: “O Southwell, how I re- 
joice to have left thee ! and how I curse the heavy hours I dragged 

. along for so many months among the Mohawks who inhabit your 
kraals!”’ and adding that his sole satisfaction during his residence 
there was having pared off somé pounds of flesh. Notwithstand- 
ing, in the small but select society of this inland watering-place he 
passed, on the whole, a pleasant time—listening to the music of the 
‘simple ballads in which he delighted, taking part in the perform- 
ances of the local theatre, making excursions, and writing verses. 
This otherwise quiet time was disturbed by exhibitions of violence 
on the part of Mrs. Byron, which suggest the idea of insanity. 
After one more outrageous than usual, both mother and son are 
said to have gone to the neighbouring apothecary, each to request 
him not to supply the other with poison. On alater occasion, 
when he had been meeting her outbursts of rage with stubborn 
mockery, she flung a poker at his head, and narrowly missed her 
aim. Upon this he took flight to London, and his Hydra or Alecto, 
as he calls her, followed: on their meeting, a truce was patched, 
and they withdrew in opposite directions, she back to Southwell, 
he to refresh himself on the Sussex coast, till in the August of the 
same year (1806) he again rejoined her. Shortly afterwards we 
have from Pigot a description of a trip to Harrowgate, when his 
lordship’s favourite Newfoundland, Boatswain, whose relation to 
his master recalls that of Bounce to Pope, or Maida to Scott, sat 
on the box. 

In November Byron printed for private circulation the first 
issue of his juvenile poems. Mr. Becher having called his attention 
to one which he thought objectionable, the impression was de- 
streyed ; and the author set to work upon another, which, at once 
weeded and amplified, saw the light in January, 1807. He sent 
copies, under the title of Favenzlia, to several of his friends, and 
among others to Henry Mackenzie (the Man of Feeling), and to 
Fraser Tytler, Lord Woodhouselee. Encouraged by their favours 
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able notices, he determjned to appeal to a wider audience, and in, 
March, 1807, the Hours of /dleness, still proceeding from the local] 
press at Newark, were given to the world. In June we find the 
poet again writing from his college rooms, dwelling with boyish 
detail on his growth in height and reduction in girth, his, late hours 
and heavy potations, his comrades, and the prospects of his book. 
From July to September he dates from London, excited by the 
praises of some now obscure magazine, and planning a journey to 
the Hebrides. In October he is again settled at Cambridge, and 
in a letter to Miss Pigot, makes a humorous reference to one of his 
fantastic freaks: “I have gota new friend, the finest in the world 
a tame bear. When I brought him here, they asked me what I 
meant to do with him, and my reply was, ‘He should sit for a 
fellowship.’ This answer delighted them not.” The greater part 
of the spring and summer of 1803. was spent at Dorant’s Hotel, - 
Albemarle Street. Left to himself, he seems during this period for 
the first time to have freely indulged in dissipations, which are in 
most lives more or less carefully concealed. But Byron, with 
almost unparalleled folly, was perpetually taking the public into his 
confidence, and all his “sins of blood,” with the strange additions 
of an imaginative effrontery, have been thrust before us in a manner 
which even, Théophile Gautier ‘might have thought indelicate. 
Nature and circumstances conspired to the result. With passions 
which he is fond of comparing to the fires of Vesuvius and Hecla, 
he was, on his entrance into a social life which his rank helped to 
surround with temptations, unconscious of any sufficient motive for 
resisting them; he had no one to restrain him from the whim of 
the moment, or with sufficient authority to give him effective 
advice. A temperament of general despondency, relieved by 
reckless outbursts of animal spirits, is the least favourable to habit- 
ual self-control. The melancholy of Byron was not of the pensive 


and innocent: kind attributed to Cowley, rather that of the peha- 


porwnot of whom Aristotle asserts, with profound psychological or 
physiological intuition, that ‘they are dz) év aoo0dpa. onegeh THE 
absurdity of Mr. Moore’s frequent declaration, that all great poets 
are inly wrapt in perpetual gloom, is only to be excused by the 
modesty which, in the saying so, obviously excludes himself ‘from 
the list, : But itis true that anomalous energies are sources of in- 
cessant irritation to their possessor, until they have found their 
proper vent in the free exercise of his highest faculties. Bvron 
had not yet done this, when he was rushing about between Lon- 
don, Brighton, Cambridge, and Newstead — shooting, gambling. 
swimming, alternately drinking deep and trying ‘to starve himself 
into elegance, green-room hunting, travelling with disguised corh- 
panions,* patronizing D’Egville the dancing-master, Grimaldi’ the 
clown, and taking lessons from Mr. Jackson, the distinguished pro- 





* In reference to one of th i i 
rele f these, see an interesting letter from Mr. Minto to the 
Atheneum in the year 1876, in which, with considerable though not conclusive ingenuity, 


he endeavours to identify the girl with ‘" on ith “ 4 gar 
aie ee y g LPhyrza”’ and with “ Astarté,”? whom he regards 
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fessor of pugilism, to whom he afterwards affectionately refers as 
his “old friend and corporeal pastor and master.” There is no 
inducement to dwell on amours devoid of romance, further than to 
remember that they never trenched on what the common code of 
the fashionable world terms dishonour. We may believe the poet’s 
later assertion, backed by want of evidence to the contrary, that he 
had never been the first means of leading any one astray—a fact 
perhaps worthy the attention of those moral worshippers of Goethe 
and Burns who hiss at Lord Byron’s name. 3 

Though much of this year of his life was passed unprofitably, 
from it dates the impulse that provoked him to put forth his 
powers. The Adinburgh, with the attack on the Hours of Idle- 
mess, appeared in March, 1808. This production, by Lord Brougham, 
is a specimen of the tomahawk style of criticism prevalent in the 
early years of the century, in which the main motive of the critic 
was, not to deal fairly with his author, but to acquire for himself 
an easy reputation for cleverness, by a series of smart, con- 
temptuous sentences. Taken separately, the strictures of the 
Edinburgh are sufficiently just, and the passages quoted for censure 
are all bad. Byron’s genius. as a poet was not remarkably pre- 
cocious. The Hours of Idleness seldom rise, either in thought or 
expression, very far above the average level of juvenile verse ; 
many of the pieces in the collection are weak imitations, or common- 
place descriptions; others, suggested by circumstances of local or 
temporary interest, had served their turn before coming into print. 
Their prevailing sentiment is an affectation of misanthropy, con- 
veyed in such lines as these :— 


“Weary of love, of life, devour’d with spleen, 
I rest, a perfect Timon, not nineteen.” 


This mawkish element unfortunately survives in much of the 
author’s later verse. But even in this volume there are indications 
of force and command. The Prayer of Nature indeed, though 
previously written, was not included in the edition before the notice 
of the critic; but the sound of Loch-ma-Gair and some of the 
stanzas on Vewstead ought to have saved him from the mistake of 
his impudent advice. The poet, who through life waited wit 
feverish anxiety for every verdict on his work, is reported, after 
reading the review, to have looked like a man about to send a 
challenge. In the midst of a transparent show of indifference, he 
confesses to have drunk three bottles of claret on the evening of 
its appearance. But the wound did not mortify into torpor; the 
Sea-King’s blood stood him in good stead, and he was not long 
in collecting his strength for the panther-like spring, which, gaining 
strength by its delay, twelve months later made it impossible for 
him to be contemned. 

The last months of the year he spent at Newstead, vacated by 
the tenant, who had left the building in the tumble-down condition 
in which he found it. Byron was, by his own acknowledgment, at 
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this time “heavily dipped,” generosities having combined with 
selfish extravagances to the result; he had no funds to subject the 
place to anything like a thorough repair, but he busied himself in 
arranging a few of the rooms for’ his own present and his mother’s 
after use. About this date he writes to her, beginning in his usual 
stylé, ‘‘ Dear Madam,” saying he has as yet no rooms ready for 
her reception, but that on his departure she shall be tenant till his 
return. During this interval he was studying Pope, and carefully 
maturing his own satire. In November the dog Boatswain died 
ina fit of madness. The event called forth the famous burst of 
misanthropic verse, ending with the couplet— 


“To mark a friend’s remains these stones arise ; 
T never knew but ove, and here he lies ;” 


and the inscription on the monument that still remains in the gar- 
dens of Newstead— 


“* Near this spot 
Are deposited the remains of one 
Who possessed Beauty without Vanity, 
Strength without Insolence, 
Courage without Ferocity, 

And all the virtues of Man without his Vices. 
This Praise, which would be unmeaning Flattery 
If inscribed over human ashes, 

Is but a just tribute to the Memory of 
Boatswain, a Dog, 
Who was born at Newfoundland, May, 1803, 
And died at Newstead Abbey, November 18, 1808.” 


On January 22, 1809, his lordship’s coming of age was cele- 
brated with festivities, curtailed of their proportions by his limited 
means. LEarly inthe spring he paid a visit to London, bringing 
the proof of his satire to the publisher, Cawthorne. From St. 
James’s Street he writes to Mrs. Byron, on the death of Lord 
Falkland, who had been killed in a duel, and expresses a sympathy 
for his family, left in destitute circumstances, whom he proceeded 
to relieve with a generosity only equalled by the delicacy of the 
manner in which it was shown. Referring to his own embarrass- 
ment, he proceeds in the expression of a resolve, often repeated, 
““Come what may, Newstead and I stand or fall together. 1 have 
now lived on the spot—I have fixed my heart on it; and no pres- 
sure, present or future, shall induce me to barter the last vestige 
of our inheritance.’? He was building false hopes on the result of 
the suit for the Rochdale property, which being dragged from 
court to ‘court, involved him in heavy expenses, with no. satisfac- 
tory result. He took his seat in the House of Lords on the 13th 
of March, and’ Mr. Dallas, who accompanied him to the bar of the 
House, has left an account of his somewhat unfortunate demeanour. 
‘= His countenance, paler than usual, showed that kis mind was 
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agitated, and that he was thinking of the nobleman to whom he had 
once looked for a hand and countenance in his introduction. 
There were very few persons in the House. Lord Eldon 
was going through some ordinary business. When Lord Byron 
had taken the oaths, the Chancellor quitted his seat, and 
went towards him with a smile, putting out his hand warmly to 
welcome him ; and, though I did not catch the words, I saw that 
he paid him some compliment. This was all thrown away upon 
Lord Byron, who made a stiff bow, and put the tips of his fingers 
into the Chancellor’s hand. The Chancellor did not press a wel- 
come so received, but resumed his seat; while Lord Byron care- 
lessly seated himself for a few minutes on one of the empty 
benches to the left of the throne, usually occupied by the lords in 
Opposition. When, on his joining me, I expressed what I had 
felt, he said, ‘If I had shaken hands heartily, he would have set 
me down for one of his party; but I will have nothing to do with 
them on either side. I have taken my seat, and now I will go 
abroad.’ ” 

A few days later the Exglish Bards and Scotch Reviewers 
- appeared before the public. ‘The first anonymous edition was ex- 
hausted in a month; a second, to which the author gave his name, 
quickly followed. He was wont at a later date to disparage this 
production, and frequently recanted many of his verdicts in margi- 
nal notes. Several, indeed, seem to have been dictated by feelings 
so transitory, that in the course of the correction of proof blame 
was turned into praise, and praise into blame; z.e., he wrote in 
MS. before he met the agreeable author— 


“JT leave topography to coxcomb Gell; ” 


we have his second thought in the first edition, before he saw the 
Troad— 
“T leave topography to classic Gell; ” 


and this third, half-way in censure, in the fifth— 
“T leave topography to rapid Gell.’’ 


Of such materials are literary judgments made! 

The success of Byron’s satire was due to the fact of its being 
the only good thing of its kind since Churchill—for in the Baviad 
and ‘/evzad only butterflies were broken upon the wheel—and to 
its being the first promise of a new power. The Bards and Re- 
viewers also enlisted sympathy, from its vigorous attack upon the 
critics who had hitherto assumed the prerogative of attack. Jeffrey 
and Brougham were seethed in their own milk; and outsiders, 
whose credentials were still being examined, as Moore and Camp- 
bell, came in for their share of vigorous vituperation. The Lakers 
fared worst of all. It was the beginning of the author’s life-long 
war, only once relaxed, with Southey. Wordsworth—though 
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against. this, passage is written & unjust,” a concession not much 
sooner made than withdrawn—is dubbed an idiot, who— 


“Both by precept and example shows 
That prose is verse, and verse is only prose ;” 


and Coleridge, a baby— 
** To turgid ode and tumid stanza dear.” 


The lines ‘ridiculing the encounter between Jeffery and Moore are 
a fair specimen ‘of the accuracy with which the author had caught 
the ring of Pope’s antithesis :— 


“The surly Tolbooth scarcely kept her place. 
The Tolbooth felt—for marble sometimes can, 
‘On such occasions, feel as much as: man— 
/The Tolbooth felt defrauded of her charms, 
If Jeffrey died, except within her arms.” 


Meanwhile Byron had again retired to Newstead, where he in- 
vited.some choice spirits to hold.a few weeks of farewell revel. 
Matthews, one of these, gives an account, of the place, and the 
time they, spent. there—entering the mansion between a bear anda 
wolf, amid a salvo of pistol-shots ; sitting up to all hours, talking 
politics, philosophy, poetry; hearing stories of the dead lords, and 
the ghost of the Black Brother; drinking their wine out of the 
skull-cup which the owner had madejout.of the cranium of.some 
old monk dug up in the garden; breakfasting at two, then reading, 
fencing, riding, cricketing, sailing on the lake, and playing with the 
bear or teasing the wolf The party broke up without having made 
themselves, responsible for, any of the orgies of which Childe 
Harold raves, and which Dallas in good earnest accepts as vera- 
cious, when the poet and. his friend Hobhouse: started for Fal- 
mouth, on their way “outre mer.” 
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CHAPTER IV.’ 
TWO YEARS OF TRAVEL. 


THERE is no romance of Munchausen or Dumas more’ marvel 
lous than the adventures, attributed to Lord Byron abroad. At — 
tached to his first expedition area Series of narratives, by profess 
ing eye-witnesses, of his intrigues, encounters, acts of diablerie and 
of munificence. in particular ‘of his roaming about’ the isles’ of 
Greece and taking possession of one of them, which have’ all the 
same relation to reality as the Arabian Nights to the actual reign 
of Haroun Al Raschid.* . 

Byron had far more than an average share of the! édg7 é spirit, 
the counterpoise in the English race of their otherwise arrogan 
isolation. He held with Wilhelm Meister— ; 


“To give space for wandering is it, 
That the earth was made so wide ;”” 


and wrote to his mother from Athens :°“ I'am so convinced of the 
advantages of looking at mankind, instead of reading about them, 
and the bitter effects of staying at home with’ all the’ narrow pre- 
judices of an islander, that’ I think there ‘should bea Jew amongst 
us to’ send our young'men abroad for'a term, among the few: allies 
our wars have left us.” 

On June 11th, having borrowed money at heavy-interest,and 
stored his mind with information abotit Persia and India, the ‘con- 
templated but: unattained goal of ‘his’ travels, he left London \ac- 
companied by his friend Hobhouse,; Fletcher his valety Joe Murray 
his old butler, and Robert Rushton, the'son of one of his tenants, 
supposed to’ be 'representéd by the Page in Childe Harold. | The 
two latter, the oné on account of his age, the other from his health 
bréaking down, he sent back to England from Gibraltar: 

Becalméd: for some days at Falmouth; |a town which he de- 
scribes as “full of Quakers and’salt'fish,” he despatched letters to 


| EP h6s6 who wish to read them are teferredito the: large three volumes—published in 
1825, by Mr. Iley, Portman Square—of anonymous authorship, ‘ 
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his mother, Drury, and Hodgson, exhibiting the changing moods 
of his mind. Smarting under a slight he had received at parting 
from a school-companion, who had excused himself from a farewell 
meeting on the plea that he had to go shopping, he at one moment 
talks of his desolation, and says that, ‘ leaving England without 
regret,” he had thought of entering the Turkish service; in the 
next, especially in the stanzas to Hodgson, he runs off into a strain 
of boisterous buffoonery. On the 2nd of July, the packet by which 
he was bound sailed for Lisbon, and arrived there about the mid- 
dle of the month, when the English fleet was anchored in the 
Tagus. The poet in some of his stanzas has described the fine 
view of the port and the disconsolate dirtiness of the city itself, the 
streets of which were at that time rendered dangerous by the fre- 
quency of religious and political assassinations. Nothing else re- 
mains of his sojourn to interest us, save the statement of Mr. Hob- 
house, that his friend made a more perilous, though less celebrated, 
achievement by water than his crossing the Hellespont, in swim- 
ming from old Lisbon to Belem Castle. Byron praises the neigh- 
bouring Cintra as “the most beautiful village in the world,” though 
he joins with Wordsworth in heaping anathemas on the Conven- 
tion, and extols the grandeur of Mafra, the Escurial of Portugal, in 
the convent of which a monk, showing the traveller a large library, 
asked if the English bad any books in their country. Despatching 
his baggage and servants by sea to Gibraltar, he and his friend 
started on horseback through the south-west of Spain. . Their first 
resting-place, after a ride of 400 miles, performed at an average rate 
of seventy in the twenty-four hours, was Seville, where they lodged 
for three days in the house of two ladies, to whose attractions, as 
well as the fascination le seems to have exerted over them, the 
poet somewhat garrulously refers. Here, too, he saw, parading on 
the Prado, the famous JZazd of Saragossa, whom he celebrates in 
his equally famous stanzas (Chz/de Harold, 1., 54—58). Of Cadiz, 
the next stage, he writes with enthusiasm as a modern Cythera, 
describing the bull-fights .in his. verse, and the beauties in glowing 
prose. The belles of this city, he says, are the Lancashire witches 
of Spain ; and by reason of them, rather than the sea-shore or the 
Sierra Morena, “sweet Cadiz is the first spot in the creation.” 
Hence, by an English frigate, they sailed to Gibraltar, for which 
place he has nothing but curses. Byron had no sympathy with the 
ordinary forms of British patriotism, and in our great struggle with 
the tyranny of the First Empire, he may almost be said to have 
sympathised with, Napoleon. 

The ship stopped at Cagliari, in Sardinia, andagain at Girgenti, 
on the Sicilian coast. . Arriving at Malta, they halted there for three 
weeks—time enough to establish a sentimental, though Platonic, 
flirtation with Mrs. Spencer Smith, wife of our minister at Constan- 
tinople, sister-in-law of the famous admiral, and the heroine of some 
exciting adventures. She is the “Florence” of Childe Harold, 


and is afterwards addressed in some of the most graceful verses of . 
his cavalier minstrelsy— ; 
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_“ Do thou, amidst the fair white walls, 
If Cadiz yet be-free, 46) 

At times from out her latticed halls , 
Look o’er the dark blue sea— 

Then think upon Calypso’s isles, 
Endear’d by days gone by— 

To others give a thousand smiles, 
To me a single sigh.” 


Tke only other adventure of the visit is Byron’s quarrel with an 
officer, on some unrecorded ground, which Hobhouse tells us 
nearly resulted in a duel. The friends left Malta on September 
29th, in the war-ship “ Spider,” and after anchoring off Patras, and 
spending a few hours on shore, they skirted the coast of Acar- 
nania, in view of localities—as Ithaca, the Leucadian rock, and 
Actium—whose classic memories filtered through ‘the poet’s mind 
and found a place in his masterpieces. Landing at Previsa, they 
started on a tour through Albania— 


“O’er many a mount sublime, 
“Through lands scarce noticed in historic tales.” 


Byron was deeply impressed by the beauty of the scenery, and the 
half-savage independence of the people, described as “always 
strutting about with slow-dignity, though in rags.” In October we 
find him with his companions at Janina, hospitably entertained by 
order of Ali Pasha, the famous Albanian Turk, bandit, and despot, 
then engaged in besieging Ibrahim in Illyria. They proceeded on 
their way by “bleak Pindus,” Acherusia’s lake, and Zitza, with its 
monastery door battered by robbers. Before reaching the latter 
place they encountered a terrific thunder-storm, in the midst of 
which they separated, and Byron’s detachment lost its way for nine 
hours, during which he composed the verses to Florence, quoted 
above. 

Some days later they together arrived at Tepelleni, and were 
there received by Ali Pasha in person. The scene on entering the 
town is described as recalling Scott’s Branksome Castle and the 
feudal system; and the introduction to Ali, who sat for some of 
the traits of the poet’s corsairs, is graphically reproduced in a letter 
to Mrs. Byron. “ His first question was, why at so early an age I 
‘left my country, and without a ‘lala,’ or nurse? He then said the 
English minister had told him I was of a great family, and desired 
his respects to my mother, which I now present to you (date, 
November 12th). He said he was certain I was a man of birth, 
because I had small ears, curling hair, and little white hands. He 
told me to consider him as a father whilst I was in Turkey, and 
said he looked on me as his son. Indeed he treated me like a 
child, sending me almonds, fruit, and sweetmeats twenty times a 
day.” Byron shortly afterwards discovered his host to be a pois: 
oner and an assassin. ‘Two days ago,” he proceeds, in a passage 
which illustrates his character and a common experience, “I was 


46 BYRON. 


nearly lost in a’ Turkish Ship-of-war, owing to the ignorance of the 
captain and crew. Fletcher, yelled. after his wife ; the Greeks 
called on all the saints, the Mussulmen on Alla; the captain burst 
into tears and ran below deck, telling us to callion God. The sails 


were split, the mainyard shivered, the wind blowing fresh, the night 


‘setting in; and all our chance was to make for Corfu—or, as F. 


pathetically called it, ‘a watery grave.’ I did what I could to con- 
sole him, but finding him incorrigible, wrapped myself in my Al- 
banian’ capote, and Jay down onthe deck to wait the worst.” Un- 
able from his lameness, says Hobhouse, to be of any assistance, he 
in arshort time was found amid the trembling sailors fast asleep. 
‘They got back to’ the coast of Suli, and shortly afterwards started 
through Acarnania and AStolia for the Morea, again rejoicing in the 
wild scenery and ‘the apparently kindred spirits of the wild men 
among whom they passed: Byron was especially fascinated by, 
the ‘fre-light dance and song ofthe robber band, which he de- 
scribes and reproduces in Chzlde'Harold. On the 21st of Nov- 
ember he reached Mesolonghi, where, fifteen years later, he died. 
Here he dismissed most'of his escort, proceeded to Patras, and on 
to Vostizza, caught’ sight of Parnassus, and accepted a flight of 
eagles near Delphi as a favouring, sign of Apollo.. “ The last 
bird,’*he writes, “IT ever fired at was.an eaglet on the shore of the 
Gulf of Lepanto. It was ‘only, wounded, and I tried to save it— 
the ‘éye was'so bright. But it pined and died in a few days ; and 
I ‘never ‘did since, and never will, attempt the life of another bird.” 
From Livadia the travellers proceeded to Thebes, visited the cave 
of Trophonius, Diana’s fountain, the so-called ruins of Pindar’s 
house, and the field of Cheronea, crossed Citheron, and on Christ- 
mas, 1809, arrived before the defile, near the ruins of Phyle, where 
he had his first glimpse of Athens, which evoked the famous 
lines 4 
“Ancient of days, august Athena! where, 

Where are thy men of might? thy. grand in soul? 

Gone, glimmering through the dreams of things that were. 

First in the race that Jed ‘to glory’s. goal, 

They won, and’pass’d away : is this the whole— 

A'‘schoolboy’s tale; the wonder of an hour?” 


After which he reverts to his perpetually recurring moral, “ Men 
come and go; but the ‘hills; and waves, and skies, and stars en- 
dure 7?— / 
* Apollo still thy long, long summer gilds ; 
Still in his beam Mendeli’s marbles glare; 
Art, glory, freedom fail—but nature still is fair.” 


The duration of Lord Byron’s first visit to Athens was about 
three months, and it was varied’ by excursions to different parts of 
Attica—Eleusis, Hymettus, Capé Colonna, Sunium, the scene. of 
Falconer’s shipwreck. the Colonos of CEdipus, and Marathon, the 
plain of which is said to havé been placed at his disposal for about 
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the same sum that thirty years*later an' American 'volunteered to 
give for the bark with his name on the tree at Newstead. Byron 
had a poor opinion of the modern ‘Athenians, who’ seein to have at 
this period done their best to justify the Roman satirist: He 
found them superficial, ‘cunning, and® false; but, with generous 
historic insight, he says that no nation im like’circumstances would 
have been much better ; that they had the vices/of ages of’ slavery, 
from which it would require ages of freedom to emancipate them. 

In the Greek capital he lodged at‘ the house of a respectable 
lady, widow of an English vice- -consul, who had three daughters, 
the eldest of whom, Theresa, acquired an innocent and enviable 
fame as the Maid of Athens, without the dangerous glory of having 
taken any very firm hold of thé heart’that she was‘asked to return, 
A more solid passion was the ‘poét’s'eenuine indignation ‘on the 
“lifting,” in Border phrase, of ‘the marbles from ‘the Parthenon, 
and their: being taken to England’ by! torder’of Lord Elgin. Byron 
never wrote anything more sincere’than ‘the Curse oF Minerva ; 
and he has’ recorded few incidents: more’ pathetic than that of the 
old Greek who; when the last stoné “was removed for exportation, 

' shed tears and said “t¥so¢}” The qtestion is stillan open one’ of 
ethics. There are few Englishmen a the higher rank 'who do’not 
hold London in the right hand as barely balanced’ ‘by the rest of 
the world in the left; a’ judgment in which we can’ hardly expect 
Romans, Parisians, and Athenians to concur.’ On the other hand, 
the marbles were mouldering at Athens, and eo are! preserved, 
like ginger, in the British Museum. 

Among the adventures‘of this’ period are’an aigeunion across 
the Ilissus to some caves near Kharyati, in which the’ travellers 
were by accident nearly entombed’; another to Pentelicus; where 
they tried to carve their names on the marble rock’; anda third to 
the environs of the Pirzus in the evening light: Early in March 

_ the convenient departure of an English sloop. of-war induced them 
to make an excursion.to Smyrna. "There, on the 28th, of March, 
the second canto of Chzlde Harold, begun i in the previous ¢ itm 
at Janina, was completed. They remained i in, the neighbour hood, 
visiting Ephesus, without poetical. result further, than.a reference 
to the jackals, in. the Stege of Corinth and ot Aptiletath left by 
the “ Salsette,” a frigate on its way to’'Constantinople.; ‘Phe vessel 
touched at the Troad, and Byron spent some time on‘land;snipe- 
shooting, and rambling among’ the reputed’ ruins of Mium:> The 
poet characteristically, i in Don Fuan and elsewhere, attacks the 
sceptics, and then half ridicules the’ belief. 


““T’ve stood upon Achilles’ tomb, 
And heard Troy doubted! Time will doubt of Rome 
There, on the green and village-cotted hill, is, 
- Flank’d by the Helléspont, and by the'sea,” 
Entomb’d the bravest of the brave Achilles, — 
They say so: Bryant says the contrary.” 
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Being again detained in the Dardanelles, waiting for a fair wind, 
Byron landed on the European side, and swam, in company with 
Lieutenant Ekenhead, from Sestos to Abydos—a performance of 
which he boasts some twenty times. The strength of the current 
is the main difficulty of afeat, since so surpassed as to have passed 
from notice ; but it was a tempting theme for classical allusions. 
At length, on May 14, he reached Constantinople, ¢xalted the 
Golden Horn above all the sights he had seen, and now first aban- 
doned his design of travelling to Persia. Galt, and other more or 
less gossipping travellers, have accumulated a number of incidents 
of the poet’s life at this period, of his fanciful dress, blazing in 
' scarlet and: gold, and of his sometimes absurd contentions for the 
privileges of rank—as when he demanded precedence of the Eng- 
lish ‘ambassador in an interview with the Sultan, and, on its re- 
fusal, could only be pacified by the assurances of the Austrian in- 
ternuncio. In converse with indifferent persons he displayed a 
curious alternation of frankness and hauteur, and indulged a habit 
of letting people up and down, by which he frequently gave offence. 
More interesting are narratives of the suggestion of some of his 
verses, as the slave-market in Dox Yuan, and the spectacle of the 
dead criminal tossed on the waves, revived in the Bride of Abydos. 
One example is, if we except Dante’s Ugolino, the most remark- 
able instance in literature of the expansion, without the weakening, 
of the horrible. Take first Mr. Hobhouse’s plain prose: “ The 
sensations produced by the state of the weather ”’—it was wretched 
and stormy when they left the “Salsette ” for the city—* and leav- 
ing a comfortable cabin, were in unison with the impressions which 
we felt when, passing under the palace of the Sultans, and gazing 
at the gloomy cypress which rises above the walls, we saw two 
dogs gnawing a dead body.” After this we may measure the 
almost fiendish force of a morbid imagination brooding over the 
incident— 


“ And he saw the lean dogs beneath the wall 
Hold o’er the dead their carnival : 
Gorging and growling o’er carcass and limb, 
They were too busy to bark at him. 
From a Tartar’s skull they had stripped the flesh, 
As ye peel the fig when its fruit is fresh ; 
And theit white tusks crunched on the whiter skull 
As it slipp’d through their jaws when their edge grew dull.” 


No one ever more persistently converted the incidents of travel 
into poetic material; but sometimes, in doing so, he borrowed 
more largely from his imagination than his memory, as in the de- 
scription of the seraglio, of which there is reason to doubt his 
having seen more than the entrance. 

Byron and Hobhouse set sail from Constantinople on the 14th 
July, 1810—the latter to return direct to England, a determination 
which, from no apparent fault on either side, the former did not 
regret. One incident of the passage derives interest from its pos- 
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sible consequence. Taking up, and unsheathing, a‘yataghan which 
he found on the quarter-deck, he remarked, “I should like to know 
how a person feels after committing a murder.” This harmless 
piece of melodrama—the idea of which is expanded in Mr. Do- 
bell’s Balder, and parodied in /%rmzlian—may have been the basis 
of a report afterwards circulated, and accepted among others by 
Goethe, that his lordship had committed a murder; hence, obvi- 
ously, the character of Lava, and the mystery of Mlanfred/ The 
poet parted from his friend at Zea (Ceos): after spending some 
time in solitude on the little island, he returned to Athens, and 
there renewed acquaintance with his school friend, the Marquis of 
Sligo, who after a few days accompanied him to Corinth. They 
then separated, and Byron went on to Patras, in the Morea, where 
he had business with the Consul. He dates from thereat the close 
of July. It is impossible to give a consecutive account of his life 
during the next ten months, a period consequently filled: up with 
the contradictory and absurd mass of legends before referred to. 
A few facts only of any interest are extricable. During at least 
half of the time his head-quarters were at Athens, where he again 


-met his friend the Marquis, associated with the English Consul 


and Lady Hester Stanhope, studied Romaic ina Franciscan mon- 
astery—where he saw and conversed with a motley crew of French, 
Italians, Danes, Greeks, Turks, and Americans — wrote to his 
mother and others, saying he had swum from Sestos to Abydos, 
was sick of Fletcher bawling for beef and beer, had done with au- 
thorship, and hoped, on his return, to lead a quietrecluse life. He 
nevertheless made notes to Harold, composed the ints from 
Hlorace and the Curse of Minerva, and presumably brooded over, 
and outlined in his mind, many of his verse romances. We hear 
no more of the Mazd of Athens; but there is no fair ground to 
doubt that the Giaour was suggested by his rescue of a young wo- 
man whom, for the fault of an amour with some Frank, a party of 
Janissaries were about to throw, sewn up in a sack, into the sea. 
Mr. Galt gives no authority for his statement, that the girl’s de- 
liverer was the original cause of her sentence. We may rest ds- 
sured that if it had been so, Byron himself would have told us 
of it. 

A note to the Stege of Corinth is suggestive of his unequalled 
restlessness. ‘I visited all three—Tripolitza, Napoli, and Argos 
—in 1810-11; and in the course of journeying through the coun- 
try, from my first arrival in 1809, crossed the Isthmus eight times 
on my way from Attica to the Morea. In the latter locality we 
find him, during the autumn, the honoured guest of the Vizier 
Valhi (a son of Ali Pasha), who presented him with a fine horse. 
During a second visit to Patras, in September, he was attacked by 
the same sort of marsh fever from which, fourteen years after- 
wards, in the near neighbourhood, he died. On his recovery, in 
October, he complains of having been nearly killed by the heroic 
measures of the native doctors: ‘“ One of them trusts to his genius, 
never having studied ; the other, to a campaign of eighteen months 


ges 


50 : BYRON. 


against the sick of Otranto, which he made in his youth with great 
effect. When I was seized with my disorder, I protested against 
both these assassins, but in vain.” He was saved by the zeal of 
his servants, who asseverated that if his lordship died they would 
take good care the doctors should also ; on which the learned men 
discontinued their visits, and the patient revived. On bis final re- 
turn to Athens, the restoration of his health was retarded by one 
of his long courses of reducing diet; he lived mainly on rice, and 
vinegar and water. From that city he writes in the early spring, © 
intimating his intention of proceeding to Egypt; but Mr. Hanson, 
his man of business, ceasing to send him remittances, the scheme 
was abandoned. Beset by letters about his debts, he again de- 
clares his determination to hold fast by Newstead, adding that if 
the place, which is his only tie to England, is sold, he won’t come 
back at all. Life on the shores of the Archipelago is far cheaper 
and happier, and “ Ubi bene ibi patria,” for such a citizen of the 
world as he has become. Later he went to Malta, and was de- 
tained there by another bad attack of tertian fever. The next 
record of consequence is from the “ Volage’’ frigate. at sea, June 
29, 1811, when he writes in a despondent strain to Hodgson, that 
he is returning home “ without a hope, and almost without a de- 
sire,” to wrangle with creditors and lawyers about executions and 
coal-pits. “In short, I am sick and sorry; and when I have a 
little repaired my irreparable affairs, away I shall march, either to 
campaign in Spain, or back again to the East, where I can at least 
have cloudless skies and a cessation from impertinence. Iam 
sick of fops, and poesy, and prate, and shall leave the whole Cas- 
talian state to Bufo, or anybody else. Howbeit, I have written 
some 4000 lines, of one kind or another, on my travels.” With 
these, and a collection of marbles, and skulls, and hemlock, and 
tortoises, and servants, he reached London about the middle ot 
July, and remained there, making some arrangements about busi- 
ness and publication. On the 23rd we have a short but kind letter 
to his mother, promising to pay her a visit on his way to Rochdale. 
“You know you are a vixen, but keep some champagne for me,” 
he had written from abroad. On receipt of the letter she remarked, 
“If I should be dead before he comes down, what a strange thing 
it would be.” Towards the close of the month she had an attack 
so alarming that he was summoned; but before he had time to 
arrive she had expired, on the ist of August, ina fit of rage brought 
on by reading an upholsterer’s bill. On the way Byron heard the 
intelligence, and wrote to Dr. Pigot: “I now feel the truth of 
Mrs. Gray’s observation, that we can only have ove mother. Peace 
be with her!* Om seriving at Newstead, all their storms forgot- 
ten, the son was so affected that he did not trust himself to go. to 
the funeral, but stood dreamily gazing at the cortége from the gate 
of the Abbey. Five days later, Charles S. Matthews was drowned. 
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CHAPTER V, 


SECOND PERIOD OF AUTHORSHIP.—LIFE IN LONDON.—CORRE- 
‘ SPONDENCE WITH SCOTT. 

THE deaths of Long, Wingfield, Eddlestone, Matthews, and of 

his mother had narrowed the circle of the poet’s early compan- 
ions; and, though he talks of each loss in succession as if it had 
been that of an only friend, we can credit a degree of loneliness, 
‘and excuse a certain amount of bitterness in the feelings with 
which he returned to London. He had at this time seen very lit- 
tle of the only relative whom he ever deeply loved. He and his 
half-sister met casually in 1804, and again in the following year. 
After her marriage (1807), Byron writes from abroad (18ro), regret- 
ting having distressed her by his quarrel with Lord Carlisle. In 
1811 she is mentioned as reversionary heiress of his estate. 
Towards the close of 1813, there are two allusions which testify to 
their mutual affection. Next we come to the interesting series of 
letters of 1815-16, published with thé Memoir of Mr. Hodgson, to 
whom, along with Hobhouse and Scrope Davies, his lordship, in a 
will and codicil, leaves the management of his property. Harness 
appears frequently at this period among his surviving intimates : 
to this list there was shortly added another. In speaking of his 
Bards and Reviewers, the author makes occasional reference to 
the possibility of his being called to account for some of his at- 
tacks. His. expectation was realised by a letter from the poet 
Moore, dated Dublin, January 1, 1810, couched in peremptory 
terms, demanding to know if his lordship avowed the authorship 
of the insults contained in the pcem. This letter, being entrusted 
to Mr. Hodgson, was not forwarded to Byron abroad ; but shortly 
after his return, he received another in more conciliatory terms, 
renewing the complaint. To this he replied, in a stiff but manly 
letter, that he had never meant to insult Mr. Moore; but that he 
was, if necessary, ready to give him satisfaction. Moore accepting 
the explanation, somewhat querulously complained of his advances 
to friendship not being received. Byron again replied that, much 
as he would feel honoured by Mr. Moore’s acquaintance, he being 
practically threatened by the irate Irishman, could hardly make 
the first advances. This called forth a sort of apology; the cor- 
respondents met at the house of Mr. Rogers, and out of the some- 
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what awkward circumstances, owing to the frankness of the “no- 
bler author,” as the other ever after delights to call him, arose the 
life-long intimacy which had such various and lasting results. 
Moore has been called a false friend to Byron, and a traitor to his 
memory. The judgment is somewhat harsh, but the association 
between them was unfortunate. Thomas Moore had some sterling 
qualities. His best satirical pieces are inspired by a real indigna- 
tion, and lit up by a genuine humour. He was also an exquisite 
musician in words, and must have been occasionally a fascinating 
companion. But he was essentially a worldling, and, as such, a 
superficial critic. He encouraged the shallow affectations of his 
great friend’s weaker work, and recoiled in alarm before the daring 
defiance of his stronger. His criticisms on all Byron wrote and 
felt seriously on religion are almost worthy of a conventicle. His 
letters to others on Manfred, and Cain, and Don Fuan are the 
expression of sentiments which he had never the courage to state 
explicitly to the author. On the other hand, Byron was attracted 
beyond reasonable measure by his gracefully deferential manners, 
paid too much regard to his opinions, and overestimated his genius. 
For the subsequent destruction of the memoirs, urged by Mr. Hob- 
house and Mrs. Leigh, he was not wholly responsible; though a 
braver man, having accepted the position of his lordship’s literary 
legatee, with the express understanding that he would see to the 
fulfilment of the wishes of his dead friend, would have to the ut- 
most resisted their total frustration. 

Meanwhile, on landing in England, the poet had placed in the 
hands of Mr. Dallas the Wzxts from Horace, which he intended to 
have brought out by the publisher Cawthorne. Of this perform- 
ance—an inferior edition, relieved by a few strong touches of the 
Bards and Reviewers—Dallas ventured to express his disapproval. 
“ Have you no other result of your travels?” he asked; and got 
for answer, “ A few short pieces, and a lot of Spenserian stanzas; 
not worth troubling you with, but you are welcome to them.” 
Dallas took the remark literally, saw they were a safe success, and 
assumed to himself the merit of the discovery, the risks, and the 
profits. It is the converse of the story of Gabriel Harvey and the 
faery Queene. The first two cantos of Childe Harold bear no 
comparison with the legend of Una and the Red Cross Knight, 
but there was no mistake about their proof of power, their novelty, 
and adaptation to a public taste as yet unjaded by eloquent and 
imaginative descriptions of foreign scenery, manners, and cli- 
mates. 

The poem—after being submitted to Gifford, in defiance of the 
protestations of the author, who feared that the reference might 
seem to seek the favour of the august Quarterly—was accepted by 
Mr. Murray, and proceeded through the press, subject to change 
and additions, during the next five months. The Ants from 
florace, fortunately postponed and then suspended, appeared pos- 
thumously in 1831. Byron remained. at Newstead till the close of 
October, negotiating with creditors and lawyers, and engaged in a 
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correspondence about his publications, in the course of which he 
deprecates any identification of himself and his hero, though he 
had at first called him Childe Byron. ‘Instruct Mr. Murray,” he 
entreats, ‘not to call the work ‘ Child of Harrow’s Pilgrimage,’ as 
he has done to some of my astonished friends, who wrote to in- 
quire after my sazity, as well they might.” At the end of the 
month we find him in London, again indulging in a voyage in “the 
ship of fools,’”? in which Moore claims to have accompanied him; 
but at the same time exhibiting remarkable shrewdness in reference 
to the affairs of his household, In February, 1812, he again de- 
clares to Hodgson his resolve to leave England for ever, and fix 
himself in “one of the fairest islands of the East.” On the 27th 
he made in the House of Lords his speech on a Bill to introduce 
special penalties against the frame-breakers of Nottingham. _ This 
effort, on which he received many compliments, led among other 
results to.a friendly correspondence with Lord Holland. On April 
21 of the same year he again addressed the House on behalf of 
Roman » Catholic Emancipation; and in June, 1813, in favour of 
_Major Cartwright’s petition. On all these occasions, as afterwards 
on the continent, Byron espoused the Liberal side of politics. 
But his réle was that of Manlius or Czesar, and he never fails to 
remind us that he himself was for the people, not of them. His 
latter speeches, owing partly to his delivery, blamed as too Asiatic, 
were less successful. To a reader the three seem much on the 
same level. They are clever, but evidently set performances, and 
leave us no ground to suppose that the poet’s abandonment of a 
parliamentary career was a serious loss to the nation. 
‘On the 29th of February the first and second cantos of Chzlde 
fflarold appeared. An early copy was sent to Mrs. Leigh, with 
the inscription: “To Augusta, my dearest sister and my best 
friend, who has ever loved me much better than I deserved, this 
volume is presented by her father’s son and most affectionate 
brother, B.”” The book ran through seven editions in four weeks. 
The effect of the first edition of Burns. and the sale of Scott’s Zays, 
are the only parallels in modern poetic literature to this success. 
All eyes were suddenly fastened on the author, who let his satire 
sleep, and threw politics aside, to be the romancer of his day, and 
for two years the darling of society. Previous to the publication, 
Mr. Moore confesses to have gratified his lordship with the expres- 
sion of the fear that Chz/de Harold was too good for the age. Its 
success was due to the reverse being the truth. It was just on the 
level of its age. Its flowing verse, defaced by rhymical faults per- 
ceptible only to finer ears, its prevailing sentiment, occasional bold- 
ness relieved by pleasing platitudes, its half affected rakishness, 
here and there elevated by a rush as of morning air, and its frequent 
richness—not yet, as afterwards, splendour—of description, were 
all appreciated by the fashionable London of the Regency; while 
the comparatively mild satire, not keen enough to scarify, only gave 
a more piquant flavour to the whole. Byron’s genius, yet in the 
‘green leaf, was not too far above the clever masses of pleasure- 
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loving manhood by which it was surrounded. It was natural that 
the address on the reopening of Drury Lane Theatre should be 
written by “the world’s new joy”—the first great English poet- 
peer; as natural as that in his. only published satire of the period 
he should inveigh against almost the only amusement In which he 
could not share. The address was written at the request of Lord 
Holland, when of some hundred competitive pieces none had been 
found exactly suitable—a circumstance which gave rise to the fa- 
mous parodies entitled Zhe Rejected Addresses—and it was thought 
that the ultimate choice would conciliate all rivalry. The care 
which Byron bestowed on the correction of the first draft of this 
piece is characteristic of his habit of writing off his poems at a 
gush, and afterwards carefully elaborating them. 

The Waltz was published anonymously in April, 1813. It was 
followed in May by the Gzaour, the first of the flood of verse ro- - 
mances which, during the three succeeding years, he poured forth 
with impetuous fluency, and which were received with almost un- 
restrained applause. The plots and sentiments and imagery are 
similar in them all. The Giaour steals the mistress of Hassan, 
who revenges his honour by drowning her. The Giaour escapes 5 
returns, kills Hassan, and then goes to a monastery. In the Bride 
of Abydos, published in the December of the same year, Giaffir 
wants to marry his daughter Zuleika to Carasman Pasha. She runs 
off with Selim, her reputed brother—in reality her cousin, and so 
at last her legitimate lover. They are caught; he is slain in fight; 
she dies, to slow music. In the Corsazr, published January, 1814, 
Conrad, a pirate, and man of “one virtue and a thousand crimes!” 
is beloved by Medora, who, on his predatory expeditions, sits wait- 
ing for him (like Hassan’s and Sisera’s mother) in a tower. On 
one of these he attacks Seyd Pasha, and is overborne by superior 
force; but Gulnare, a female slave of Seyd, kiils her master, and 
runs off with Conrad, who finds Medora dead and vanishes. In 
Lara, the sequel to this—written in May and June, published in 
August—a man of mystery appears in the Moreo, with a page, 
Kaled. After adventures worthy of Mrs. Radcliffe—from whose 
Schledoni the Giaour is said to have been drawn—Lara falls in 
battle. with his deadly foe, Ezzelin, and turns out to be Conrad, 
while Kaled is of course Gulnare. The Hebrew Melodies, written 
in December, 1814, are interesting, in connexion with the author's 
early familiarity with the Old Testament, and from the force and 
music that mark the best of them; but they can hardly be consid- 
ered an important contribution to the devotional verse of England. 
The Szege of Cornith and Parisina, composed after his marriage in 
the summer and autumn of 1815, appeared in the following year. 
The former is founded on the siege of the city, when the Turks 
took it from Menotti; but our attention is concentrated on Alp 
the renegade, another sketch from the same protoplastic ruffian, 
who leads on the Turks, is in love with the daughter of the gover- 
nor of the city, tries to save her, but dies. The poem is frequently 
vigorous, but it ends badly. /Pariszua, though unequal, is onthe 
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whole a poem of a higher order than the others of the period. The 
trial scene exhibits some dramatic power, and the shriek of the 
lady mingling with Ugo’s funeral dirge lingers in our ears, along 
with the convent bells— 


“In the grey square turret swinging, © 
With a deep sound, to and fro, 
Heavily to the heart they go.” 


These romances belong to the same period of the author’s peetic 
career as the first two cantos of Childe Harold. They followed 
one another like brilliant fireworks. They all exhibit a command 
of words, a sense of melody, and a flow ofrhythm and rhyme, which 
mastered Moore and even Scott on their own ground. None of them 
‘are wanting in passages, as “He that hath bent himo’er the dead,” 
and the description of Alp leaning against a column, which strike 
deeper than any verse of either of those writers. But there is an 
air of melodrama in them all. Harmonious delights of novel read- 
ers, they will not stand against the winnowing wind of deliberate 
criticisms They harp on the same string without the variation of 
_a Paganini.. They are potentially endless reproductions of one 
phase of an ill-regulated mind—the picture of the same quasi-mel- 
ancholy vengeful man, who knows no friend but a dog, and reads 
on the tombs of the great only “the glory and the nothing of. a 
name,” the exile who cannot flee from himself, “the wandering 
outlaw of his own dark mind,” who has not loved the world nor 
the world him— 


. “ Whose heart was form’d for softness, warp’d by wrong, 
® Betray’d too early, and beguiled too long ”— 


all this, dectes repetita, grows into a weariness and vexation. Mr. 
Carlyle harshly compares it to the screaming of a meat-jack. The 
reviewers and the public of the time thought differently. Jeffrey, 
penitent for the early fawx pas of his Review, as Byron remained 
penitent for his answering assault, writes of Lava, “ Passages of it 
may be. put into competition with anything that poetry has pro 
duced in point either of pathos or energy.”” Moore—who after 
wards. wrote, not to Byron, that seven devils had entered into 
Manfred—professes himself “ enraptured with it.” Fourteen thou 
sand copies of the Corsazv were sold in a day. But hear the au 
thor’s own half-boast, half-apology: ‘“ Zara I wrote while undress 
_ing after coming home from balls and masquerades, in the year of 
revelry 1814. The &rzde was written in four, the Corsazr in ten 
days. This I take to be 2 humiliating confession, as it proves my 
own want of judgment in publishing, and the public’s in reading, 
things which cannot have stamina for permanence.” 
The pecuniary. profits accruing to Byron from his works begar 
with Zara, for which he received 7oo/.. He had made over to Mr. 
Dallas, besides other gifts to the same ungrateful recipient, the 
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profits of Harold, amounting to 600/., and of the Corsair, which 
brought 5257, The proceeds of the Gzaour and the Bride were 
also surrendered. a ; 

During this period, 1813-1816, he had become familiar with all 
the phases of London society, “tasted their pleasures,” and, 
towards the close, “felt their decay.”” His associates in those 
years were of two classes—men of the world, and authors. Féted 
and courted in all quarters, he patronised the theatres, became in 
1815 a member of the Drury Lane Committee, liked the dandies.” 
including Beau Brummell, and was introduced to the Regent, 
Their interview, in June, 1812, in the course of which the latter 
paid unrestrained compliments to Harold and the poetry of Scott, 
is naively referred to Mr. Moore “as reflecting even still more 
honour on the Sovereign himself than on the two poets.” Byron, | 
in a different spirit, writes to Lord Holland: “I have now great 
hope, in the event of Mr. Pope’s decease, of warbling truth at Court, 
like Mr. Mallet of indifferent memory. Consider, one hundred 
. marks a year! besides the wine and the disgrace.” We can hardly 
conceive the future author of the Vision of Fudgment writing odes 
to dictation. He does not seem to have been much fascinated with 
the first gentleman of Europe, whom at no distaut date he assailed 
in the terrible “ Avatar,” and left the laureateship to Mr. Southey. 

Among leaders in art and letters he was brought into more or 
less intimate contact with Sir Humphry Davy, the Edgeworths, 
Sir James Mackintosh, Colman the dramatic author, the elder Kean, 
Monk Lewis, Grattan, Curran, and Madame de Stael. Of the 
meeting of the last two he remarks, “ It was like the confluence of 
the Rhone and the SAone, and they were both so ugly that I could 
not help wondering how the best intellects of France and Ireland 
could have taken up respectively such residences.” 

About this time a communication from Mr. Murray, in reference 
to the meeting with the Regent, led to a letter from Sir Walter Scott 
to Lord Byron, the beginning of a life-long friendship, and one of 
the most pleasing pages of biography. These two great men were 
for a season perpetually pitted against one another as the foremost 
competitors for literary favour. When Rokeby came out, contem- 
poraneously with the Gzaour, the undergraduates of Oxford and 
Cambridge ran races to catch the first copies, and laid bets as to 
which of the rivals would win. During the anti-Byronic fever of 
1840-1860 they were perpetually contrasted as the representatives 
of the manly and the morbid schools. A later sentimentalism has 
affected to despise the work of both. The fact, therefore, that 
from an early period the men themselves knew each other as they 
were is worth illustrating. 

Scott’s letter, in which a generous recognition of the pleasure 
he had derived from the work of the English poet, was followed 
by a manly remonstrance on the subject of theattack in the Bards 
and Reviewers, drew from Byron in the following month (July, 
1812) an answer in the same strain, descanting on the Prince’s 
praises of the Zay and Marmion, and candidly apologising for the 
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“evil works of his nonage.” “This satire,” he remarks, “ was 
written when I was very young and very angry, and fully bent on 
displaying my wrath and my wit; and now I am haunted by the 
ghosts of my wholesale assertions.” ‘This, in turn, called forth 
another letter to Byron, eager for more of his verses, with a cor- 
dial invitation to Abbotsford on the ground of Scotland’s maternal 
claim on him, and asking for information about Pegasus and Par- 
nassus. After this the correspondence continues with greater 
freedom, and the same display on either side of mutual respect. 
When Scott says, ‘the Gzaour is praised among our mountains,” 
and Byron returns, ‘“ Waverley is the best novel I have read,” 
there is no suspicion of flattery—it is the interchange of compli- 
ments between men, 


“Et cantare pares et respondere parati.” 


They talk in just the same manner to third parties. “I gave over 
writing romances,’’ says the elder, in the spirit of a great-hearted 
gentlemen, “because Byron beat me. He hits the mark where I 
don’t even pretend to fledge my arrow. He has access to a stream 
of sentiment unknown to me.” The younger, on the other hand, 
deprecates the comparisons that were being invidiously drawn be- 
tween them. He presents his copy of the Gzaour to Scott, with 
the phrase, “To the monarch of Parnassus,” and compares the 
feeling of those who cavilled at his fame to that of the Athenians 
towards Aristides. From those sentiments he never swerves, 
recognising to the last the breadth of character of the most gener- 
ous of his critics, and referring to him, during his later years in 
Italy, as the Wizard and the Ariosto of the North. A meeting 
was‘at length arranged between them. Scott looked forward to it 
with anxious interest, humorously remarking that Byron should 
say— 
“ Art thou the man whom men famed Grissell call ? 


And he reply— 
“‘ Art thou the still more famed Tom Thumb the small ?” 


They met in London during the spring of 1815. The follow- 
ing sentences are from Sir Walter’s account of it: “Report had 
prepared me to meet a man of peculiar habits and quick temper, 
and I had some doubts whether we were likely to suit each other 
in society. I was most agreeably disappointed in this respect. I 
found Lord Byron in the highest degree courteous, and even kind. 
We met for an hour or two almost daily in Mr. Murray’s drawing- 
room, and found a great deal to say to each other. Our senti- 
ments agreéd a good deal, except upon the subjects of religion and 
politics, upon neither of which I was inclined to believe that Lord 
Byron entertained very fixed opinions. On politics he used some- 
times to express a high strain of what is now called Liberalism ; 
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but. it appeared to.me that the pleasure it afforded him as a vehicle 
of displaying his wit and satire against individuals in office was at. 
the bottom of this habit of thinking. At heart, I would have 
termed Byron a patrician on principle. His reading did not seem 
to me to have been very extensive. JI remember repeating to him 
the fine poem of Hardyknute, and some one asked me what I could 
possibly have been telling Byron by which he was so much agi- 
tated. I saw him for the last time in (September) 1815, after I 

returned irom France; he dined or Junched with me at Long’s in 
Bond, Street. I never saw him so full of gaiety. and good humour. 
The day of this interview was the most interesting ] ever spent. 
Several letters passed between us—one perhaps every half year. 
Like the old heroes in Homer, we exchanged gifts; I gave Byron 
a beautiful dagger mounted with gold, which had been the property 
of the redoubted Elfi Bey. But 1 was to play the part of Diomed 
in the //zad, for Byron sent me, some time after, a large sepulchral 
vase of silver, full of dead men’s bones, found within the land 
walls of Athens. He was often melancholy, almost gloomy. When 
I observed him in this humour I used either to wait till it went off 
of its own accord, or till some natural and easy mode occurred of 
leading him into, conversation, when the shadows almost always 
left his countenance, like the mist arising from a landscape. I 
think I also remarked in his temper starts of suspicion, when he 
seemed to pause and consider whether there had not been a secret 
and perhaps offensive meaning in something that was said to him. 
In this case I also judged it best to let his mind, like.a troubled 
spring, work itself clear, which it did in a minute or two. A down- 
right steadiness of manner was the way to his good opinion. Will 
Rose, looking by accident at his feet, saw him scowling furiously ; 
but on his showing no consciousness, his lordship resumed his 
easy manner. What I liked about him, besides his boundless 
genius, was his generosity of spirit as well as of purse, and utter 
contempt of all the affectations of literature. He like Moore and 
me because, with all our other differences, we ‘were both good- 
natured fellows, not caring to maintain our dignity, enjoying the 
mot-pour-rire. He wrote from impulse, never from effort, and 
therefore I have always reckoned Burns and Byron the most gen 

uine poetic geniuses of my time, and of half a century before me. 
We have many men of high poetic talents, but none of that, ever- 
gushing and perennial fountain of natural waters.” ; 

Scott, like all hale men of sound sense, regretted the almost 
fatal incontinence which, in the year of his greatest private troubles, 
led his friend to make a parade of them before the public. He 
speaks more than once of his unhappy tendency to exhibit himself 
as the dying gladiator, and even compares him to his peacock, 
screeching before his window because he chooses to bivouac apart 
from his mate; but he read a copy of the Ravenna diary without 
altering his view that his lordship was his own worst maligner. 
Scott, says Lockhart, considered Byron the only poet of trans- 
cendent talents we had had since Dryden. There is preserved a 
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curious record of his meeting with a greater poet; than Dryden, but 
one whose greatness neither he nor Scott suspected. Mr. Crabbe 
Robinson reports Wordsworth to have said, in Charles Lamb’s 
chambers, about the year 1808, “ These reviewers put me out of 
patience. Here is a young man who has written a volume of poe- 
try; and these fellows, just because he is a lord, set upon him. 
The young man will do something, if he goes on as he has begun. 
But these reviewers seem to think that nobody may write poetry 
unless he lives in a garret.’”’ Years after, Lady Byron, on being 
told this, exclaimed, “Ah, if Byron had, known. that, he would 
never have attacked Wordsworth. He went one day to meet him 
at dinner, and I said, ‘ Well, how did the young poet get on with 
the old one?’ ‘Why, to tell the truth,’ said he, ‘I had but one 
feeling from the beginning of the visit to the end, and that was 
reverence.” Similarly, he began by being on good terms with 
Southey, and after a meeting at Holland House, wrote enthusiasti- 
cally of his prepossessing appearance. 

’ Byron and the leaders of the so-called Lake School were, at 
starting, common heirs of the revolutionary spirit ; they were, either 
in their social views or personal feelings, to a large extent influ- 
enced by the most: morbid, though in some respects the most 
magnetic, genius of modern France, J. J. Rousseau; but their 
temperaments were in many respects, fundamentally diverse ;. and 
the pre-established discord between them ere long began to make 
itself manifest in their following out widely divergent paths. 
Wordsworth’s return to nature had been preluded by Cowper; that 
of Byron by Burns. The revival of the one ripened into a restora- 
tion of similar manners and old beliefs; the other was the spirit of 
the storm. When they had both become recognised powers, 
neither appreciated the work of the other. A few years after this 
date Byron wrote of Wordsworth, to a common admirer of both: 
“T take leave to differ from you as freely as I once agreed with 
you. His performances, since the Lyrical Ballads, are miserably 
inadequate to the ability that lurks within him. There is, un- 
doubtedly, much natural talent spilt over the Excursion; but it is 
rain upon rocks, where it stands and stagnatés ; or rain upon sand, 
where it falls without fertilising.” This criticism, with others in 
like strain, was addressed to Mr. Leigh Hunt, to whom, in 1812, 
when enduring for radicalism’s sake a very comfortable incarcera- 
tion, Byron had, in company with Moore, paid a courteous visit. 

Of the correspondence of this period—flippant, trenchant, or 
sparkling—few portions are more calculated to excite a smile 
than the record of his frequent resolutions made, reasseverated, 
and broken, to have done with literature ; even going the length 
on some occasions of threatening to suppress his works, and, if 
possible, recall the existing copies. He affected being a man of 
the world unmercifully, and had a real delight in clever companions 
who assumed the same role. Frequent allusion is made to his in- 
tercourse with Erskine and Sheridan; the latter he is never tired 
of praising, as “the author of the best modern comedy (School for 
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Scandal), the best farce (Zhe Crztic), and the best oration (the 
famous Begum speech) ever heard in this country.” They spent 
many an evening together, and probably cracked many a bottle, 
It is Byron who tells the story of Sheridan being found in a gutter 
_ ina sadly incapable state ; and, on some one asking “ Who is this ?” 

stammering out ‘“ Wilberforce.” On one occasion he speaks of 
coming out of a tavern with the dramatist, when they both found 
the staircase in a very corkscrew condition; and elsewhere, of en- 
countering a Mr. C——, who “had no notion of meeting witha 
bon-vivant in a scribbler,” and summed the poet’s eulogy with the 
phrase, “he drinks like a man.” Hunt, the tattler, who observed 
his lordship’s habit in Italy, with the microscope of malice ensconced 
within the same walls, makes it a charge against his host that he 
would not drink like aman. Once for all it may be noted, that 
although there was'no kind of excess in which Byron, whether from 
bravado or inclination, failed occasionally to indulge, he was never 
for any stretch of time given over, like Burns, to what is techni- 
cally termed intemperance. His head does not seem to have 
been strong, and under the influence of stimulants he may have 
been led to talk a great deal of his dangerous nonsense. But 
though he could not say, with Wordsworth, that only once, at Cam- 
bridge, had his brain been “excited by the fumes of wine,” his 
prevailing sins were in other directions. 
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CHAPTER VI. 
MARRIAGE, AND FAREWELL. TO ENGLAND. 


“ As for poets,” says Scott, “I have seen all the best of my 
time and country, and, though, Burns had the most. glorious eye 
imaginable, I never thought» any of. them. would come up to an 
artist’s notion of the character, except Byron. His countenance 
is a thing to dream of.” Coleridge writes to the same effect, in 
language even stronger. We have fromall sides similar testimony 
to the personal beauty. which led the unhappiest of his devotees to 
exclaim, “That pale face.is my fate!” ; 

Southern critics, as De Chasles,.Castelar, even Mazzini, have 
dealt leniently with the poet’s relations to the other sex; and 
Elze extends to him in this regard the same excessive stretch, of 
charity. “Dear Childe Harold,” exclaims the German professor, 
“was positively besieged by women. They have, in truth, no right 
to complain of him: from his childhood he had seen them on their. 
worst side.” It is the casuistry of hero:worship to deny that Byron 
was unjust to women, not merely in isolated instances, but in his 
prevailing views of their character and claims. “I regard them,” 
he says, in a passage only distinguished from others by more ex- 
travagant petulance, “as very pretty but inferior creatures, whoare 
as little in their place at our tables as they would be in our council 
chambers. The whole of the present system with regard to the 
female sex is a remnant of the barbarism ‘of the chivalry of our 
forefathers. I look on them as grown-up children; but, like a fool- 
ish mamma, I am constantly the slave of one of them. The Turks 
shut up their women, and are much happier ; give a woman a look- 
ing-glass and burnt almonds, and she will be content.” 

In contrast with this, we have the moods in which he drew his 
pictures of Angiolina, and Haidee, and Aurora Raby, and wrote the 
invocations to the shade of Astarte, and his letters in prose and 
verse to Augusta; but the above passage could never have been 
written by Chaucer, or Spenser, or Shakspeare, or Shelley. The 
class whom he was reviling seemed, however, during “the day of 
his destiny,’ bent on confirming his judgment by the blindness of 
their worship. His rank and fame, the glittering splendour of his 
verse, the romance of his travels, his picturesque melancholy and 
affectation of mysterious secrets, combined with the magic of his 
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presence to bewitch and bewilder them. The dissenting malcon- 
tents, condemned as prudes and blues, had their revenge. Gen- 
erally, we may say that women who had not written books adored. 
Byron; women who had written or were writing books distrusted, 
disliked, and made him a moral to adorn their tales, often to point 
their fables with. He was by the one set caressed and spoilt, and 
‘“‘beguiled too long;” by the other, “betrayed too late.” The re- 
cent memoirs of Frances Ann Kemble present a curious record of 
the process of passing from one extreme to the other. She dwells 
on the fascination exerted over her mind by the first reading of his 
poetry, and tells how she “fastened on the book with a grip like 
steel,” and carried it off and hidit under her pillow; how it affected 
her “like an evil potion,” and stirred her whole ‘being with a 
tempest of excitement, till finally she, with equal weakness, flung it 
aside, “resolved to read that grand poetry no more, and broke 
through the thraldom of that powerful spell.” The confession 
brings before us a type of the transitions of the century, on its way 
from the Byronic to the anti-Byronic fever, of which later state Mrs. 
‘Jamieson, Mrs. Norton, and Mrs. Martineau are among the most 
pronounced representatives. 

Byron’s garrulity with regard to those delicate matters on which 
men of more prudence or chivalry are wont to set the seal of 
silence, has often the same practical effect at reticence; for he 
talks so much at large—every page of his Journal being, by his 
own admission, apt to “confute and abjure its predecessor ”—that 
. we are often none the wiser. Amid a mass of conjecture, it is mani- 
fest that during the years between his return from Greece and final 
expatriation (1811-1816), including ‘the whole period of his social 
glory—thouch not yet of his solid fame—he was lured into liaisons 
of all sorts and shades. Some, now acknowledged as innocent, 
were blared abroad by tongues less skilled in pure invention than in 
distorting truth. On others, as commonplaces of a temperament 
‘Call meridian,” it were waste of time to dwell. Byron rarely put 
aside a pleasure in his path ; but his passions were seldom unaccom- 
panied by affectionate emotions, genuine while they lasted... The 
verses to the memory ofa lost love veiled as “ Thyrza,” of moderate 
artistic merit, were not, as Moore alleges, mere plays of imagina- 
tion, but records of/a sincere grief.* Another intimacy exerted so 
much influence on this phase of the poet’s career, that to pass it 
over would be like omitting Vanessa’s name from the record of 
Swift. Lady Caroline Lamb, grandaughter of the first Earl Spencer, 
was one of those few women of our climate who, by their romantic 
Impetuosity, recall the “children of the sun.” She read Burns jn 
her ninth year, and in her thirteenth idealised William Lamb 
(afterwards Lord Melbourne) as a statue of Liberty. In her nine- 
teenth (1805) she married him, and lived for some years, during which 
she was a reigning belle and toast, a domestic life only marred by 


* Mr. Trelawny says that Thyrza was a cousin, but that on this subject Byron was 


aase reticent. Mr. Minto, as we have seen, associates her with the disguised girl of 
1807-8. , : 
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occasional eccentricities. Rogers, whom in a letter to Lady Morgan 
she numbers among her lovers, said she ought to know the new 
poet, who was three years her junior, and the introduction took 
place in March, 1812. After the meeting, she wrote in her journal, 
“« Mad—bad—and dangerous to know ;” but, when the fashionable 
Apollo called at Melbourne House, she “flew to beautify her- 
self.” Flushed by his conquest, he spent a great part of the fol- 
lowing year in her company, during which time the apathy or self- 
confidence of the husband laughed at the worship of the hero. 
“Conrad” detailed his travels and adventures, interested her by 
his woes, dictated her arnusements, invited her guests, and seems 
to have set rules to the establishment. ‘ Medora,” on the other 
hand, made no secret of her devotion, declared that they were affini- 
ties, and offered him her jewels. Butafter the first excitement, he 
began to grow weary of her talk about herself, and could not praise 
her indifferent verses : “ he grew moody, and she fretful, when their 
mutual égotisms jarred.’’ Byron at length concurred in her being 
removed for a season to her father’s house in Ireland, on which 
occasion he wrote one of his glowing farewell letters. When she 
came back, matters were little better. Lhe would-be Juliet beset 
the poet with renewed advances, on one occasion penetrating to 
his rooms in the disguise of a page, on another threatening to stab 
herself with a pair of scissors, and again, developing into a Medea, 
offering her gratitude to any one who would kill him. “The ‘Agnus’ 
is furious,” he writes to Hodgson, in February, 1813, in one of the 
somewhat ungenerous bursts to which he was too easily provoked. 
“ You can have no idea of the horrible and absurd things she has 
said and done since (really from the best motives) I withdrew my 
homage. . .. The business of last summer I broke oft, and now 
the amusement of the gentle fair is writing letters literally threaten- 
ing my life.’ With one member of the family, Lady. Melbourne, 
Mr. Lamb’s mother, and sister of Sir Ralph Milbanke, he remained 
throughout on terms of pleasant intimacy. He appreciated the 
talent and sense, and was ready to profit by the experience and tact 
of “the cleverest of women.’’ But her well-meant advice had un- 
fortunate results, for it was on her suggestion that he became a 
suitor for the hand of her niece, Miss Milbanke. Byron first pro- 
posed to this lady in 1813; his offer was refused, but so graciously 
that they continued to correspond on friendly, which gradually 
grew into intimate terms, and his second offer, towards the close of 
_ the following year, was accepted. 

After a series of vain protests, and petulant warnings against 
her cousin by marriage, who she said was punctual at church, and 
learned, and knew statistics, but was “ not for Conrad, no, no, no!” 
Lady Caroline lapsed into an attitude of fixed hostility; and shortly 
after the crash came, and her predictions were realised, vented her 
wrath in the now almost forgotten novel of Glexarvon, in which 
some of Byron’s real features were represented in conjunction with 
many fantastic additions. Madame de Staél was kind enough to 
bring a copy of the book before his notice when they met at the Lake 
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of Geneva, but he seems to have been less moved by it than by 
most attacks. We must, however, bear in mind his own admission 
in a parallel case. “I say I am perfectly calm; I am, nevertheless, 
in a fury.” Over the sad vista of remaining years of the unhapp 
lady’s life we need not linger. During a considerable part of it 
she appears hovering about the thin line that separates some kind 
of wit and passion from madness; writing more novels, burning 
her hero’s effigy and letters, and then clamouring for a lock of his 
hair, or a sight of his portrait; separated from, and again recon- 
‘ ciled to, a husband to whose magnanimous forbearance and com- 
passion she bears testimony to the last, comparing herself to Jane 
Shore; attempting Byronic verses, loudly denouncing and yet never 
ceasing inwardly to idolise, the man whom she regarded as her be- 
trayer, perhaps only with justice in that he had unwittingly helped 
to overthrow her mental balance. After eight years of this life, lit 
up here and there by gleams of social brilliancy, we find her car- 
riage, on the 12th of July, 1824, suddenly confronted by a funeral. 
On hearing that the remains of Byron were being carried to the 
tomb, she shrieked, and fainted. Her health finally sank, and her 
mind gave way under this shock; but she lingered till January, 
1828, when she died, after writing a calm letter to her husband, 
and bequeathing the poet’s miniature to her friend, Lady Morgan. 
“T have paid some of my debts, and contracted others,” Byron 
writes to Moore, on September 15, 1814; ‘‘ but I have a few thou- 
sand pounds which I can’t spend after my heart in this climate, and 
so I shall go back to the south. I want to see Venice and the 
Alps, and Parmesan cheeses, and look at the coast of Greece from 
Italy. All this, however, depends upon an event which may or 
may not happen. Whether it, will, I shall probably know to-mor- 
raw; and if it does, I can’t well go abroad at present.” “A wife,” 
he had written, in the January of the same year, “ would be my salva- 
tion ; ” but 4 marriage entered upon in such a flippant frame of mind 
could scarcely have been other than disastrous. In the autumn 
of the year we are told that a friend,* observing how cheerless 
was the state both of his mind and prospects, advised him to marry, 
and after much discussion he consented, naming to his correspon- 
dent Miss Milbanke. To this his adviser, objected remarking that 
she had, at present, no fortune, and that his embarrassed affairs 
would not allow him to marry without one, &c. Accordingly, he 
agreed that his friend should write a proposal to another lady, 
which was done. A refusal arrived as they were one morning sit- 
ting together, ‘“ ‘You see,’ said Lord Byron, ‘that after all Miss 
Milbanke is to be the person,’ and wrote on the moment. His 
friend, still remonstrating against his choice, took up the letter ; 
but, on reading it, observed, ‘ Well, really, this is a pretty letter; 
it is a pity it should not go.’ ‘Then it s#a// go,’ said Lord Byron, 
and, in so. saying, sealed and sent off this fiat of his fate.” The 
incident seems cut froma French novel; but so does the whole 


* Doubtless Moore himself, who tells the story. 
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strange story—the one apparently insoluble enigma in an otherwise 
only too transparent life. On the arrival of the lady’s answer he 
was seated at dinner, when his gardener came in and presented him 
with his mother’s wedding-ring, lost many years before, and which 
had just been found, buried in the mould beneath her window. 
Almost at the same moment the letter arrived; and Byron ex- 
claimed, “If it contains a consent (which it did), I will be married 
with this very ring.” He had the highest anticipatrons of his 
bride, appreciating her “ talents, and excellent qualities 5” and 
saying, “she is so,good a person that 1 wish I was a better. 
About the same date he writes to various friends in the good spirits 
raised by his enthusiastic reception from the Cambridge under- 
graduates, when in the course of the same month he went to the 
Senate House to give his vote for a Professor of Anatomy. 

The most constant and best of those friends was his, sister, 
Augusta Leigh, whom, from the death of Miss Chaworth to his 
own, Byron, in the highest and purest sense of the world, loved 
more than any other human being. Tolerant of errors which she 
lamented, and violences in which she had no share, she had a touch 
of their common family pride, most conspicuous in an almost cat- 
like clinging to their ancestral‘home. Her early published letters 
are full of regrets about the threatened sale of Newstead, on the 
adjournment of which, when the first purchaser had to pay 25,000/. 
for breaking his bargain, she rejoices, and over the consummation 
of which she mourns, in the manner of Milton’s Eve— 


“Must I then leave thee, Paradise?” | 


In all her references to the approaching marriage there are 
blended notes of hope and fear. In thanking Hodgson for his 
kind congratulations, she trusts it will secure her brother’s hap- 
piness. Later she adds her testimony to that of all outsiders at 
this time, as to the graces and genuine worth of the object of his 
choice. After the usual preliminaries, the ill-fated pair were united, 
at Seaham House, on the 2nd of January, 1815. Byron was married 
like one walking in his sleep. He trembled like a leaf, made the 
wrong responses, and almost from the first seems to have been 
conscious of his irrevocable mistake. 


“T saw him stand 
Before an altar with a gentle bride: 
Her face was fair, but was not that which made 
The starlight of his boyhood. We could see 
Not that which was—but that which should have been— 
But the old mansion, the accustem’d hall. 
And she who was his destiny came back, 
And thrust herself between him and the light.” 


Here we have faint visions of Miss Chaworth, mingling with 
later memories. In handing'the bride into the carriage he said, 
“ Miss Milbanke, are you ready ?”—a mistake said to be of evil 
omen. Byron never really loved his wife; and though he has been 
absurdly accused of marrying for revenge, we must suspect that he 
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married in part forasettlement. On the other hand, it is not unfair 
to say that she was fascinated by a name, and inspired by the phil- 
anthropic zeal of reforming a literary Corsair. Both were disap- 
pointed, Miss Miibanke’s fortune was mainly settled on herself; 
and Byron, in spite of plentiful resolutions, gave little sign of re- 
formation. For a considerable time their life, which, after the 
“treacle moon,” as the bridegroom called it, spent at Halnaby, 
near Darlington, was divided between residence at Seaham and 
visits to London, seemed to move smoothly. Ina letter, evidently 
mis-dated the 15th December, Mrs. Leigh writes to Hodgson: * [ 
bave every reason to think that my beloved B. is very happy and 
comfortable. I hear constantly from him and Azs rz6. It appears 
to me that Lady B. sets about making him happy in the right way. 
I had many fears. Thank God that they do not appear likely to be 
realised. In short there seems to me to be but one drawback to 
all our felicity, and that, alas, is the disposal of dear Newstead. I 
never shall feel reconciled to the loss of that sacred revered Abbey. 
The thought makes me more melancholy than perhaps the loss of 
an inanimate object ought todo. Did you ever hear that landed 
property, the GIFT OF THE CRown, could not be sold? Lady B. 
writes me that she never saw her father and mother so happy; 
that she believes the latter would go to the bottom of the sea her- 
self to find fish for B.’s dinner, &c.” Augusta Ada was born in 
London on the toth of December, 1815. During the next months 
a few cynical mutterings are the only interruptions to an ominous 
silence ; but these could be easily explained by the increasing em-- 
barrassment of the poet’s affairs, and the importunity of creditors, 
who in the course of the last half-year had served seven or eight 
executions on his house and furniture. Their expectations were - 
raised by exaggerated reports of his having married money: and bya 
curious pertinacity of pride he still declined, even when he had to 
sell his books to accept advances from his publisher. In January 
the storm which had been secretly gathering suddenly broke. On 
the sth, z. 2. five weeks after her daughter’s birth, Lady Byron 
left home with the infant to pay a visit, as had been agreed, to her 
own family at Kirkby Mallory, in Leicestershire. On the way she 
despatched to her husband a tenderly playful letter, which has been 
often quoted. Shortly afterwards he was informed—first by her 
father, and then by herself—that she did not intend ever to return 
to him. The accounts of their last interview, as in the whole 
evidence bearing on the affair, not only differ, but flatly contradict 
one another. On behalf of Lord Bvron itis asserted that his 
wife, infuriated by his offering some innocent hospitality on .occa- 
sion of bad weather to a respectable actress, Mrs. Mardyn, who 
had called on him about Drury Lane business, rushed into the 
room, exclaiming, “ I leave you forever ”—and did so. According 
to another story, Lady Byron, finding him with a friend, and ob- 
serving him to be annoyed at her entrance, said, “Am I jin your 
way, Byron?” whereupon he answered, “ Damnably.” Mrs. Leigh, 
Hodgson, Moore, and otners did everything that mutual friends 
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could do to bring about the reconciliation for which Byron himself 
professed to be eager, but in vain; and in vain the effort was re- 
newed in later years. The wife was inveterately bent on a separ- 
ation, of the. causes of which the husband alleged he was never 
informed, and with regard to which as long as he lived she \pre- 
served a rigid silence. 

For some time after the event Byron spoke of his wife with at 
least apparent generosity. Rightly or wrongly, he blamed her 
parents, and her maid—Mrs. Clermont, the theme of his scathing 
but not always dignified “ Sketch ;” but of herself he wrote (March 
8, 1816), * I do not believe that there ever was a brighter, and a 
kinder, or a more amiable or agreeable being than Lady Byron. | 
sgh had nor can have any reproach to make to her. when with 
me.” Elsewhere he adds, that he would willingly, if he had the 
chance, “ renew his marriage ona lease of twenty years.” But as 
time passed and his overtures were rejected, his patience gave way, 
and in some of his later satires he even broke the bounds of courtesy. 
Lady Byron’s letters at the time of the separation, especially those 
first published in the Academy of July 19, 1879, are to Mrs. Leigh 
always affectionate and confidential, often pathetic, asking her 
advice ‘in this critical moment,” and protesting that, “independent 
of malady, she does not think of the past with any spirit of resent- 
ment, and scarcely with the sense of injury.’?” In her communica- 
tions to Mr. Hodgson, on the other hand—the first of almost the 
same date, the second a few weeks later--she writes with intense 
bitterness, stating that her action was due to offences which she 
could only condone on the supposition of her husband’s insanity, 
and distinctly implying that she was in danger of her life. This 
supposition having been by her medical advisers pronounced 
erroneous, she felt, in the words only too pungently recalled in 
Don Fuan, that her duty both to man and God prescribed her 
course of action. Her playful letter on leaving she seems to defend 
on the ground of the fear of personal violence. Till Lord Byron's 
death the intimacy between his wife and sister remained unbroken; 
through the latter he continued to send numerous messages to the 
former, and to his child, who became a ward in Chancery; but ata 
later date it began to cool. -On the appearance of Lady Byron’s 
letter, in answer to Moore’s first volume, Augusta speaks of it as 
‘¢a despicable tirade ;” feels “ disgusted at such unfeeling con- 
duct; ” and thinks “ nothing can justify any one in defaming the 
dead.’’ Soon after 1830 they had an open rupture on a matter of 
business, which was never really healed, though the then Puritanic 
precisian sent a message of relenting to Mrs. Leigh on her death- 
bed (1851). 

The charge or charges which, during her husband’s life, Lady 
Byron from magnanimity or other motive reserved, she is ascer- 
tained, after his death, to have delivered with important modifica- 
tions to various persons, with little regard to their capacity for 
reading evidence or to their discretion. On one occasion her 
choice of a confidante was singularly unfortunate. “ These,” 
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wrote Lord Byron in his youth, “ these are the first tidings that 
have ever sounded like fame in my ears—to be redde on tne banks 
of the Ohio.” Strangely enough, it is from the country of Wash- 
ington, whom the poet was wont to reverence as the purest patriot 
of the modern world, that in 1869 there emanated the hideous story 
which scandalized both continents, and ultimately recoiled on the 
retailer of the scandal. The grounds of the reckless charge have 
been weighed by those who have wished it to prove false, and by 
those who have wished it to prove true, and found wanting. -The 
chaff has been beaten in every way and on all sides, without yield- 
ing a particle of grain; and it were ill-advised to rake up the 
noxious dust that alone remains. From nothing left on record by 
either of the two persons most intimately concerned can we derive 
any reliable information. It is plain that Lady Byron was during 
the later years of her life the victim of hallucinations, and that if 
Byron knew the secret, which he denies, he did not choose to tell 
it, putting ‘off Captain Medwin and others with absurdities, as that 
“ He did not like to see women eat,” or with commonplaces, as 
“ The causes, my dear sir, were too simple to be found out.” 
Thomas Moore, who had the Memoirs * supposed to have 
thrown light on the mystery, in the full knowledge of Dr. Lushing- 
ton’s judgment and all the gossip of the day, professes to believe that 
“the causes of disunion did not differ from those that loosen the 
links of most such marriages,” and writes several pages on the trite 
theme that great genius is incompatible with domestic happiness. 
Negative instances abound to modify this sweeping generalisation ; 
but there is a kind of genius, closely associated with intense irri- 
tability, which it is difficult to subject to the most reasonable yoke ; 
and of this sort was Byron’s. His valet, Fletcher, is reported to 
have said that ‘““ Any woman could manage my lord, except my 
lady ;”? and Madame De Stael, on reading the Farewel/, that ‘‘ She 
would have been glad. to have been in Lady Byron’s place.’’ But 
it may be doubted if Byron would have made a good husband to 
any woman; his wife and he were even more than usually ill- 
assorted. A model of the proprieties, and a pattern of the learned 
philanthropy of which in her sex he was wont to make a constant 
butt, she was no fit consort for that “ mens insana in corpore 
insano.” What could her placid temperament conjecture of a man 
whom she saw, in one of his fits of passion, throwing a fayorite 
watch under the fire, and grinding it to pieces with apoker? Or 
how could her conscious virtue tolerate the recurring irregularities 
which he was accustomed not only to permit himself but to parade ? 
The harassment of his affairs stimulated his violence, till she was 
inclined to suspect him to be mad. Some of her recently printed 
letters—as that to Lady Anne Barnard, and the reports of later 
observers of her character—as William Howitt, tend to detract 
from the earlier tributes to her consistent amiability, and confirm 
our ideas of the incompatibility of the pair. It must have been 


* Captain Trelawny, however, doubts if he ever read them. 
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trying to a poet to be asked by his wife, impatient of his late hours, 
when he was going to leave off writing verses; to be told he had 
no real enthusiasm ; or to have his desk broken open, and its com- 
promising contents sent to the persons for whom they aes least 
intended. The smouldering elements of discontent may have been 
fanned by the gossip of dependants, or the officious zeal of relatives, 
and kindled into a jealous flame by the ostentation of regard for 
others beyond the circle of his home. Lady Byron doubtless be- 
lieved some story which, when communicated to her legal advisers, 
led them to the conclusion that the mere fact of her. believing it 
made reconciliation impossible ; andthe, inveterate obstinacy w hich 
_ lurked beneath her gracious exterior made her cling through life 
to the substance—not always to the form, whatever that may have 
been—of her first impressions. Her later letters to Mrs. Leigh, 
as that called forth by Moore’s Zzfe, are certainly as open to the 
charge of self-righteousness as those of her husband’s are to self- 
disparagement. 

Byron himself somewhere says, “Strength of endurance is 
worth all the talent in the world.” “I love the virtues that I can- 
not share.”? His own courage was all active; he had no power of 
sustained endurance. At a time when his proper refuge was 
silence, and his prevailing sentiment—for he admits he was some- 
how to blame—should have been remorse, he foolishly vented his 
anger and his grief in verses, most of them either peevish or vin- 
dictive, and some of which he certainly permitted to be published. 
“Woe to him,” exclaims Voltaire, “ who says all he could on any 
subject!” Woe to him, he might have added, who says anything 
at all on the subject of his domestic troubles! The poet’s want 
of reticence at this crisis started a host of conjectures, accusations, 
and calumnies, the outcome, in some degree at least, of the ran- 
corous jealousy of men with whose adulation he was weary. Then 
began that burst of British virtue on which Macaulay has expatiated, 
and at which the social critics of the continent have laughed. 
Cottle, Cato, Oxoniensis, Delia, and Styles were let loose, and 
they anticipated the Saturday and the Spectator of 1869, so that 
the latter might well have exclaimed, “‘ Pereant qui ante nos nostra 
dixerunt.” Byron was accused of every possible and impossible 
vice. He was compared to Sardanapalus, Nero, Tiberius, the 
Duke of Orleans, Heliogabalus,and Satan—all the most disreputable 
persons mentioned in sacred and profane history ; his benevolences 
were maligned, his most disinterested actions perverted. Mrs 
Mardyn, the actress, was on his account, on one occasion, driven 
off the public stage. He was advised not to go to the theatres,, 
lest he should be ‘hissed ; nor to Parliament, lest he should be in- 
sulted. On the very day of his departure a friend told him that he 
feared violence from mobs assembling at the door of his carriage. 
“Upon what. grounds,” the poet writes, in an incisive survey “of 
the circumstances, in August, 1819, “the public formed their 
opinion, I am not aware ; but it was general. and it was decisive. 
Of me and of mine they knew little, except that I had written 
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poetry, was a nobleman, had married, became a father, and was in- 
volved in differences with my wife and her relatives—no one knew 
why, because the persons complaining refused to state their griev- 
ances. 

“The press was active and scurrilous; . . .my name—which 
had been a knightly or a noble one since my fathers helped to con- 
quer the kingdom for William the Norman—was tainted. I felt 
that, if what was whispered and muttered and murmured was true, I 
was unfit for England; if false, England was unfit for me. I with- 
drew; but this was not enough. In other countries—in Switzer- 
land, in the shadow of the Alps, and by the blue depth of the lakes 
I was pursued and breathed upon by the same blight. 1 crossed 
the mountains, but it was the same; so I went a little farther, and 
settled myself by the waves of the Adriatic, like the stag at bay, 
who betakes himself to the waters.” 

On the 16th of April, 1816, shortly before his departure, he 
wrote to Mr. Rogers: “My sister is now with me, and leaves 
town to-morrow. We shall not meet again for some time, at all 
events, if ever (it was their final meeting), and under these circum- 
stances I trust to stand excused to you and Mr. Sheridan for be- 
ing unable to wait upon him this evening.” In all this storin and 
stress, Byron’s one refuge was in the affection which rises like a 
well of purity amid the passions of his turbid life. 





“Tn the desert a fountain is springing, 
In the wild waste there still is a tree ; 
And a bird in the solitude singing, 
‘That speaks to my spirit of thee.” 


The fashionable world was tired of its spoilt child, and he of 
it. Hunted out of the country, bankrupt in purse and heart, he 
left it, never to return ; but he left it to find fresh inspiration by 
the “rushing of the arrowy Rhone,” and under Italian skies to 
write the works which have immortalised his name. 
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CHAPTER VII. 


LIFE ABROAD.—SWITZERLAND TO VENICE.—THIRD PERIOD OF 
AUTHORSHIP.—CHILDE HAROLD, Iil., 1V.—MANFRED. 


On the 25th of April, 1816, Byron embarked for Ostend. 
From the “burning marl” of the staring streets he planted his 
foot again on the deck with a genuine exultation. 


“ Once more upon the waters, yet once more, 
And the waves bound beneath me as a steed * 
That knows her rider. Welcome to the roar! 


But he brought with him a relic of English extravagance, setting 
out on his land travels in a huge coach, copied from that of Napo- 
leon taken at Genappe, and being accompanied by Fletcher, Rush- 
ton, Berger, a Swiss, and an Italian Cee called Polidori, son 
A 
question arises as 9 the source from wich he Spiried the means 
for these and subsequent luxuries, in striking contrast with Gold- 
smith’s walking-stick, knapsack, and flute. Byron’s financial af- 
fairs are almost inextricably confused. We can, for instance, 
nowhere find a clear statement of the result of the suit regarding 
the Rochdale Estates, save that he lost it before the Court of Ex- 
chequer. and that his appeal to the House of Lords was still un- 
settled in 1822, The sale of Newstead to Colonel Wildman in 
1818, for 90,000/.,went mostly to pay off mortgages and debts. In 
April, 1869, Mrs. Leigh writes, after a last sigh over this event: 
“ Sixty thousand pounds was secured by his (Byron’s) marriage 
settlement, the interest of which he receives for life, and hich 
ought to make him very comfortable.” This is unfortunately de- 
cisive of the fact'that he did not in spirit adhere to the resolution 
expressed to Moore never to touch a farthing of his wife’s money, 
though we may accept his statement to Medwin, that he twice re- 
paid the dowry of 10,0007. brought to him at the marriage, as in so 
far diminishing the obligation. None of the capital of Lady Byron’s 
family came under his control till 1822, when on the death of her 
mother, Lady Noel, Byron arranged the appointment of referees— 
Sir Francis Burdett on his behalf, Lord Dacre on his wife’s. The 
result was an equal division of a property worth about 7ooo/. a 
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year. ‘While in Italy, the poet received, besides, about ro,ogo/. 
for his writings—4ooo/. being given for Childe Harold Gta 
Manfred. “Ne pas ctre dupe”? was one of his determinations, 
and, though he began by-caring little for making money, he was 
always fond of spending it. “I tell you it is too much,” he said 
to Murray, in returning a thousand guineaus for the Corinth and 
Parisina. Uodgson, Moore, Bland, Thomas Ashe, the family of 
Lord Falkland, the British Consul at Venice, and a host of others 
were ready to testify to his superb munificence. On the other 
hand, he would stint his pleasures, or his benevolence, which were 
among them, for no one; and when he found that to spend money 
he had to make it, he saw neither rhyme nor reason in accepting 
less than his due. In 1817 he begins to dun Murray, declaring, 
with a frankness in which we can find no fault, “You offer 1500 
guineas for the new canto (C. &., iv.). I won’t take it. I ask 
2500 guineas for it, which you will either give or not, as you think 
proper.’’? During the remaining years of his life he grew more and 
more exact, driving hard bargains for his houses, horses, and boats, 
and fitting himself, had he lived, to be Chancellor of the Exchequer 
in the newly-liberated State, from which he took a bond securing 
-afair interest for his loan. He made out an account in £ s.d. 
against the ungrateful Dallas, and when Leigh Hunt threatened to 
sponge upon him, he got a harsh reception; but there is nothing 
to countenance the view that Byron was ever really possessed by 
the “goodold gentlemanly vice” of which he wrote. The Skim- 
poles and Chadbands of the world are always inclined to talk of 
filthy lucre; it is equally a fashion of really lavish people to boast 
that they are good men of business. 

- We have onlya few glimpses of Byron’s progress. At Brussels 
the Napoleonic coach was set aside for a more serviceable caleche. 
During his stay in the Belgian capital he paid a visit to the scene 
of Waterloo, wrote the famous stanza beginning, “Stop, for thy 
tread is on an empire’s dust!” and, in unpatriotic prose, recorded 
his impressions of a plain which appeared to him to “want little 
but a better cause” to make it vie in interest with those of Platea 
and Marathon. ; 

The rest of his journey lay up the Rhine to Basle, thence to 
Berne, Lausanne and Geneva, where he settled for a time at the 
Hétel Secheron, on the western shore of the lake. Here began 
the most interesting literary relationship of his life, for here he 
first came in contact with the impassioned Ariel of English verse, 
Percy Bysshe Shelley. They lived in proximity after they left the 
hotel, Shelley’s headquarters being at Mont Alégre, and Byron’s 
for the remainder of the summer at the Villa Diodati; and their 
acquaintance rapidly ripened into an intimacy which, with some in- 
terruptions, extended over the six remaining years of their joint 
lives. The place for an estimate of theiremutual influence belongs 
to the time of their Italian partnership. Meanwhile, we hear of 
- them mainly as fellow-excursionists about the lake, which on one 
occasion, departing from its placid poetical character, all but swal- 
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lowed them both, along with Hobhouse, off Meillerie. “The 
boat,’ says Byron, “was nearly wrecked near the very spot where 
St. Preux and Julia were in danger of being drowned. It would 
have been classical to have been lost there, but not agreeable. I 
ran no risk, being so near the rocks and a good swimmer ; but our 
party were wet and incommoded.” The only anxiety of Shelley, 
who could not swim, was, that no one else should risk a life for his. 
Two such revolutionary or such brave poets were, in all probability, 
never before nor since ina storm ina boat together. During this 
period Byron complains of being still persecuted. ‘1 was ina 
wretched state of health and worse spirits when I was in Geneva; 
but quiet and the lake—better physicians than Polidori--soon set 
meup. I never led so moral a life as during my residence in that 
country, but I gained no credit by it. On the contrary, there is no 
story so absurd thatthey did not invent at mycost. 1 was watched 
by glasses on the opposite side of the lake, and by glasses, too, 
that must have had very distorted optics. I was waylaid in my 
evening drives. I believe they looked upon me as a man-monster.” 
Shortly after his arrival in Switzerland he contracted an intimacy 
with Miss Clairmont,a daughter of Godwin’s second wife, and 
consequently a connexion by marriage of the Shelleys, with whom 
she was living, which resulted in the birth of a daughter, Allegra, 
at Great Marlow, in February, 1817. The noticeable events of the 
following two months are a joint excursion to Chamouni, anda visit 
in July to Madame de Staél at Coppet, in the course of which he 
met Frederick Schlegel. During a wet week, when the families 
were reading together some German ghost stories, an idea occurred , 
of imitating them, the main result of which: was Mrs. Shelley’s 
Frankenstein, Byron contributed to the scheme a fragment of 
The Vampire, afterwards completed and published in the name of 
his patron by Polidori. This eccentric physician now began to de- 
velope a vein of half insanity; his jealousy of Shelley grew to such 
a pitch that it resulted in the doctor’s sending a challenge to the 
poet. Shelley only laughed at this; but Byron, to stop further 
impertinences of the kind, remarked, “ Recollect that, though Shel- 
ley has scruples about dueling, I have none, and shall be at all 
times ready to take his place.” Polidori had ultimately to be 
dismissed, and, after some years of absurd adventure, committed 
suicide. 

‘The Shelleys left for England in September, and Byron made 
an excursion with Hobhouse through the Bernese Oberland. They 
went by the Col de Jaman and the Simmenthal to Thun ; then up 
the valley to the Staubbach, which he compares to the tail of the 
pale horse in the Apocalypse—not a very happy, though a strik- 
ingcomparison. Thence they proceeded over the Wengern to 
Grindelwald and the Rosenlau glacier ; then back by Berne, Fri- 
burg, and Yverdun to Diodati. The following passage in reference 
to this tour may be selected as a specimen of his prose description, 
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“Before ascending the mountain, went to the torrent again, the 
sun upon it forming a rainbow of the lower part, of all colours, but 
principally purple and gold, the bow moving as you move. I never 
saw anything like this; it is only in. the sunshine. .°. . Left 
the horses, took off my coat, and went to the summit, 7000 English 
feet above the level of the sea, and 5000 feet above the valley we left 
inthe morning. On one side our view comprised the Jungfrau, with 
all her glaciers; then the Dent.d’Argent, shining like truth ; then 
the Eighers and the Wetterhorn. Heard the avalanches falling 
every five minutes. From where we stood on the Wengern Alp we 
had all these in view on one side; on the other, the clouds rose up 
from the opposite valley, curling up perpendicular precipices, like 
the foam of the ocean of hell during a spring tide ; it was white 
and sulphury, and immeasurably deep in appearance. . . . Ar- 
rived at the Grindelwald ; dined ; mounted again, and rode to the 
higher glacier—like a frozen hurricane; starlight beautiful, but a 
devilofa path. Passed whole woods of withered pines, all withered ; 
trunks stripped and barkless, branches lifeless ; done by a single 
winter. Their appearance reminded me of me and my family.” 

Students of Manfred will recognise whole sentences, only 
_ slightly modified in its verse. Though Byron talks with contempt 
of authorship, there is scarce a fine phrase in his letters or journal 
which is not pressed into the author’s service. He turns his deepest 
griefs to artistic gain, and uses five or six times, for literary pur- 
poses, the expression which seems to have dropped from him 
naturally about his household gods being shivered on his hearth. 
His account of this excursion concludes with a passage equally 
characteristic of his melancholy and incessant self-consciousness :— 

“ In the weather for this tour I have been very fortunate. . .. 
I was disposed to be pleased. I ama loverof nature, &c. ... But 
in all this the recollection of bitterness, and more especially of 
recent and more home desolation, which must accompany me 
through life, have preyed upon me here ; and neither the music of 
the shepherd, the crashing of the avalanche, the torrent, the moun- 
tain, the glacier, the forest, nor the cloud, have for one moment 
lightened the weight upon my heart, nor-enabled me to lose my 
own wretched identity in the majesty, and the power, and the glory 
around, above. and beneath me.” 

Such egotism in an idle man would only provoke impatience ; 
but Byron was, during the whole of this period, almost preternat- 
urally active. Detained by bad weather at Ouchy for two days 
(June 26, 27), he wrote the Prisoner of Chillon, which, with his 
noble introductory sonnet on Bonnivard, in some respects surpasses 
any of his early romances. The opening lines— 


“ Lake Leman lies by Chillon’s walls ; 
A thousand feet in depth below, 
Its massy waters meet and flow ”— 


bring before us in a few words the conditions of a hopeless bond- 
age. The account of the prisoner himself, and of the lingering 


deaths of the brothers ; the first frenzy of the survivor, and the 
desolation which succeeds it— 


“T only loved: I only drew 
The accursed breath of dungeon dew ” 


the bird’s'song breaking on the night of his solitude ; his growing 
~ enamoured of - despair, ‘and regaining his freedom with a sigh, are 
all strokes from a master hand. From the same place, at the same 
date, he announces to Murray the completion of the third canto of 
Childe Harold. The productiveness of July is portentous. During 
that month he wrote the Wonody on Sheridan, The Dream, Church- 
wl’s Grave, the Sonnet to Lake Leman, Could [ remount the River 
of my Years, part of Manfred, Prometheus, the Stanzas to Augusta, 
beginning, 

“ My sister ! my sweet sister! If a name 
Dearer and purer were, it should be thine ;” 


and the terrible dream of Darkwess, which at least in the ghastly 
power of the close, where the survivors meet by the lurid light of a 
dim altar fire, and die of each other’s hideousness, surpasses 
Campbell’s Last Afan.* At Lausanne the poet made a pilgrimage 
to the haunts of Gibbon, broke a sprig from his acacia-tree, and 
carried off some rose leaves from his garden. Though entertaining 
friends, among them Mr. M. G. Lewis and Scrope Davies, he sys- 
tematically shunned ‘ the locust swarm of English tourists,” 
marking on their obtrusive platitudes : as when he heard one of 
them at Chamouni inquire, “ Did you ever see anything more truly 
rural?” Ultimately he got tired of the Calvinistic Genevese— 
one of whom is said to have swooned as he entered the room—and 
early in October set out with Hobhouse forItaly. They crossed the 
Simplon, and proceeded by the Lago Maggiore to Milan, admiring 
the pass, but slighting the somewhat hothouse beauties of the Bor- 
romean Islands. From Milan he writes, pronouncing its cathedral 
to be only a little inferior to that of Seville; and delighted with “a 
correspondence, all original and amatory, between Lucretia Borgia 
and Cardinal Bembo.” He secured a lock of the golden hair of 
the Pope’s daughter, and wished himself a cardinal. 

At Verona, Byron dilates on the amphitheatre, as surpassing 
anything he had seen even in Greece, and on the faith of the peo- 
ple i in the story of Juliet, from whose reputed tomb he sent some 
pieces of granite to Ada and his nieces. In November we find 
him settled in Venice, ‘the greenest isle of his imagination.” 
There he began to form those questionable alliances which are so 
marked a feature of his life, and so frequent a theme in his letters, 
that it is impossible to pass them without notice. The first of his 
temporary idols was Mariana Segati, “the wife of a merchant of 
Venice,” for some time his landlord. With this woman, whom he 


* This only appeared in 1831, but Campbell claims to have given Byron in conversas 
tion the suggestion of the subject. 
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describes as an antelope with oriental eyes, wavy hair, a voice like 
the cooing of a dove, and the spirit of a Bacchante, he remained 
on terms of intimacy for about eighteen months, during which their 
mutual devotion was only disturbed by some outbursts of j jealousy. 
In December the poet took lessons in Armenian, glad to find in 
the study something craggy to break his mind upon. “He translated 
into that language a portion of St. Paul’s Epistle to the Corinthians. 
Notes on the carnival, praises of Christabel, instructions about the 
printing of Childe Harold (iii.), protests against the publication 
under his name of some spurious “,domestic poems,” and constant 
references, doubtfully domestic, to his Adriatic lady, fill up the 
records of 1816, On February 15, 1817 he announces to Murray 
the completion of the first sketch of Manfred, and alludes to it in 

a bantering manner as “a kind of poem in dialogue, of a wild met- 
Bplivaieal ‘and inexplicable kind ;” concluding, “JT have at least 
rendered it gucte impossible for the stage, for which my intercourse 
with Drury Lane has given me the greatest contempt.” 

About this time Byron seems to have entertained the idea of 
returning to England in the spring, z. ¢., after a year’s absence. 
_ This design, however, was soon set aside, partly in consequence of 
a slow malarial fever, by which he was prostrated for several 
weeks. On his partial recovery, attributed to his having had 
neither medicine nor doctor, and a determination to live till he 
had “ put one or two people out of the world,” he started on an ex- 
pedition to Rome. 

His first stage was Arqua; then Ferrara, where he was inspired, 
by a sight of the Italian poet’s prison, with the Lament of Tasso; 
the next, Florence, where he describes himself as drunk with the 
beauty of the galleries. Among the pictures, he was most im- 
pressed with the mistresses of Raphael and Titian, to whom, along 
with Giorgione, he is always reverential; and he recognised in 

Santa Croce the Westminster Abbey of Italy. Passing through 
Foligno, he reached his destination early in May, and met his old 
friends, Lord Lansdowne and Hobhouse. The poet employed his 
short time at Rome in visiting on horseback the most famous sites 
in the city and neighbourhood—as the Alban Mount, Tivoli, Fras- 
cati, the Falls of Terni, and the Clitumnus—re- -casting ‘the crude 
first draft of the third act of Manfred, and sitting for his bust to 
Thorwaldsen. Of this sitting the sculptor afterwards gave some 
account to his compatriot, Hans Andersen: “ Byron placed him- 
self opposite to me, but at once began to put on a quite different ex- 
pression from that usual to him. ‘ Will you not sit still?’ said I. 
‘You need not assume that look.’ ‘That is my expression,’ said 
Byron. ‘ Indeed,’ said 1; and I then represented him as I wished. 
When the bust was finished he said, ‘ It is not at all like me; my 
expression is more unhappy.’” West, the American, who five 
years later painted his lordship at Leghorn, substantiates the above 
half-satirical anecdote, by the remark, “He was a bad sitter; he as- 
sumed a countenance that did not belong to him, as though he were 
thinking of a frontispiece for Chzlde “Harold.” Thorwaldsen’s 
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bust, the first cast of which was sent to Hobhouse, and pronounced 
by Mrs. Leigh to be the best of the numerous likenesses of her 
brother, was often repeated. _ Professor Brandes, of Copenhagen, 
introduces his striking sketch of the poet by a reference to the 
model, that has its natural place in the museum named from the 
great sculptor whose genius had flang into the clay the features of 
4 charactér so unlike his own. The bust,says the Danish critic, at 
first sight impresses one with an undefinable classic grace; on closer 
examination, the restlessness of a life is reflected in a brow over 
which clouds seem to hover, but clouds from which we look for 
jightnings. The dominant impression of the whole is that of some 
irresistible power (Unwiderstehlichkeit). Thorwaldsen, at a much 
later date (1829-1833), executed the marble statue, first intended 
for the Abbey, which is now to be seen in the library of Trinity 
College, in evidence that Cambridge is still proud of her most bril- 
hant son. 

Towards the close of the month—after almost fainting at the 
execution by guillotine of three bandits—he professes impatience 
to get back to Mariana, and early in the next we find him estab- 
lished with her near Venice, at the villa of La Mira, where for some 
time he continued to reside. His letters of June refer to the sale 
of Newstead, the mistake of Mrs. Leigh and others in attributing 
to him the Zales of a Landlord, the appearance of Lalla Rookh, 
preparations for AZarino Faliero, and the progress of Chzlde Harold 
(iv.). This poem, completed in September, and published early in * 
1818 (with a dedication to Hobhouse, who had supplied most of the 
illustrative notes), first made manifest the range of the poet’s 
power. Only another slope of ascent lay between him and the 
pinnacle, over which shines the red star of Cazz. Had Lord 
Byron’s public career closed when he left England, he would have 
been remembered for a generation as the author of some musical 
minor verses, a clever satire, a journal in verse exhibiting flashes 
of genius, and a series of fascinating romances—also giving 
promise of higher power—which had enjoyed a marvellous popular- 
ity. The third and fourth cantos of Chz/de Harold placed him on 
another platform, that of.the Dzz MWajores of English verse. These 
cantos are separated from their predecessor, not by a stage, but by 
a gulf. Previous to their publication he had only shown how far 
the force of rhapsody could go; now he struck with his right hand, 
and from the shoulder. Knowledge of life and study of Nature were 
the mainsprings of a growth which the indirect influence of Words- 
worth, and the happy companionship of Shelley, played their part in 
fostering. Faultlessness is seldom a characteristic of impetuous 
verse, never of Byron’s ; and even in the later parts of the Chzlde 
there are careless lines and doubtful images. “ Selfexiled Harold 
wanders forth again,” looking ‘pale and inetresting;” but we are 
soon refreshed by a higher note. No familiarity can detract from 
“ Waterloo,’’ which holds its own by Barbour’s “ Bannockburn” 
and Scott’s “Flodden.” Sir Walter, refering to the climax of the 
opening, and the pathetic lament of the closing lines, generously 





/ 
’ 


BONG é 79 


doubts whether any verses in English surpass them in vigour. 
There follows “The Broken Mirror,” extolled by Jeffrey with an 
appreciation of its exuberance of fancy and negligence of diction; 
and then the masterly sketch of Napoleon, with the implied refer- 
ence to the writer at the end. 

The descriptions in both cantos perpetually rise from a basis of 
rhetoric to a real height of poetry. Byron’s “Rhine” flows, like 
the river itself, in a stream of ‘“ exulting andsabounding” stanzas. 
His “Venice” may be set beside the masterpieces of Ruskin’s 
prose. They are together the joint pride of Italy and Engiand. 
The tempest in the third canto is in verse a splendid microcosm of 
the favourite, if not the prevailing mood of the writer’s mind. In 
spite of manifest flaws, the nine stanzas beginning “ It is the hush 
of night,” have enough in them to feed a high reputation. The 
poet’s dying day, his sun and moon contending over the Rheetian 
hill, his Thrasymene, Clitumnus, and Velino, show that his eye 
has grown keener, and his imagery at least more terse, and that he 
can occasionally forget himseliin his surroundings. The Drachen- 
fells, Ehrenbreitstein, the Alps, Lake Leman, pass before us like 
a series of dissolving views. But the stability of the book depends 
on its being a Temple of Fame, as well as a Diorama of Scenery. 
It is no mere versified Guide, because every resting-place in the 
pilgrimage is made interesting by association with illustrious 
memories. Coblentz introduces the tribute to Marceau; Clarens 
an almost complete review, in five verses, of Rousseau ; Lausanne 
and Ferney the quintessence of criticism on Gibbon and Voltaire. 
A tomb in Arqua suggests Petrarch; the grass-grown streets” of, 
Ferrara lead in the lines on Tasso; the white walls of the Etrurian 
Athens bring back Alfieri and Michael Angelo, and the prose bard 
of the hundred tales, and Dante, ‘“ buried by the upbraiding shore,” 


and 
“The starry Galileo and his woes.” 


Byron has made himself so master of the glories and the wrecks 
of Rome, that almost everything else that has been said of them 
seems superfluous. Hawthorne, in his J7arble faun, comes near- 
est to him; but Byron’s Gladiator and Apollo, if not his Laocoon, 
are unequalled. “The voice of Marius,” says Scott, “could not 
sound more deep and solemn among the ruins of Carthage than the 
strains of the pilgrim among the broken shrines and fallen statues 
of her subduer.” As the third canto has a fitting close with the 
poet’s pathetic remembrance of his daughter, so the fourth is wound 
up with consummate art—the memorable dirge on the Princess 
Charlotte being followed by the address to the sea, which, endur- 
ing unwrinkled through all its ebbs and flows, seems to mock at the 
mutability of human life. ; 

Manfred, his witch drama, as the author called it, has hada 
special attraction for inquisitive biographers, because it has been 
supposed in some dark manner to reveal the secrets of his prison- 
house. Its lines have been tortured, like the witches of the seven- 
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teenth century, to extort from them the meaning of the “all name- 
less hour,” and every conceivable horror has been alleged as its 
motif. On this subject Goethe writes with a humorous simplicity : 
“« This singularly intellectual poet has extracted from my Fazsé the 
strongest nourishment for his hypochondria; but he has made use 
of the impelling principles for his own purposes... . When a bold 
and enterprising young man, he won the affections of a Florentine 
lady. Her husband discoyered the amour, and murdered his wife ; 
but the murderer was the same night found dead in the street, and 
there was no one to whom any suspicion could be attached. Lord 
Byron removed from Florence, but these spirits have haunted him 
all his life. his romantic incident explains innumerable allu- 
sions,” é. 2. 
“T have shed 
Blood, but not hers; and yet her blood was shed.” 


Were it not for the fact that the poet had never seen the city in 
question,when he wrote the poem, this explanation would be more 
plausible than most others, for the allusions are all to some lady 
who has been done to death. Galt asserts that the plot turms on a 
tradition of unhallowed necromancy—a human sacrifice, like that of 
Antinous attributed to Hadrian. Byron himself says it has no 
plot; but he kept teasing his questioners with mysterious hints, 
é. g.. “It was the Staubbach and the Jungfrau, and something else 
more than Faustus, which made me write (/azfred ;”” and of one of 
his critics he says to Murray, “It had a better origin than he can 
devise or divine, for the soul of him.” In any case most methods 
of reading between its lines would, if similarly applied, convict 
Sophocles, Schiller, and Shelley of incest, Shakspeare of murder, 
Milton of blasphemy, Scott of forgery, Marlowe and Goethe of com- 
pacts with the devil. Byron was no dramatist, but he had wit 
enough to vary at least the circumstances of his projected person- 
ality. The memories of both Fausts—the Elizabethan and the 
German—mingle, in the pages of this piece, with the shadows of 
the author’s life; but to these it never gives, nor could be intended 
to give, any substantial form. 

Manfred in a chaos: of pictures, suggested by the scenery of 
Lauterbrunnen and Grindelwald, half animated by vague personifi- 
cations and sensational narrative. Like Harold and Scott’s Mar- 
mon, it just misses being a great poem. The Coliseum is its 
masterpiece of description; the appeal, ‘“ Astarie, my beloved, 
speak to me,” its nearest approach to pathos. The lonely death of 
the hero makes an effective close to the moral tumult of the preced- 
ing scenes. But the reflections, often striking, are seldom ab- 
solutely fresh: that beginning, ” 


“The mind, which is immortal, makes itself 
Requital for its good or evil thoughts, 
Is its own origin of ill and end, 
And its own place and time,” 
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is transplanted from Milton with as little change as Milton made in 
transplanting it from Marlowe. The author’s own favorite passage, - 
the invocation to the sun (actiii., sc. 2), has some sublimity, marred 
by lapses. The lyrics scattered through the poem sometimes open 
well, ¢. 2,— 


“Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountains ; 
They crowned him long ago, 
On a throne of rocks, in a robe of clouds, 
With a diadem of snow ;” 


but they cannot sustain themselves like true 'song-birds, and fall to 
the ground like spent rockets. This applies to Byron’s lyrics gen- 
erally ; turn to the incantation in the Deformed Transformed « the 
first two lines are in tune— 


“Beautiful shadow of Thetis’s boy, 
Who sleeps in the meadow whose grass grows o’er Troy.” 


Nor Sternhold nor Hopkins has more ruthlessly outraged our ears 
than the next two— 


“From the red earth, like Adam, thy likeness I shape, 
As the Being who made him, whose actions I ape (!)” 


Of his songs: “ There be none of Beauty’s daughters,” “She 
walks in beauty,” “Maid of Athens,’ “I enter thy garden of 
roses,” the translation ‘‘ Sons of the Greeks,” and others, have a 
flow and verve that itis pedantry to ignore ; but in general Byron 
was too much of the earth earthy to be a great lyrist. Some of 
the greatest have lived wild lives, but their wings were not weighted 
with the lead of the love of the world. 

The summer and early months of the autumn of 1817 were spent 
at La Mira, and much of the poet’s time was occupied in riding / 
along the banks of the Brenta, often in the company of the few con-/ 
genial Englishmen who camein his way ; others, whom he avoided,’ 
avenged themselves by retailing stories; none-of which were “ too 
improbable for the craving appetites of their slander-loving coun- 
trymen.”” In August he received a visit from Mr. Hobhouse, and 
on this occasion drew up the remarkable document afterwards ¢iven 
to Mr. M. G. Lewis for circulation in England, which appeared 
-in the Academy of October 9, 1869. In this document he says, 
“Tt has been intimated to me that the persons understood to be 
the legal advisers of Lady Byron have declared their lips to be 
sealed up on the cause of the separation between her and. myself. 
If their lips are sealed up they are not sealed up by me, and the 
greatest favour they can confer upon me will be toopentbem.” He 
goes on to state that he repents having consented to the separation 
—will be glad to cancel the deed. or to go before any tribunal to dis- 
cuss the matter in the most public manner; adding, that Mr Hob- 
house (in whose presence he was writing) proposed, on his part, ta 
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go into court, and ending with a renewed asseveration of his igno- 
rance of the allegations against him, and his inability to understand 
for what purpose they had been kept back, “unless it was to sanc- 
tion the most infamous calumnies by silence.” Hobhouse and 
others, during the four succeeding years, ineffectually endeavoured 
to persuade the poet to return to England. » Moore and others in- 
sist that Byron’s heart was.at home when his presence was abroad, 
and that, with all her faults, he loved his country still. Leigh Hunt, 
on the contrary, asserts that he cared nothing for England or its 
affairs. Like many men of genius, Byron was never satisfied with 
what he had at the time. ‘ Rome Tibur amem ventosus Tibure 
Romam.” At Seaham he is bored to death, and pants for the ex- 
citement of the clubs ; in London society he longs for a desert or 
island in the Cyclades ; after their separation, he begins to regret 
his wife; after his exile, his country. “Where,” he exclaimed to 
Hobhouse, “is real comfort to be found out of England?” He 
frequently fellinto the mood in which he wrote the verse— 
“Yet I was born where men are proud to be, 

Not without cause: and should I leave behind 

Th’ immortal island of the sage and free, 

And seek me out a home by a remoter sea ? ” 


But the following, to Murray (June 7, 1819) is equally sincere: 
““Some of the epitaphs at Ferrara pleased me more than the more 
splendid monuments of Bologna; for instance— 


«<«Martini Luigi 
Implora pace,’ 


“*¢ Lucrezia Picini 
Implora eterne quiete. 


Can anything be more full of pathos? These few words say all 
that can be said or sought; the dead had had enough of life ; all , 
they wanted was rest, and this they implore. There is all the help- 
lessness, and humble hope, and death-like prayer, that can arise 
from the:grave—‘ implora pace,’ I hope, whoever may survive me, 
and shall see me put in the foreigner’s burying ground at the Lido, 
within the fortress by the Adriatic, will see these two words, and 
no more, put over me. I trust they won’t think of pickling and. 
bringing me home to Clod, or Blunderbuss Hall. I am sure my 
bones would not rest in an English grave, or my clay mix with the 
earth of that country.” Hunt’s view is. in this as in other subtle 
respects, nearer the truth than Moore’s ; for with all of Byron’s in- 
sight into Italian vice, he hated more the master vice of England— 
hypocrisy; and much of his greatest, and in a sense latest, because 
unfinished work, is the severest, as it might be the wholesomest, 
, Satire ever directed against a great nation since the days of Juvenal 
and Tacitus. 

In September (1817) Byron entered into negotiations, afterwards 
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completed, for renting a country house among the Euganean hills - 
near Este, from Mr. Hoppner, the English Consul at Venice, who 
bears frequent testimony to his kindness and courtesy. In October 
we find him settled for the winter in Venice, where he first occu- 
pied his old quarters in the Spezieria, and afterwards hired one of 
the palaces of the Countess Mocenigo on the Grand Canal. Se- 
tween this mansion, the cottage at Este, and the villa of La Mira, 
he divided his time for the next two years. During the earlier part 
of his Venetian career he had continued to frequent the salon of 
the Countess Albrizzi, where he met with people of both sexes of 
some rank and standing who appreciated his genius, though some 


_among them fell into absurd mistakes. A gentleman of the com- 
3S 5 


pany informing the hostess, in answer to some inquiry regarding 
Canova’s busts, that Washington, the American President, was 
shot in a duel by Burke, “ What in the name of folly are you think 
ing of ?” said Byron, perceiving that the speaker was confounding 
Washington with Hamilton, and Burke with Burr. He.afterwards 
tranferred himself to the rival coterie of the Countess Benzoni, and 
gave himself up with little reserve to the intrigues which cast dis- 
credit on this portion of his‘life. Nothing is so conducive to dis- 
sipation as despair, and Byron had begun to regard the Sea-Cybele 
as a Sea-SSodom—when he wrote, “To watch a city die daily, as 
she does, is a sad contemplation. , I sought to distract my mind 
from a sense of her desolation and my own solitude, by plunging 
into a vortex that was anything but pleasure.” In any case, he for- 
sook the “ Dame,” and by what his biographer calls a “descent in 
the scale of refinement for which nothing but the wayward state of 
his mind can account,” sought the companions of his leisure hours 
among the wearers of the “ fazzioli.” The carnivals of the years 1818, 
1819, mark the height of his excesses. Early in the former, Mari- 
ana Segati fell out of favour, owing to Byron’s having detected her 
in selling the jewels he had given as presents, and so being led to 
suspect a large mercenary element in her devotion. To her suc- 
ceeded Margarita Cogni, the wife of a baker, who proved as accom- 
modating as his predecessor, the linen-draper. This woman was 
decidedly a character, and Sefior Castelar has almost elevated her 
into a heroine. A handsome virago, with brown shoulders and 
black hair, endowed with the strength of an Amazon, ‘a face like 
Faustina’s, and: the figure of a Juno—tall and energetic as a pyth- 
oness,”’ she quartered herself for twelve months in the palace as 
“Donna di governo,” and drove the servants about without let 
or hindrance. Unable to read or write, she intercepted ‘his lord- 
ship’s letters to little purpose; but she had great natural business 
talents, reduced by one half the expenses of his household, kept 
everything in good order, and, when her violence roused his wrath, 
turned it off with some ready retort or witticism. The was very 
devout, and would cross herself three times at the Angelus. One 
instance, of a different kind of devotion, from Byron’s own account, 
is sufficiently graphic; “In the autumn one day, going to the Lido 
with my gondoliers, we were overtaken by a heavy squall, and the 
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- gondola put in peril, hats blown away, boat filling, oar lost, tumbling 
sea,.thunder, rain in torrents, and winaunceasing. On our return, 
after a tight struggle, I found her on the open steps of the Moce- 
nigo Palace on the Grand Canal, with hergreat black eyes flashing 


through her tears, and the long dark hair-which was streaming, | 


drenched with rain, over her brows. The was perfectly exposed 
to the storm; and the wind blowing her dress avout ber thin figure, 
and the lightning flashing round her, made her look like -Medea 
alighted from her chariot, or the Sibyl of the tempest that was roll- 
ing round her, the only living thing within hail at that moment ex- 


cept ourselves... On seeing me safe, she did not wait io greet me, 


as might have been expected; but, calling out to me, ‘Ah! can’ 
della Madonna, xe esto il tempo per andar’ al’ Lido,’’ ran into the 
house, and solaced herself with scolding the boatmen for not fore- 
seeing the ‘temporale.’ Her joy at seeing me again was moder- 
ately mixed with ferocity, and gave me the idea ofa tigress over her 
recovered cubs.” " 

Some months after, she became ungovernable—threw plates 
about, and snatched caps from the heads of other women who 
looked at her lord in public places. Byron told her she must go 
home; whereupon she proceeded to break glass, and threaten 
“knives, poison, fire ;” and on his calling his boatmen to get ready 
the gondola, threw herself in the dark night into the canal. She 
was rescued, and in a few days finally dismissed; after which he 
saw her only twice, at the theatre. Her whole picture is more like 
that of Théroigne de Méricourt than that of Raphael’s Fornarina, 
whose name she received. 

Other stories, of course, gathered round this strange life—per- 
sonal encounters, aquatic feats, and all manner of romantic and 
impossible episodes ; their basis being that Byron on one occasion 
thrashed,on another challenged, a man who tried to cheat him, was a 
frequent rider, and a constant swimmer, so that he came to be called 
“the English fish,” “water-spaniel,” « sea-devil,” &c. One of 
the boatmen is reported to have said, “He is a good gondolier, 
spoilt'by being a poet and a lord:;’’ and in answer to a traveller’s 
“inquiry, “ Where does he get his poetry ?”-“He dives for it.” 
His ‘habits, as regards: eating, seem to have been generally abstemi- 
ous ;but he drank a pint of gin and water‘over his verses at night, 
aud then took claret and soda in the morning. 

Riotous living may have helped to. curtail Byron’s life, but it 
does not seem to have seriously impaired his powers. Among 
these adverse surroundings of the “court of Circe,” he threw off 
Beppo, Mazeppa, and the early books of Don Yuan. ‘The first 
canto of the last was written in November, 1818; the second in 


January, 1819; the third and fourth towards the close of the same. 


year. Seppo, its brilliant prelude, sparkles like a draught of cham- 
pagne. This “Venetian story,” or sketch, in which the author 
broke ground on his true satiric field—the satire of social life— 
and first adopted the measure avowedly suggested by Frere’s 
Whistlecraft, was drafted in October, 1817, and appeared, ip, May, 
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1818. It aims at comparatively little, but is perfectly successful 
in its aim, and unsurpassed for the incisiveness of its side 
strokes, and the courtly ease of a manner that never degenerates 
into mannerism. In Mazefpa the poet reverts to his earlier 
style, and that of Scott; the description of the headlong ride 
hurries us along with a breathless. expectancy that gives it a 
conspicuous place among his minor efforts. The passage about 
the howling of the wolves, and the fever faint of the victim, is as 
graphic as anything in Burns— 


“ The skies spun like a mighty wheel, 
I saw the trees like drunkards reel.’ 


In the May or June of 1818 Byron’s little daughter, Allegra, 
had been sent from England, under the care of a Swiss nurse too 
young to undertake her management in such trying circumstances, 
and after four months of anxiety he placed her in charge of Mrs. 
Hoppner. In the course of this and the next year there are fre- 
quent allusions to the child, all, save one which records a mere 
affectation of indifference, full of affectionate solicitude. In June, 
1819, he writes, “ Her temper and her: ways, Mr. Hoppner says, 
are like mine, as well as her features; she will make, in that case, 
a manageable young lady.” Later he talks of her as “flourishing 
like a pomegranate blossom.” In March, 1820, we have another 
reference. “ Allegra is prettier, I think, but as obstinate as a 
mule, and as ravenous as a vulture ; health good to judge by the 
complexion, temper tolerable but for vanity and pertinacity. She 
thinks herself handsome, and will do as she pleases.” In May he 
refers to having received a letter from her mother, but gives no 

‘details. In the following year, with the approval of the.Shelleys, 
then at Pisa, he placed her for education in the conyent of Cavalli 
‘Bagni in the Romagna. “I have,’ he writes to Hoppner, who had 
thought of having her boarded in Switzerland, ‘neither spared 
care, kindness, nor expense, since the child was sent to me. The 
people may say what they please. I must content myself with not 
deserving, in this instance, that they should speak ill. The place 
is a country town, in a good air, and less liable to objections of 
every kind. It has always appeared to me that the moral defect 
in Italy does ot proceed from a conventual education; because, 
to my certain knowledge, they come out of their convents innocent, 
even to ignorance of moral evil; but to the state of society into 
which they are directly plunged on coming out of it. It is like 
educating an infant on a mountain top, and then taking him to the 
sea and throwing him into it, and desiring him to swim.” Else- 
where he says, ‘‘I by no means intend to give a natural child an 
English education, because, with the disadvantages of her birth, 
her after settlement would be doubly difficult. Abroad, with a 
fair foreign education, and a portion of 5000/. or 6000/. (his will 
leaving her 5000/., on condition that she should not marry an Eng- 
lishman, is here explained and justified), she might, and may, 
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marry very respectably. In England such a dowry would be a pit- 
tance, while elsewhere it is a fortune. It is, besides, my wish that 
she should be a Roman Catholic, which I look upon as the best 
religion, as it is assuredly the oldest of the various branches of 
Christianity.” It only remains to add that, when he heard that 
the child had fallen ill of fever in 1822, Byron was almost speech- 
less with agitation, and, on the news of her death, which took place 
April 22nd, he seemed at first utterly prostrated. Next day he said, 
“ Allegrais dead; she is more fortunate than we. It is God’s will; 
let us mention it no more.’’ Her remains rest beneath the elm- 
tree at Harrow which her father used to haunt in boyhood, with 
the date of birth and death, and the verse— 


“ T shall go to her, but she shall not return to me,” 


The most interesting of the visits paid to Byron during the period 
of his life at Venice was that of Shelley, who, leaving his wife and 
children at Bagni di Lucca, came to see him in August, 1818. He 
arrived late, in the midst of thunder-storm; and next day they 
sailed to the Lido, and rode togetheralong the sands. Theattitude 
of the two poets towards each other is curious; the comparatively 
shrewd man of the world often relied on the idealist for guidance and 
help in practical matters, admired his courage and independence, 
spoke of him invariably as the best of men, but never paid a suffi- 
ciently warm tribute in public to his work. Shelley, on the other 
hand, certainly the most modest of great poets, contemplates Byron 
in the fixed attitude of a literary worshipper. 

The introduction to Fulian and Maddalo, directly suggested 
by this visit, under the slight veil of a change in the name, gives a 
summary of the view of his friend’s character which he continued _ 
to entertain. “He is a person of the most consummate genius, 
and capable, if he would direct his energies to such an end, of be- 
coming the redeemer of his degraded country. But it is his weak- 
ness to be proud; he derives, from a comparison of his own 
extraordinary mind with the dwarfish intellects that surround him, 
an intense apprehension of the nothingness of human life. His 
passions and his powers- are incomparably greater than those of 
other men; and instead of the latter having been employed in 
curbing the former, they have mutually lent each other strength ; ” 
but “in social lifeno human being can be more gentle, patient, and 
unassuming. He is cheerful, frank. and witty. His more serious 
soanereron is a sort of intoxication; men are held by it as bya 
spell.” 

Subsequently to this visit Byron lent the villa at Este to his 
friend, and during the autumn weeks of. their residence there were 
written the lines among the Euganean hills, where, in the same 
strain of reverence, Shelley refers to the “ tempest-cleaving swan of 
Albion,” to the “music flung o’er a mighty thunder-fit,” and to the 
sun-like soul destined to immortalise his ocean refuge— 
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“ As the ghost of Homer clings 

Round Scamander’s wasting springs, 

As divin’st Shakspeare’s might 

Fills Avon and the world with light.” 
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“The sun,” he says, at a later date, “has extinguished the 
glowworm ;” and again, “I despair of rivalling Lord Byron, as 
well I may; and there is no other with whom it is worth con- 
tending.” 

Shelley was, in the main, not only an exquisite but a trustworthy 
critic ; and no man was more absolutely above being influenced by 
the fanfaronade of rank or the din of popularity. These criticisms 
are therefore not to be lightly set aside, nor are they unintelligible. 
Perhaps those admirers of the clearer and more consistent nature, 
who exalt him to the rank of.a greater poet, are misled by the 
amiable love of one of the purest characters in the history of our’ 
literature. There is at least no difficulty in understanding why he 
should have been, as it were, concussed by Byron’s greater mas- 
siveness and energy into a sense—easy to a man half bard, half 
saint—of inferiority. Similarly, most of the estimates—many 
already reversed, others reversible—by the men of that age, of’ 
each other, can be explained. We cansee how it was that Shelley 
overestimated both the character and the powers of Hunt; and 
Byron depreciated Keats, and was ultimately repelled by Words- 
worth, and held out his hand to meet the manly grasp of Scott. 
‘The one enigma of their criticism is the respect that they joined 
in paying to the witty, genial, shallow, worldly, musical Tom Moore. 
‘ This favourite of fortune and the minor muses, in the course 
of a short tour through the north of Italy in the autumn of 1819, 
found his noble friend on the 8th of October at La Mira, went with 
him onia sight-seeing expedition to Venice, and passed five or six 
days in his company. Of this visit he has recorded his impres- 
sions, some of which relate to his host’s personal appearance, 
others to his habits and leading incidents of his life. Byron “ had 
grown fatter, both in person and face, and the latter had suffered 
most by the change, having lost by the enlargement of the features, 
some of that refined and spiritualised look that had in other times 
distinguished it; but although less romantic, he appeared more 
humorous.” They renewed their recollections of the old days and 
nights in London, and compared them with later experiences of 
Bores and Blues, in a manner which threatened to put to flight 
’ the historical. and poetical associations naturally awakened by’ 
the City of the Sea. Byron hada rooted dislike to any approach 
to fine talk in the ordinary intercourse of life; and wien his 
companion began to rhapsodise on the rosy hue of the Italian 
sunsets, he interrupted him with, “Come, d—n it, Tom, don’t 
be poetical.” He insisted on Moore, who sighed after what 
he imagined would be the greater comforts of an hotel, taking 
‘up his quarters in his palace; and as they were groping their 
way through the somewhat dingy entrance, cried out, “Keep clear 
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of the dog!” and a few paces farther, “Take care, or the monkey 
will fly at you!” an incident recalling the old vagaries of the 
menagerie at Newstead. The biographer’s reminiscences mainly 
dwell on his lordship’s changing moods and tempers and gym- 
nastic exercises, his terror of interviewing strangers, his imper- 
fect appreciation of art, his preference of fish to flesh, his al- 
most parsimonious economy in small matters, mingled with allu- 
sions to his domestic calamities, and frequent expressions of a 
growing distaste to Venetian society. On leaving the city, Moore 
passed a second afternoon at La Mira, had a glimpse of Allegra, 
and the first intimation of the existence of the notorious Memoirs. 
“A short time after dinner Byron left the room, and returned 
carrying in his hand a white leather bag. ‘Look here,’ he said, 
holding it up; ‘this would be worth something to Murray, though 
you, I dare say, would not give sixpence for it.’ ‘What is it?’ I 
asked. ‘My life and adventures,’ he answered. ‘Itis nota thing,’ 
he answered, ‘that can be published during my lifetime, but you 
may have it if you like. There, do whatever you please with it.’ 
In taking the bag, and thanking him most warmly, I added, ‘ This 
will make a nice legacy for my little Tom, who shall ustonish the 
latter days of the nineteenth century with it.’”* Shortly after, 
Moore for the last time bade his friend farewell, taking with him 
from Madame Guiccioli, who did the honours of the house, an in- 
troduction to her brother, Count Gamba, at Rome. “Theresa 
Guiccioli,” says Castelar, “appears like a star on the stormy hori- 
zon of the poet’s life.’ A young Romagnese, the daughter of a 
nobleman of Ravenna, of good descent but limited means, she had 
been educated in a convent, and married in her nineteenth year to 
a rich widower of sixty, in early life a friend of Alfieri, and noted 
as the patron of the National Theatre. This beautiful blonde, of 
pleasing manners, graceful presence, and a strong vein of senti- 
ment, fostered by the reading of Chateaubriand, met Byron for the 
first time casually when she came in her bridal dress to one of the 
Albrizzi reunions; but she was only introduced to him early in the 
April of the following year, at the house of the Countess Benzoni. 
“ Suddenly the young Italian found herself inspired with a passion 
of which till that moment her mind could not have formed the 
least idea; she had thought of love but as an amusement, and now 
became its slave.” Byron, on the other hand, gave what remained 
of a heart never alienated from her by any other mistress. Till 
the middle of the month they met every day; and when the hus- 
band took her back to Ravenna she despatched to her idol a series 
of impassioned letters, declaring her resolution to mould her life in 
accordance with his wishes. Towards the end of May she had 


* In December, 1820, Byron sent several more sheets of memoranda from Ravenna}; 
and in the following year suggested an arrangement by which Murray paid over to Moore, 
who was then in difficulties, 2000/. for the right of publishing the whole, under the condi- 
tion, among others, that Lady Byron should see them, and have the right of reply to 
anything that might seem to her objectionable. She on her part declined to have anything 
to do with them. When the Memoirs were destroyed, Moore paid back the 2000/., but 

, obtained four thousand guineas for editing the Lzfe and Correspondence. 
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prepared her relatives to receive Byron as a visitor. He started 
in answer to the summons, writing on his way the beautiful stanzas 
to the Po, beginning— 


“River that rollest-by the ancient walls 
Where dwells the lady of my love.” 


Again passing through Ferrara, and visiting Bologna, he left 
the latter on the 8th, and on his arrival at his destination found the 
Countess dangerously ill; but his presence, and the attentions of 


the famous Venetian doctor Aglietti, who was sent for by his ad- 


vice, restored her, The Count seems to have been proud of his 
guest. “J can’t make him out at all,” Byron writes ; “ he visits me 
frequently, and takes me B: es Whittington the Lord Mayor) 
in a coach and six horses. ‘The fact appears to be, that he is com- 
pletely governed by her—and, for that matter, soam 1.” Laterhe 

speaks of having got his horses from Venice, ‘and riding or driving 
daily i in the scenery reproduced in the third canto of Don Fuan :— 


“ Sweet hour of twilight! in the solitude 
Of the pine forest, and the silent shore 
Which bounds Ravenna’s immemorial wood.” 


On Theresa’s recovery, in dread of a possible separation, he 
proposed to fly with her to America, to the Alps, to “some unsus- 
pected isle in the far seas ; ”? and she suggested the idea of feigning 
death, like Juliet, and rising from the ‘tomb. Neither expedient 
was called for. When the Count went to Bologna, in August, with 
his wife, Lord Byron was allowed to follow; and after consoling 
himself during an excursion which the married pair made to their 
estate, by hovering about her empty rooms and ‘writing in her 


books, he established himself, on the Count’s return to his head- 


quarters, with her and Allegra at Bologna. Meanwhile, Byron 
had written Zhe Prophecy of Dante, and in August the prose let- 
ter, Zo the Editor of the British Review, on the charge of bribery 
in Don Fuan. Than this inimitable epistle no more laughter- 
compelling composition éxists. About the same time, we hear of 
his leaving the theatre in a convulsion of tears, occasioned by the 
representation of Alfieri’s Mirra. 

He left Bologna with the Countess on the 15th of September, 
when they visited the Euganean hills and Arqua, and wrote their 


_names together in the Pilgrim’s Book. On arriving at Venice, the 


physicians recommending Madame Guiccioli to country air, they 
settled, still by her husband’s consent, for the autumn at La Mira, 
where Moore ‘and others found them domesticated. At the begin- 
ning of November the poet was prostrated by an attack of tertian 
fever. In some of his hours of delirium he dictated to his careful 
nurses, Fletcher and the Countess, a number of verses, which she 
assures us were correct and sensible: He attributes his restora- 
tion ® cold waterand the absence of doctors; but, ere his com- 
plete recovery, Count Guiccioli had suddenly appeared on the 
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scene, and run away with his own wife. The lovers had for atime 
not only to acquiesce in the separation, but to agree to cease their 
correspondence. In December Byron, in a fit of spleen, had packed 
up his belongings, with a view to return to England. ‘‘ He was,” 
we are told, ne ready dressed for the journey, his boxes on board 
the gondola, his gloves and cap on, and even his little cane in his 
hand, when my lord declares that if it should strike one—which it 
did—before everything was in order, he would not go that day. It 
is evident he had not the heart to go. Next day he heard that 
Madame Guiccioli was again seriously ill, received and accepted 
the renewed invitation which bound him to her and to the south. 
He left Venice for the last time almost by stealth, rushed along the 
familiar roads, and was welcomed at Ravenna. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
[ 1820-1821. ] 
RAVENNA.—DRAMAS.—CAIN.—VISION OF JUDGMENT. 


Byron’s life at Ravenna was during the first months compara- 
tively calm; nevertheless, he mingled in society, took part in the Car- 
nival, and was received at the parties of the Legate. “I may stay,” 
he writes in January, 1820, “a day—a week—a year—all my life.” 
Meanwhile, he imported his movables’ from Venice, hired a suite 
of rooms in the Guiccioli palace, executed his marvellously close 
translation of Pulci’s Morgante Maggiore, wrote his version of 
the story of francesca of Rimini, and received visits from his old 
friend Bankes and from Sir Humphry Davy. At this time he was 
accustomed to ride about armed to the teeth, apprehending a pos- 
sible attack from assassins on the part of Count Guiccioli. In April 
his letters refer to the insurrectionary movements then beginning 
against the Holy Alliance. ‘“ We are on the verge of a row here. 
Last night they have over-written ali the city walls with ‘Up with 
the Republic!’ and ‘Death to the Pope!’ The police have 
been searching for the subscribers, but have. caught none as 
yet. The other day they confiscated the whole translation of 
the fourth cantos of Chzlde Harold, and have prosecuted the 
translator.” In July a Papal decree of separation between the 
Countess and her husband was obtained, on condition of the 
latter paying from his large income a pittance to the lady of 
200/. a year, and her undertaking to live in her father’s house 
—an engagement which was, first in the spirit, and subsequently 
in the letter, violated. For a time, however, she retired to 
a villa about fifteen miles from Ravenna, where she was visited by 
Byron at comparatively rare intervals. By the end of July he had 
finished Marino Faliero, and ere the close of the year the fifth 
canto of Dox Fuan. In September he says to Murray, “I amina 
fierce humour at not having Scott’s Monastery. No more Keats,* 


* In a note on a similar passage, bearing the date November 12, 1821, he, however, 
confesses: ‘* My indignation at Mr. Keats’ depreciation of Pope has hardly permitted me 
to do justice to his own genius, which malgré all the fantastic fopperies of his style was 
undouktedly,of great promise. His fragment of Hyperion seems actually inspired by the 
Titans, and is as subiime as Atschylus. He isa loss to our literature.”’ 


\ \ 


92 . | BYRON. 


[ entreat.~ There is no bearing the drivelling idiotism of the mani- 
kin. I don’t feel inclined to care further about Dow Fuan. What 
do you think a very pretty Italian lady said to me the other day, 
when I remarked that ‘it would live longer than Chzlde Harold?” 
¢ Ah! but I would rather have the fame of Childe Harold for three 
years than an immortality of D. F”” This is to-day the common 
female judgment; it is known to have been La Guiccioli’s, as well 
as Mrs. Leigh’s, and by their joint persuasion Byron was for a 
season induced to lay aside “ that horrid, wearisome Don.” About 
this time he wrote the memorable reply to the remarks on that 
poem in Blackwood's Magazine, where he enters on a defence of 
his life, attacks the Lakers, and champions Pope against the new 
school of poetry, lamenting that his own practice did not square 
with his precept; and adding, “We are all wrong, except Rogers, 
Crabbe, and Campbell.”’ 
In November he refers to reports of his letters being opened 
by the Austrian officials, and the unpleasant things the Huns, as 
he calls them, are likely to find therein. Early in the next month 
he tells Moore that, the commandant of their troops, a brave officer, 
but obnoxious to the people, had been found lying at his door, with 
five slugs in him, and, bleeding inwardly, had died in the palace, 
where he had been brought to be nursed. 
This incident is versified in Dox $wan, v. 33-39, with anatom- 
ical minuteness of detail. After trying in vain to wrench an an- 
swer out of death, the poet ends in his accustomed strain 





“ But it was alla mystery. Here we are, 
And there we go :—but where? Five bits of lead— 
Or three, or two, or one—send very far!” 


Assassination has sometimes been the prelude to revolution, 
but it may be questioned if it has ever promoted the cause of lib- 
erty. Most frequently it has served as a pretext for reaction, or a 
red signal. In this instance—as afterwards in 1848—overt acts of 
violence made the powers of despotism more alert, and conduced, 
with the half-hearted action of their adversaries, to the suppression 
of the rising of 1820-21. Byron’s sympathy with the movement 
seems to have been stimulated by his new associations. Theresa’s 
brother, Count Pietro, an enthusiastic young soldier, having re- 
turned from Rome and Naples, surmounting a prejudice not 
wholly unnatural, became attached to him, and they entered intoa 
partnership in behalf of what—adopting a phrase often flaunted in 
opposite camps—they called constitutional principles. Finally, the 
poet so committed himself to the party of insurrection that, though 
his nationality secured him from direct attack, his movements were 
necessarily affected by the fiasco. In July the Gambas were ban- 
ished from the Romagna, Pietro being actually carried by force 
over the frontier ; and, according to the articles of her separation 
the Countess had to follow them to Florence. Byron lingered for 
some months,,partly from a spirit of defiance, and partly from his 
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se eLOn towards a place where he had enlisted the regards of nu- 
merous beneficiaries. The Gambas were for some time bent on 
migrating to Switzerland; but the poet, after first acquiescing, 
subsequently conceived a violent repugnance to the idea, and early 
in August wrote to Shelley, earnestly requesting his presence, aid, 
and counsel. Shelley at once complied, and, entering into a cor- 
respondence with Madame Guiccioli, succeeded in ‘inducing her 
relatives to abandon their transmontane plans, and agree to take 
up their headquarters at Pisa. This incident gave rise to a séries 
of interesting letters, in which the younger poet gives a vivid and 
generous account of the surroundings and condition of his friend. 
On the 2nd of August he writes from Ravenna: ‘I arrived last 
night at ten o’clock, and sat up talking with Lord B. till five this 
morning. He was delighted to see me. He has, in fact, com- 
pletely recovered his health, and lives a life totally the reverse of 
that which he led at Venice. .... Poor fellow! he is now quite 
well, and immersed in politics and literature. We talked a great 
deal of poetry and such matters last night, and, as usual, differed, 
I think, more than ever. He affects to “patronise a system of crit- 
icism fit only for the production of mediocrity ; and, although all his 
finer poems and passages have been produced in defiance of this 
system, yet I recognise the pernicious effects of it in the Doge of 
Venice.” Again, on the 15th: “ Lord B. is greatly improved in 
every respect—in genius, in temper, in moral views, in health and 
happiness, His connection with La Guiccioli has “been an inesti- 
mable benefit to him. He lives in considerable splendour; but 
within his income, which is now about 4ooo/. a year, 1ooo/. of which 
he devotes to purposes of charity. Switzerland is little fitted for 
him ; the gossip and the cabals of those Anglicised coteries would 
torment him as they did before. Ravenna is a miserable place. 
He would in every respect be better among the Tuscans. He has 
read to me one of the unpublished cantos of Don Fuan. (It sets 
him not only above, but far above, all the poets of the day. Every 
word has the stamp of immortality. I have spoken to him of 
Hunt, but not with a direct view of demanding a contribution. 
I am sure, if I asked, it would not be refused,; yet there is some- 
thing in-me that makes it impossible. Lord B. and I are excellent 
friends ; and were I reduced to poverty, or were I a writer who 
had no claim toa higher position than I possess, J would freely 
ask him any favour. Such is not now the case,” Later, after 
stating that Byron had decided upon Tuscany, he says, in reference 
to La Guiccioli: “At the conclusion of a letter, full of all the fine 
things she says she has heard of me, is this request, which I tran- 
scribe : ‘Signore, la vostra bonta mi fa ardita di chiedervi un fa- 
vore, me lo accordarete voi? Von partite ada Ravenna senza 
milord, Of course, being now by all the laws of knighthood cap- 
tive to a lady’s request, I ‘shall 1 only be at liberty on my parole un- 
til Lord Byron is settled at Pisa.” 

Shelley took his leave, after a visit of ten days’ duration, about 
the 17th or 18th of April. Ina letter, dated August 26, he men- 


94 . BYRON. 


tions having secured for his lordship the Palazzo Lanfranchi, an 
old spacious building on the Lung’ Arno, once the family residence 
of the destroyers of Ugolino, and still said to be haunted by their 
ghosts. Towards the close of October, he says they have been 
expecting him any day these six weeks. Byron, however, did not 
leave till the morning of the 29th. On his road, there occurred at 
Imola the accidental meeting with Lord Clare. Clare—who on 
this occasion merely crossed his friend’s path on his way to Rome 
—at a later date came on purpose from Geneva before returning 
to England to visit the poet, who, then at Leghorn, recorded in a 
letter to Moore his sense of this proof of old affection undecayed. 
At Bologna—his next stage—he met Rogers by appointment, and 
the latter has preserved his memory of the event in well-known 
‘lines. Together they revisited Florence and its galleries, where 
they were distracted by the crowds of sight-seeing visitors. Byron 
- must have reached Pisa not later than the 2nd of November (1821), 
for his first letter from there bears the date of the 3rd. 

The later months of the poet’s life at Ravenna were marked by 
intense literary activity. Over a great part of the year was spread 
the controversy with Bowles about Pope, z. ¢., between the extremes 
of Art against Nature, and Nature against Art. It was a contro- 
versy for the most part free from personal animus, and on Byron’s 
part the genuine expression of a reaction against a reaction. To 
this year belong the greater number of the poet’s Historical 
Dramas. What was said of these at the time by Jeffrey, Heber, 
and others, was said with justice; it is seldom that the criticism of 
our day finds so little to reverse in that of sixty years ago. 

The author, having shown himself capable of being pathetic, 
sarcastic, sentimental, comical, and sublime, we would be tempted 
to think that he had written these plays to show, what no one be- 
fore suspected, that he could also be dull, were it not for his own 
exorbitant estimation of them. Lord Byron had few of the powers 
of a great dramatist; he had little architectural imagination, or ca- 
pacity to conceive and build up a whole. His works are mainly 
masses of fine, splendid, or humorous writing, heaped together ; 
the parts are seldom forged into one, or connected by any indis- 
soluble link. His so-called Dramas are only poems divided into 
chapters. Further, he had little of what Mr. Ruskin calls Pene- 
trative Imagination. So it has been plausibly said that he made 
his men after his own image, his women after his own heart. The 
former are, indeed, rather types of what he wished to be than what 
he was. They are better, and worse, than himself. They have 
stronger wills, more definite purposes, but less genial and less ‘ver- 
satile natures. But it remains true, that when he tried to represent 
a character totally different from himself, the result is either unreal 
or uninteresting. J/arino fraltero, begun April, finished July, 1820, 
and. prefixed by a humorous dedication to Goethe—which was, 
however, suppressed—was brought on the stage of Drury Lane 
Theatre early in 1821 badly mangled, appointed, and acted—and 
damned. 
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Byron seems to have been sincere in saying he did not intend 
any of his plays to be represented. We are more inclined to accuse 
him of self-deception when he asserts that he did not mean them 
to be popular; but he took sure means to prevent them from being 
so. Marino Faliero, in particular, was pronounced by Dr. John 
Watkins—old Grobius himself—* to be the dullest of dull plays ;” 
and even the warmest admirers of the poet had to confess that the 
style was cumbrous. The story may be true, but it is none the less 
unnatural. The characters are comparatively commonplace, the 
- women especially being mere: shadows; the motion is slow; and 

the inevitable passages of fine writing are, as the extolled soliloquy 
of Lioni, rather rhetorical than imaginative. The speeches of the 
Doge are solemn, but prolix, if not ostentatious, and—perhaps the 
vital defect—his cause fails to enlist our sympathies. Artistically, 
this play was Byron’s most elaborate attempt to revive the unities 
and other restrictions of the severe style, which, when he wrote, 
had been “vanquished in literature.” “Iam persuaded,” he writes 
in the preface, ‘‘ that a great tragedy is not to be produced by fol- 
lowing the old dramatists, who are full of faults, but by producing 
regular dramas like the Greeks.” He forgets that the statement 
in the mouth of a Greek dramatist that his play was not intended 
for the stage, would have been a confession of failure; and that 
Aristotle had admitted that even the Deity could not make the 
Past present. The ethical motives of Faliero are, first, the cry for 
vengeance—the feeling of affronted or unsatiated pride—that runs 
through so much of the author’s writing; and, second, the enthu- 
siasm for public ends, which was beginning to possess him. The 
following lines have been pointed out as embodying some of Byron’s 
spirit of protest against the mere selfish “greasy domesticity” of 
the Georgian era :— 


I. BER. “ Such ties are not 
For those who are called to the high destinies 
Which purify corrupted commonwealths : 
We must forget all feelings save the one, 
We must resign all passions save otr purpose, 
We must behold no object save our country, 
And only look on death as beautiful 
So that the sacrifice ascend’to heaven, 
And draw down freedom on her evermore. 

Car. “ But if we fail—? 

I. Ber. “They never fail who die 
In a great cause: the block may soak their gore; 
Their heads may sodden in the sun; their limbs 
Be strung to city gates and castle walls, 
But still their spirit walks abroad” 


—a passage which, after his wont, he spoils by platitudes about the 

precisian Brutus, who certainly did not give Rome liberty. 
Byron’s other Venetian Drama, the Zwo MAoscarz, composed 

at Ravenna, between the 11th of June and the roth of July, 1821, 
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and published in the following December, is another record of 
the same failure and the same mortification, due to the same 
causes. In this play, as Jeffrey points out, the preservation of the 
unities had a-still more disastrous effect. The author’s determina- 
tion to avoid rant did not hinder his frequently adopting an inflated 
style; while professing to follow thé ancient rules, he forgets the 
warning of Horace so far as to permit the groans of the tortured 
Foscari to be heard on the stage. The declamations of Marina 
produce no effect on the action, and the vindictiveness of Loridano, 
though effectively pointed in the closing words, ‘‘ He has paid me,” 
is not rendered interesting, either by a well established injury, or 
by any trace of Jago’s subtle genius. 

In the same volume appeared Sardanapalus, written in the pre- 
vious May, and dedicated to Goethe. In this play, which marks the 
author’s last reversion to the East, we are more arrested by the 
majesty of the theme— 


“ Thirteen hundred years 
Of empire ending like a shepherd’s tale ”— 


by the grandeur of some of the passages, and by the development 
of the chief character, made more vivid by.its being distinctly auto- 
biographical. Sardanapalus himself is Harold, raised “high ona 
throne,” and rousing himself at the close from a life of effeminate 
lethargy. Myrrha has been often identified with La Guiccioli, and 
the hero’s relation to his Queen Zarina compared with that of the 
poet to his wife; but in his portrait of the former the author’s de- 
fective capacity to represent national character is manifest: Myrrha 
is only another Gulnare, Medora, or Zuleika. In the domestic 
play of Werner—completed at Pisa in January, 1822, and published 
in November—there is no merit either of plan or execution; for 
the plot is taken, with little change, from ‘‘ The German’s Tale,” 
written by Harriet Lee, and the treatment is throughout prosaic. 
Byron was never a master of’ blank verse; but Wermer, his sole 
success on the modern British stage,'is written in-a style fairly par- 
odied by Campbell, when he cut part of the author’s preface into 
lines, and pronounced them as good as any in the play. 

The Deformed Transformed, another adaptation, suggested 
by a forgotten novel called Zhe Three Brothers, with reminiscen- 
ces of aust, and possibly of Scott’s Black Dwarf, was begun at 
Pisa in 1821, but not published till January, 1824. /This fragment 
owes its ibterest to the bitter infusion of personal feeling in the 
first scene, and its occasional charm to the march of some of the 
lines, especially those describing the Bourbon’s advance on Rome; 
but the effect of the magical element is killed by previcus paral- 
lels, while the story is chaotic and absurd. The Deformed Trans- 
formed bears somewhat the same relation to Manfred, as Heaven 
and Lath—an occasionally graphic dream of the world before 
the Deluge, written October, 7821, and issued about the same 
time as Moore’s Loves of the Angels, on a similar theme—does to 
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Cain. The last named, begun in July, and finished at Ravenna in 
September, is the author’s highest contribution to the metaphys- 
ical poetry of the century. in Cazz Byron grapples with the per- 
plexities of a belief which he never either accepted or rejected, 
and with the yet deeper problems of life and death, of good and 
ill. In dealing with these, his position is not that of one justify- 
ing the ways of God to man—though he somewhat disingenuously 
appeals to Milton in his defence—nor that of the definite antagon- 
ism of Queer Mab. The distinction in this respect between Byron 
and Shelley cannot be over-emphasised. The latter had a firm faith 
other than that commonly called Christian. The former was, in 
the proper sense of the word, a sceptic, beset with doubts, and 
seeking for a solution which he never found, shifting in his ex- 
pression of them with every change of a fickle and inconsistent 
temperament. The atmosphere of Caz is almost wholly nega- 
tive; for under the guise of a drama, which is mainly a dialogue 
between two halves of his mind, the author appears to sweep aside 
with something approaching to disdain the answers of a blindly 
accepted tradition, or of a superficial optimism, 2. g.— : 


Cain. “Then my father’s God did well 
When he prohibited the fatal tree. 
/LUCIFER. “ But had done better in not planting it.” 


I ‘ 
Again, a kid, after suffering agonies from the sting of a reptile, is 
restored by antidotes— ; 


“ Behold, my son! said Adam, how from evil 
Springs good! 
LUCIFER. “What didst thou answer ? 
CAIN. “Nothing; for 
He is my father ; but I thought that ’twere 
A better portion for the animal 
Never to have been stung at all.” 


This rebellious nature naturally yields to the arguments of Lucifer, 
a spirit in which much of the grandeur of Milton’s Satan is added 
to the subtlety of Mephistopheles. In the first scene Cain is in- 
troduced, rebelling against toils imposed on him by an offence 
committed before he was born—“I sought not to be born ”—the 
answer, that toil is a good, being precluded by its authoritative 
representation as a punishment; in which mood he is confirmed 
by the entrance and reasonings of the Tempter, who identifies the 
' Deity with Seva the Destroyer, hints at the dreadful visitation of 
the yet untasted death; when Adah, entering, takes him at first 
for an angel, and then recognises him as a fiend. Her invocation 
to Eve, and comparison of the “heéedless, harmless, wantonness, 
of bliss ” in Eden, to the later lot of those girt about with demons 
from whose fascination they cannot fly, is one of the most striking 
in the drama; as is the line put into the mouth of the poet’s most 
beautiful female character, to show that God cannot be alone— 


“ What else can joy be, but diffusing joy?” 
7 
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Her subsequent contrast of Lucifer with the other angels is 
more after the style of Shelley than anything eise in Byron— 


“As the silent sunny moon, 
All light, they look upon us. But thou seem’st 
Like an ethereal night, where long white clouds 

_ Streak the deep purple, and unnumber’d stars 

Spangle the wonderful mysterious vault 
With things that look as if they would be suns— 
So beautiful, unnumber’d, and endearing ; 
Not dazzling, and yet drawing us to them, 
They fill my eyes with tears, and so dost thou.” 


The flight with Lucifer, in the second act, in the abyss of space, 
and through the Hades of “uncreated night,” with the vision of 
long-wrecked worlds, and, the “interminable gloomy realms 


“‘ Of swimming shadows and enormous shapes ” 


—suggested, as the author tells us, by the reading of Cuvier— 

leaves us with impressions of grandeur and desolation which no 

other passages of English poetry can convey. Lord Byron has 

elsewhere exhibited more versatility of fancy and richness of illus- - 
tration, but nowhere else has he so nearly “struck the stars.” 

From constellation to constellation the pair speed on, cleaving the 

blue with mighty wings, but finding in all a blank, like that in 

Richter’s wonderful dream. The result on the mind of Cain is 

summed in the lines on the fatal tree— 


“Tt was a lying tree—for we £zow nothing ; 
At least, it promzsed hnowledge at the price 
Of death—but vowledge still ; but what 4ows man?” 


A more modern poet answers, after beating at the same iron 
gates, ‘‘ Behold, we know not anything.” The most beautiful re- 
maining passage is Cain’s reply to the question—what is more 
beautiful to him than all that he has seen in the “unimaginable 
ether ? ?— 


“My sister Adah.—All the stars of heaven, 
The deep blue noon of night, lit by an orb 
Which looks a spirit, or a spirit’s world— 
The hues of twilight—the sun’s gorgeous coming— 
His setting indescribable, which fills 
My eyes with pleasant tears as I behold 
Him sink, and feel my heart flow softly with him 
Along that western paradise of clouds— 
The forest shade—the green bough—the bird’s voice— 
The vesper bird’s, which seems to sing of love, 
And mingles with the song of cherubim, 
As the day closes over Eden’s walls :— 
All these are nothing, to my eyes and heart, 
Like Adah’s face.” 


Lucifer’s speech at the close of the act is perhaps too Miltonic 
to be absolutely original. Returning,to earth, we have a pastoral, 
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of which Sir Egerton Brydges Just and sufficiently remarks, “The 
censorious may say what they will, but there are speeches in the 
mouth of Cain and Adah, especially regarding their child, which 
nothing in English poetry ‘burt the ‘wood-notes wild” of S hakspeare 
ever equalled. ” Her cry, as Cain seems to threaten the infant, 
followed by.the picture of his bloom and joy, is a touch of perfect 
pathos.. Then comes the interview with the pious Abel, who is _ 
amazed at the lurid light in the eyes of his brother, with the spheres 
“singing in thunder round” him—the two sacrifices, the murder, 
the shriek of Zillah— 


“Father ! Eve! 
Adah! come hither! Death is in the world; ” 


Cain’s rallying from stupor— 


“JT am awake at last—a dreary dream 
Had madden’d me,—but he shall never wake:” 


the curse of Eve; and the close—peiZoyv % xata ddxpva— 


CAIN. | it a ulecay.e mes 
ADAH. “Why all have left thee. 
* Carin. “ And wherefore lingerest thou? Dost thou not fear? 
ADAH. “T fear 
Nothing except to leave thee. 
* #% * * * * * 


Cain. “Eastward from Eden will we take our way. 
ADAH. “Leave! thou shall be my guide; and may our God 
Be thine! Now let us carry forth our children. 
Cain. “And he who lieth there was childless. I 
Have dried the fountain of a gentle race. 
O Abel! 
ADAH, “Peace be with him. 
CAIN. “But with me!” * 


Cain, between which and the Cezcz lies the award of the greatest 
single performance in dramatic shape of our century, raised a 
storm. It was published, with Sardanapalus and The Two Fos- 
cart, in December, 1821, and the critics soon gave evidence of the 
truth of Elze’s remark—* In England freedom “of action is cr amped 
by the want of freedom of thought, The converse is the case with 
.us Germans; freedom of thought is restricted by the want of free- 
dom in action. To us this scepticism presents nothing in the least 
fearful.” But with us it appeared as if a literary Guy Fawkes had 
been detected in the act of blowing up half the cathedrals and all 
the chapels of the country. The rage of insular orthodoxy was in 
proportion. to its impotence. Every scribbler with a cassock de- 
nounced the book and its author, though few attempted to answer 
him. The hubbub was such that Byron wrote to Murray, authoris- 
ing him to disclaim all responsibility, and ottering to refund the 
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payment he had received. “Say that both you and Mr. Gifford 
remonstrated. I will come to England to stand trial. ‘Me me 
adsum qui feci’””—and much to the same effect. The book was 
pirated; and on the publisher’s application to have an injunction, 
Lord Eldon refused to grant it. The majority of the minor re- 
viewers became hysterical, and Dr. Watkins, amid much almost 
inarticulate raving, said that Sir Walter Scott, who had gratefully 
accepted the dedication, would go down to posterity with the brand 
of Catz upon his brow. Several even of the higher critics took 
fright. Jeffrey, while protesting his ‘appreciation*of the literary 
merits of the work, lamented its tendency to unsettle faith. Mr. 
Campbell talked of its “frightful audacity.” Bishop Heber wrote 
at great length to prove that its spirit was more dangerous than 
that of Paradise Lost—and succeeded. The Quarterly began to 
cool towards the author. Moore wrote to him, that Cain was 
“ wonderful, terrible, never to be forgotten,” but “dreaded and 
deprecated ” the influence of Shelley. Byron showed the letter to 
Shelley, who wrote to a common friend to assure Mr. Moore that 
he had not the smallest influence over his lordship in matters of 
religion, and only wished he had, as he would ‘‘employ it to eradi- 
cate from his great mind the delusions of Christianity, which seem 
perpetually to recur, and to lie in ambush for the hours of sickness 
and distress.” Shelley elsewhere wtites: “ What think you of 
Lord B.’s last volume ? * In my opinion it contains finer poetry than 
has appeared in England since Paradise Lost. Cain is apocalyptic; 
it is-a revelation not before communicated to man.” In the same 
strain, Scott says of the author of the “grand and tremendous 
drama:”’ ‘“He-has certainly matched Milton on his own ground.” 
The worst effect of those attacks appears in the shifts. to which’ 
Byron resorted to explain himself—to be imputed, however, not to 
cowardice, but to his wavering habit of mind. Great writers in our 
country have frequently stirred difficult questions in religion and 
life, and then seemed to be half scared, like Rouget de Lisle, by 
the reverberation of their own voices. Shelley almost alone was 
always ready to declare, ‘‘I meant what I said, and stand to it.” 
Byron having, with or without design, arraigned some of the 
Thirty-nine Articles of his countrymen, proceeded in the following 
month (October, 1821) to commit an outrage, yet more keenly re- 
sented, on the memory of their sainted king, the pattern of private 
virtue and public vice, George III. The perpetration of this oc- 
curred in the course of the last of his numerous literary duéls, of 
which it was the close. That Mr. Southey was a well-meaning and 
independent man of letters there can be no doubt. It does not 
require the conclusive testimony of the esteem of Savage Landor 
to compel our respect for the author of the Zz/ of Nelson, and the 
open-handed friend of Coleridge ; nor is it any disparagement that, 
with the last-named and with Wordsworth, he in middle life changed 
his political and other opinions. But in his dealings with Lord 
Byron, Southey had “eaten of the insane root.” He attacked a 
man of incomparably superior powers, for whom his utter want of 


~humour—save in its comparatively childish forms—made him a 
ludicrously unequal match, and paid the penalty in being gibbeted 
in satires that will, endure with the language. The strife, which 
seems to have begun on Byron’s leaving England, rose to its height 
when his lordship, in the humorous observations and serious de- 
fence of his character against “the Remarks” in Blackwood, 1819 
(August), accused the Laureate of apostasy, treason, and slander. 

In 1821, when the latter published his Vzszon of fudgment—the 
most quaintly preposterous panegyric ever penned—he prefixed to 
it a long explanatory note, in the course of which he characterises 
Don Fuan asa “monstrous combination of horror and mockery, 
lewdness and impiety,” regrets that it has not been brought under 
the lash of the law, salutes the writer as chief of the Satanic school, 
inspired by the spirits of Moloch and Belial, and refers to the re- 
morse that will overtake him on his death-bed. To which Byron, 

anter alia: “ Mr. Southey, with a cowardly ferocity, exults over 
the anticipated death-bed repentance of the objects of his dislike, 
and indulges himself in a pleasant ‘Vision of Judgment,’ in prose 
as well as verse, full of impious impudence. What Mr. Southey’s 
sensations or ours may be in the awful moment of leaving this state 
of existence, neither he nor we can pretend to decide. In common, 
I presume, with most men of any reflection, / have not waited for 
a death-bed to repent of many of my actions, notwithstanding the 
“diabolical pride ’ which this pitiful renegado in his rancour would 
impute to those who scorn him.” This dignified, though trenchant, 
rejoinder, would have been unanswerable; but the writer goes on 
to charge the Laureate with spreading calumnies.. To this charge 
Southey, in January, 1822, replies with “a direct and positive 
denial,” and then proceeds to talk at large of the-“ whip and brand- 
ing iron,” “slaves of sensuality,” “stones from slings,” “ Goliaths,” 
“public panders,” and what not, in the manner of the brave days 
of old. 

In February, Byron, having seen this assault in the Courzer, 
writes off in needless heat, “I have got Southey’s pretended 
reply; what remains to be done is to call him out ”—and de- 
patches a cartel of, mortal defiance. Mr. Douglas Kinnaird, through 
whom this was sent, judiciously suppressed it, and the author's 
thirst for literary blood was destined to remain unquenched. 
Meanwhile he had written his own Viston of Fudgment. .Vhis ex- 
traordinary work, having been refused by both Murray and Long- 
man, appeared in 1822 in the pages of the Lzdera/. It passed the 
bounds of British endurance; and the publisher, Mr. John Hunt, 
was prosecuted and fined for the publication. 

Readers of our day will generally admit that the “ gouty hexam- 
eters” of the original poem, which celebrates the apotheosis of 
King George in heaven, are much more blasphemous than the 
ottava rima of the travesty, which professes to narrate the difficul- 
ties of his getting there. Byron’s Vision of Fudgment is as un- 
mistakably the first of parodies as the //zad'1s the first of epics, or 
the Pilgrim’s Progress the first of allegories. In execution it is 
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almost perfect. Don Fuan is in scope and magnitude a far wider 
work; but no considerable series of stanzas in Don Fuan are so 
free from serious artistic flaw. From first to last, every epithet 
hits the white; every line that does not convulse with laughter 
stings or lashes. It rises to greatness by the fact that, underneath 
all its lambent buffoonery, it is aflame with righteous wrath. No- 
where in such space, save in some of the prose of Swift, is*there 
in English so much scathing satire. 
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CHAPTER EX. 
/ 
[1821-1823.] 
PISA.—GENOA.—DON JUAN. 


ByrkON, having arrived at Pisa with his troop of carriages, horses, 
dogs, fowls, monkeys, and servants, settled himself quietly in the 
Palazzo Lanfranchi for ten months, interrupted only by a sojourn 
of six weeks in the neighbourhood of Leghorn. His life in the 
‘old feudal building followed in the main the tenour of his life at 
Ravenna. He rose late, received visitors in the afternoons, played 
billiards, rode or practised with his pistols in concert with Shelley, 
whom he refers to at this time as ‘“ the most companionable man 
under thirty” he had-ever met. Both poets were good shots, but 
‘Byron the safest; for, though his hand often shook, he made al- 
lowance for the vibration, and never missed his mark. On one 
occasion he set up a slender cane, and.at twenty paces divided it 
with his bullet. The early part of the evening he gave to a frugal 
meal and the society of La Guiccioli—now apparently, in defiance 
of the statute of limitations, established under the same roof—and 
then sat late over his verses. He was disposed to be more soci- 
able than at Venice or Ravenna, and occasionally entertained 
strangers ; but his intimate acquaintanceship was confined to Cap- 
tain Williams and his wife, and Shelley’s cousin, Captain Medwin. 
The latter used frequently to dine and sit‘with his host till the 
morning, collecting materials for the Cozversatzons which he after- 
wards gave to the world. The value of these reminiscences is 
impaired by the fact of their recording, as serious revelations, 
the absurd confidences in which the poet’s humour for mystifica- 
tion was wont to indulge. Another of the group, an Irishman, 
“called Taafe, is made, in his lordship’s correspondence of the | 
petiod, to cut a somewhat comical figure. The master-passion of 
this worthy and genial fellow was to get a publisher for a fair com- 
mentary on Dante, to which he had firmly linked a very bad trans- 
lation, and for about six months Byron pesters Murray with con- 
stant appeals to satisfy him; ¢. g., November 16, “ He must be 
gratified, though the reviewers will make him suffer more tortures 
than there are in his original.” March 6, “ He will die if he is not 
published ; be will be damned if he is; but that he don’t mind.” 
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March 8, “I make it a point that he shall be in print; it will make 
the man so exuberantly happy. He is such a good-natured Chris- 
tian that we must give nim a shove through the press. Besides, 
he has had another fall from his horse into a ditch.” Taafe, whose 
horsemanship was on a par with his poetry, can hardly have been 
consulted as to the form assumed by these apparently fruitless rec- 
ommendations, so characteristic of the writer’s frequent kindli- 
ness and constant love of mischief. About this time Byron re- 
ceived a letter from Mr. Shepherd, a gentleman in Somersetshire, 
referring to the death of his wife, among whose papers he had 
found the record of a touching, because evidently heart-felt, prayer 
for the poet’s reformation, conversion, and restored peace of mind. 
To this letter he at once returned an answer, marked by much of 
the fine feeling of his best moods. Pisa, December 8: “Sir, I 
have received your letter. I need not say that the extract which it 
contains has affected me, because it would imply a want of all feel- 
ing to have read it with indifference. .. . Your brief and simple 
picture of the excellent person, whom I trust you will again meet, 
cannot be contemplated without the admiration due to her virtues » 
and her pure and unpretending piety. I do not know that I ever 
met with anything so unostentatiously beautiful. Indisputably, the 
firm believers in the Gospel have a great advantage over all others 
—for this simple reason, that if true they will have their reward 
hereafter; and if there be no hereafter, they can but be with the 
infidel in his eternal sleep... . But a man’s creed does not de- 
pend upon hzmself: who can say, I w2/7 believe this, that, or the 
other? and least of all that which he least can comprehend... . 
I can assure you that not all the fame which ever cheated humanity 
into higher notions of its own importance would ever weigh in my 
mind against the pure and pious interest which a virtuous being 
may be pleased to take in my behalf. In this point of view I 
would not exchange the prayer of the deceased in my behalf for 
the united glory of Homer, Czesar, and Napoleon.”’ 

The letter to Lady Byron, which he afterwards showed to Lady 
Blessington, must have borne about the same date; and we have 
a further indication of his thoughts reverting homeward in an 
‘urgent request to Murray—written on December toth, Ada’s sixth 
birthday—to send his daughter’s miniature. After its arrival noth- 
ing gave him greater pleasure than to be told of its strong likeness 
to himself. In the course of the same month an event occurred 
which strangely illustrates the manners of the place, and the chat- 
acter of the two poets. An unfortunate fanatic having taken it 
‘into his head to steal the wafer-box out of a church at Lucca, and 
being detected, was, in accordance with the ecclesiastical law till 
lately maintained against sacrilege, condemned to be burnt alive. 
Shelley, who believed that the sentence would really be carried into 
effect, proposed to Byron that they should gallop off together, and 
by aid of their servants rescue by force the intended victim. Byron, 
however, preferred, in the first place, to rely on diplomacy ; some 
vigorous letters passed; ultimately a representation, conveyed by 


; 
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Taafe to the English Ambassador, led to a commutation of the 
sentence, and the man was sent to the galleys. 

The January of 1822 was marked by the addition to the small 
circle of Captain'E. J. Trelawny, the famous rover and bold free- 
lance (now sole survivor of the remarkable group), who accompanied 
Lord Byron to Greece, and has recorded a variety of incidents of 
the last months of his life. Trelawny, who appreciated Shelley 
with an intensity that is often apt to be exclusive, saw, or has re- 
ported, for the most. part the weaker side of Byron. We are con- 
strained to accept as correct the conjecture that his judgment was 
biassed by their rivalry in physical prowess, and the political differ- 
ences which afterwards developed between them. Letters to his 
old correspondents—to Scott about the Waverleys, to Murray 
about the Dramas, and the Veszon of Fudement, and Cata—make 
up almost the sole record of the poet’s pursuits during the five fol- 
lowing months. On February 6 he sent, through Mr. Kinnaird, 
the challenge to Southey, of the suppression of which he was not 
aware till May17. The same letter contains a sheaf of the random 
cynicisms, as—‘‘ Cash is virtue,” “ Money is power; and when 
Socrates said he knew nothing, he meant he had not a drachma” 


'—-by which he sharpened the shafts of his assailants. A little 


later, on occasion of the death of Lady Noel, he expresses himself 
with natural bitterness on hearing that she had in her will recorded 
a wish against his daughter Ada seeing his portrait. In March he 
sat,-along with La Guiccioli, to the sculptor Bartolini. On the 


24th, when the company were on one of their riding excursions out- 


side the town, a half-drunken dragoon on horseback broke through 
them, and by accident or design knocked Shelley from his seat. 
Byron, pursuing him along the Lung’ Arno, called for his name, 
and, taking him for an officer, flung his glove. The sound of the 
fray brought the servants of the Lanfranchi to the door; and one 
of them, it was presumed—though in the scuffle everything remained 
uncertain—seriously wounded the dragoon in the side. An in- 
vestigation ensued, as the result of which the Gambas were ulti- 
mately exiled from Tuscany, and the party of friends was practi- 
eally broken up. Shelley and his wife, with the Williamses and 
Trelawny, soon after settled at the Villa Magni at Lerici, in the 
Gulf of Spezia. Byron, with the Countess and her brother, 
established themselves in the Villa Rossa, at Monte Nero, a suburb 
of Leghorn, from,which port at this date the remains of Allegra 


were conveyed to England. 


Among the incidents of this residence were, the homage paid 
to the poet by a party of Americans; the painting of his portrait 
and that of La Guiccioli by their compatriot, West, who has left a 
pleasing account of his visits; Byron’s letter making inquiry about 
the country of Bolivar (where it was his fancy to settle); and an- 
other of those disturbances by which he seemed destined to be 
harassed. One of his servants—among whom were unruly spirits, 
apparently selected with a kind of Corsair bravado—had made an 
assault on Count Pietro, wounding him in the face. This outburst, 
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though followed by. tears and penitence, confirmed the impression 
of the Tuscan police that the whole company were dangerous, and 
made the Government préss for their departure. In the midst of 
the uproar, there’ suddenly appeared at the villa Mr. Leigh Hunt, 
with his wife and six children. They had taken passage to Genoa, 
where they were received by Trelawny, in command of the 
“ Bolivar ’—a yacht constructed in ‘that port for Lord Byron, 
simultaneously with the “‘ Don Juan” for Shelley. The latter, on 
hearing of the arrival of his friends, came to meet them at Leghorn, 
and went with them to Pisa. Early in July they were all established 
on the Lung’ Arno, having assigned to them the ground-floor of 
the palazzo. 

We have now to deal briefly—amid conflicting asseverations it 
is hard to deal fairly—with the last of the vexatiously controverted 
episodes which needa perplex our narrative. Byron, in wishing 
Moore from Ravenna a merry Christmas for 1820, proposes that 


they shall embark together in a newspaper, “ with-some improve- ~ 


ment on the plan of the present scoundrels.” “ to give the age some 
new lights on policy, poesy, biography, criticism, morality, theology,” 
&c. Moore absolutely refusing to entertain the idea, Hunt’s name 
was brought forward in connexion with it, during the visit of 
Shelley. “Shortly after the return of the latter to Pisa, he writes 
(August 26) to Hunt, stating that Byron was anxious to start a 
periodical work, to be conducted in Italy, and had proposed that 
they should both go shares in the concern, on which follow some 
suggestions of difficulties about money. - Nevertheless, in August, 
1821, he presses Hunt tocome. Moore, on the other hand, strongly 
remonstrates against the project. “1 heard some days ago that 
Leigh Hunt was on his way to you with all his family ; and the idea 
seems to be that you and heand Shelley are to conspire together 
in the Examiner. I deprecate such a plan with all my might. 
Partnerships in fame, like those in trade, make the strongest party 
answer for the rest. i tremble even for you with such a bankrupt 
Co.! You must stand alone.” Shelley—who had in the meantime 
given his bond to Byron for an advance of 200/. towards the 
expenses of his friends, besides assisting them: himself to the 
utmost of his power—began, shortly before their arrival, to express 
grave doubts as to the success of the alliance. His last published 
letter, written July 5, 1822, after they have settled at Pisa, is full 
of forebodings. On the 8th he set sail in the “ Qon Juan ”’— 


“That fatal and perfidious bark, 
Built in th’ eclipse, and rigg’d with curses dark,” 


and was overtaken by ithe storm in which he perished. Three 
days after, Trelawny rode to Pisa, and told Byron’ of his fears, 
when the poet’s lips quivered, and his voice faltered. On the 22nd 
of July the bodies of Shelley, Williams, and Vivian were cast 
ashore. On the 16th August, Hunt, Byron, and Trelawny were 
present at the terribly weird cremation, which they have all de- 
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scribed, and after which they were seized with a fit of the hilarious 
delirium which is one of the phases of the tension of grief. Byron’s 
references to the event are expressions less of the loss which he 
indubitably felt, than of his indignation at the ‘“ world’s wrong.” 
“Thus,” he writes, “there is another man gone, about whom the 
world was ill-naturedly and ignoraatly and brutally mistaken. It 
will, perhaps, do him justice now, when he can be no better for it.” 
Towards the end of the same letter the spirit of his dead friend 
seems to inspire the sentence——“ With these things and these 
fellows it is necessary, in the present clash of philosophy and 
tyrangy, to throw away the scabbard. ~ 1 know it is against fearful 
odds, but the battle must be fought.” 

Meanwhile, shortly after'the new settlement at the Lanfranchi, 
the preparations for issuing the Lzberal-——edited by Leigh Hunt in 
Italy, and published by John Hunt in London—progressed. The 
first number, which appeared in September, was introduced, after 
a few words of preface, by the Vzszou of Fudgment, with the 
signature, Quevedo Redivivus, and adorned by Shelley’s trans- 
lation of the “ May-Day Night,” in aust. It contained, besides, 
the Letter to the Iditor of my Grandmothers Review, an indif- 
ferent Florentine story, a German apologue, and a gossipping 
account of Pisa, presumably by Hunt. Three others followed, 
containing Byron’s Heaven and Farth, his translation of the 
Morgante Maggiore, and The Blues—a very slight, if not, silly, 
satire on literary ladies; some of Shelley’s posthumous minor 
poems, among them “] arise from dreams of thee,” and a few of 
Hazlitt’s essays, including, however, none of his best. Leigh Hunt 
himself wrote most of the rest, one of his contributions being a 
palpable imitation of Don Fuan, entitled the Rook of Beginnings ; 
but he confesses that, owing to his'weak health and low spirits at 
the time, none of these did justice to his ability: and the general 
manner of the magazine being insufficiently vigorous to carry off 
the frequent eccentricity of its matter, the prejudices against it 
prevailed, and the enterprise came to anend. Partners in failing 
concerns are apt to dispute; in this instance the unpleasantness 
which arose at the time rankled in the mind of the survivor, and 
gave rise to his singularly tasteless and injudicious book—a per- 
formance which can be only in part condoned_by the fact of Hunt’s 
afterwards expressing regret, and practically withdrawing it. He 
represents himgelf throughout as a much-injured man, lured to 
Italy by misrepfesentations that he might give the aid of his 
journalistic experience and undeniable talents to the advancement 
of a mercenary enterprise, and that when it failed he was despised, 
insulted, and rejected. Byron, on the other hand, declares, “ The 
Hunts pressed me to engage in this work, and im an evil hour I 
consented:’’? and his subsequent action in the matter—if not 
always gentle, never unjust—goes to verify his statements in the 
letters of the period.. ‘‘I am afraid,’ he writes from Genoa, 
October 9, 1822, ‘¢ the journal is a bad business. J have done all 
» Ican for Leigh Hunt since he came here; but it is almost useless. 











His wife is ill, his six children not very tractable, and in the 
affairs of this world he himself is a child.’’ Later he says to 
Murray, “You and your friends, by your, injudicious rudeness, 
cement a connexion which you strove to prevent, and which, had 
the Hunts prospered, would not in all probability have continued. 
As it-is . .. I can’t leave them among the breakers.’”? On 
February 20 we have his last word on the subject, to the same 
effect. 

In the following sentences Moore seems to give a fair state- 
ment of the motives which led to the establishment of the un- 
fortunate journal: “ The chief inducements on the part of Lord 
Byron to this unworthy alliance were, in the first place, a wish to 
second the kind views of his friend Shelley in inviting Mr. Hunt 
to Italy ; and in the next, a desire to avail himself of the aid of one 
so experienced as an editor in the favourite object he has so long 
contemplated of a periodical,work in which all the offspring of bis 
genius might be received as they sprung to light.” For the ac- 
complishment of this purpose Mr. Leigh Hunt was a singularly ill- 
chosen associate. A man of Radical opinioms on all matters, not 
only of religion but of society—opinions which he acquired and 
held easily but firmly—could never recognise the propriety of the 
claim to deference which “the noble poet” was always too eager 
to assert, and was inclined to take liberties which his patron per- 
haps superciliously repelled. Mrs. Hunt does not seem to have 
been a very judicious person. ‘ Trelawny here,” said Byron, 
jocularly, “has been speaking against my morals.’’? “It is the 
first time I ever heard of them,” she replied. Mr. Hunt, by his 
own admission, had “peculiar notions on the subject of money.” 
Byron, on his part, was determined not to be “put upon,” and 
doled out through his steward stated allowances to Hunt, who | 
says that only “stern necessity and a large family” induced him to 
accept them. Hunt's expression that the 200/. was, zz the first 
imstance, a debt to Shelley, points to the conclusion that it was | 
remitted on that poet’s death. Besides this, Byron maintained the 
family till they left Genoa for Florence, in 1823, and defrayed’ up 
_ to that date all their expenses. He gave his contributions to the 
Liberal gratis ; and, again by Hunt’s own confession, left to him 
and his brother the profits of the proprietorship. According to 
Mr. Galt, “The whole extent of the pecuniary obligation appears 
not to have exceeded 500/.; but, little or great, the manner in 
which it was recollected reflects no credit eithe® on the head or 
heart of the debtor.” 

Of the weaknesses on which the writer—bent on verifying 
Pope’s lines on Atossa—from his vantage in the ground-floor, was 
enabled to dilate, many are but slightly magnified. We are told, 
for instance, in very many words, that Byron clung to the privileges 
of his rank while wishing to seem above them ; that he had a small 
library, and was a one-sided critic; that Bayle and Gibbon supplied 
him with the learning he had left at school; that, being a good 
rider with a graceful seat, he liked to be told of it ; that he showed 
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letters he ought not to have shown; that he pretended to think 
worse of Wordsworth than he did; that he knew little of art or 
music, adored Rossini, and called Rubens a dauber ; that, though 
he wrote Don Fuan under gin and water, he had not a strong head, 
&c., &c. Itis true, but not new. But when Hunt proceeds to say 
that. Byron had no sentiment ; that La Guiccioli did not really care 
much about him ; that he admired Gifford because he was a syco- 
phant, and Scott because he loved a lord; that he had no heart for 
anything except a feverish notoriety; that he was a miser from his 
birth and had “as little regard for liberty as Alfieri ”—it is new 
enough, but it is manifestly not true. Hunt’s book, which begins 
with a caricature on the frontispiece, and is inspired in the main 
by uncharitableness, yet contains here and there gleams of a deeper 
insight than we find in all the volumes of Moore—an insight 
which, in spite of his irritated egotism, is the mark of a man 
with the instincts of a poet, with some ccsmopolitan sympathies, 
and a courage on occasion to avow them at any risk. “ Lord 
Byron,” he says truly, “ has been too much admired by the English 
because he was sulky and wilful, and reflected in his own person 
_ their love of dictation and excitement. hey owe his memory a 
» greater regard, and would doit much greater honour, if they admired 
him for letting them know they were not so perfect a nation as they 
supposed themselves, and that they might take as well as give les- 
sons of humanity, by a candid comparison of notes with civilization 
at large.” 

In July, when at Leghorn, the Gambas received orders to leave 
Yuseany; and on his return to Pisa, Byron, being persecuted by 
the police, began to prepare for another change. After entertaining 
projects about Greece, America, and Switzerland—Trelawny under- 
taking to have the “ Bolivar’? conveyed over the Alps to the Lake 
of Geneva—he decided on following his friends to Genoa. He left 
in September with La Guiccioli, passed by Lerici and Sestri, and 
then for the ten remaining months of his Italian life took up his 
quarters at Albaro, about a mile to the east of the city, in the Villa 
Saluzzo, which Mrs. Shelley had procured for him and his party. 
She herself settled with the Hunts—who travelled about the same 
time, at Byron’s expense, but in their own company—in the neigh- 
bouring Casa Negroto. Not far off, Mr. Savage Landor was in 
possession of the Casa Pallavicini, but there was little intercourse 
between the three. Landor and Byron, in many respects more | 
akin than any éther two Englishmen of their age, were always 
separated by an unhappy bar or intervening mist. The only family 
with whom the poet maintained any degree of intimacy was that of 
the Earl of Blessington, consisting of the Earl himself—a gouty old 
gentleman, with stories about him of the past—-the Countess, and 
her sister, Miss Power, and the “ cupidon déchainé,” the Anglo- 
French Count Alfred d’Orsay—who were to take part in stories of 
the future. Inthe spring of 1823, Byron persuaded them to occupy 
the Villa Paradiso, and was accustomed to accompany them, 
frequently on horseback excursions along the coast to their 
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favourite Nervi. It has been said that Lady Blessington’s Coz: 
versations with Lord Byron are, as regards trustworthiness, on a 
par with Landor’s /aginary Conversations. Let this be so, they 
are still of interest on points of fact which it must have been easier 
to record than to imagine. However adorned, or the reverse, by 
the fancies of a habitual novelist, they convey the impressions of a 
good-humoured, lively, and fascinating woman, derived from a 
more or less intimate association with the most brilliant man of the 
age. Of his personal appearance—a matter of which she was a 
good judge--we have the following: “ One of Byron’s eyes was 
larger than. the other: his nose was rather thick, so he was best 
seen in profile; his mouth was splendid, and his scornful expres- 
sion was real, not affected ; but a sweet smile often broke through 
his melancholy. He was at this time very pale and thin (which 
indicates the success of his regimen of reduction since leaving 
Venice). His hair was dark brown, here and there turning grey. 
His voice was harmonious, clear, and low. There is some gaucherie 
in his walk, from his attempts to conceal lameness. Ada’s portrait 
is like him, and he is pleased at the likeness, but hoped she would 
not turn out to be clever—at any event not poetical. He is fond of 
gossip, and apt to speak slightingly of some of his friends, but is 
loyal to others. His great defect is flippancy, and a total want of 
self-possession.” The narrator alse dwells on his horror of inter» 
viewers, by whom at this time he was even more than usually beset. 
One visitor of the period ingenuouly observes—“ Certain persons 
will be chagrined to hear that Byron’s mode of life does net furnish 
the smallest food for calumny.” Another says, “ I never saw a 
countenance more composed and still—I might even add, more 
sweet and prepossessing. But his temper was easily ruffled, and 
for a whole day; he could not endure the ringing of bells, bribed 
his neighbours to repress their noises, and failing, retaliated by 
surpassing them; he never forgave Colonel Carr for breaking one 
of his dog’s ribs, though he generally forgave injuries without 
forgetting them. He had a bad opinion of the inertness of the 
Genoese; for whatever he himself did he did with a will— toto se 
corpore miscuit,’ and was wont to assume a sort of dictatorial tone 
—as if ‘I have said it, and it must be so,’ were enough.” = 
From these waifs and strays of gossip we return to a subject of 
deeper interest. The Countess of Blessington, with natural curi- 
Osity, was anxious to elicit from Byron some light on the mystery of 
his domestic affairs, and tenewed_the attempt previously made by 
Madame de Staél, to induce him to some movement towards recon- 
cillation with his wife. His reply to this overture was to show-her 
a letter which he had written to Lady Byron from Pisa, but never 
forwarded, of the tone of which the following extracts must be a 
sufficient indication : “ I have to acknowledge the receipt of Ada’s 
balers _. I also thank you for the inscription of the date and name; 
and I will tell you why. _I believe they are the only two or. three 
words- of your handwriting in my possession, for your letters I 
returned, and except the two words—or rather the one word ‘ house- 
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- hold’ written twice—in an od account-book, I have.no other. Every 
day which keeps us asunder should, after so long a period, rather 
soften our mutual feelings, which must always have one rallying- 
point as long as our child exists. We both made a bitter mistake, 
but now it is over. Iconsidered our reunion as not impassible for 
more than a year after the separation, but then I gave up the hope. 
I am violent, but not malignant; for only fresh provocations can 
awaken my resentment. Remember that if you have injured me in 
aught, this forgiveness is something, and that if I have injured you, 
it is something more still, if it be true, as moralists assert, that the 
most offending are the least forgiving.” “ Itis astrange business,” 
says the Countess, about Lady Byron. ‘“ When he was praising 


her mental and personal qualifications, | asked him how all that he * 


now said agreed with certain sarcasims supposed to be a reference 
to her in his works. He smiled, shook his head, and ‘said, they 
were meant to spite and vex her, when he was wounded and irri- 
tated at her refusing to receive or answer his letters; that he was 
sorry he had written them, but might on similar provocations recur 
to the same vengeance.” On another occasion he’said, ‘ Lady 
B.’s first idea is what is due to herself. I wish she thought a little 
_more of what is due to others. My besetting sin is a want of that 
self-respect which she has inexcess. When | have broken on4, on 
‘slight prevocation, into one of my ungovernable fits of rage, her 
calmness piqued and seemed to reproach me; it gave her an air of 
superiority that vexed and increased my mauvatse humeur.” Yo 
Lady Blessington, as to every one, he always spoke of Mrs. Leigh 
with the same unwavering admiration, love, and respect. > 

“ My first impressions were melancholy—my. poor mother gzve 
them; but to my sister, who, incapable of wrong herself, suspected 
no wrong in others, I owe the little good of which I can boast; and 
had I earlier known her it might have influenced my destiny. 
Augusta was to me in the hour of need a tower of strength. Her 
affection was my last rallying-point, and is now the only bright 
spot that the horizon of England offers to my view. She has given 
me such good advice—and yet, finding me incapable of following 
it, loved and pitied me but the more because I was erring.” Simi- 
larly, in the height of his spleen, writes Leigh Hunt—“ I believe 
there was one person to whom he would have been generous, if she 
pleased: perhaps was so. At all events, he left her the bulk of his 
property. and always spoke of her with the greatest esteem. This 
was his sister, Mrs. Leigh. He told me she used to call him ‘ Baby 
- Byron.’ It was easy to see that of the two persons she had by far 
the greater judgment.” 

Byron having laid aside Don Fuan for more than a year, in clef- 
erence to La Guiccioli, was permitted to resume it again in July, 
1822, on a promise to observe the proprieties. Cantos vi.—xi. 
were written at Pisa. Cantos xii.-xvi. at Genoa, in 1823. These 
latter portions of the poem were published by John Hunt. His 
other works of the period are of minor consequence. The Age of 
Bronze is a declamation, rather than a satire, direcied against the 
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Convention of Cintra and the Congress of Verona, especially Lord 
Londonderry’s part in the latter, only remarkable, from its advice 
to the Greeks, to dread 


“The false friend worse than the infuriate foe;” - 


z. é., to prefer the claw of the Tartar savage to the paternal hug of 
the great Bear— 


“Better still toil for masters, than await, 
The slave of slaves, before a Russian gate.” 


In the /s/and—a tale of the mutiny of the “ Bounty ”—he reverts 
to the manner and theme of his old romances, finding a new scene 
in the Pacific for the exercise of his fancy. In this piece his love 
of nautical adventure reappears, and his idealisation of primitive 
life, caught from Rousseau and Chateaubriand. There is more 
repose about this poem*than in any of the author’s other composi- 
tions. In its pages the sea seems to plash about rocks and caves 
that bask under a southern sun, “Byron, the sorcerer,’ he can 
do with me what he will,” said old Dr. Parr, on reading it. As the 
swan-song of the poet’s sentimental verse, it has a pleasing if not a_ — 
pathetic calm. During the last years in Italy he planned an epic 
on the Conquest and a play on the subject of Hannibal, neither of 
which was executed. 

In the criticism of a famous work there is often little left to do 
but to criticise the critics—to bring to a focus the most salient 
things that have been said about it, to eliminate the absurd from 
the sensible, the discriminating from the cormmonplace. Loz 
Fuan, more than any cf its precursors, zs Byron, and it has been 
similarly handled. The early cantos were ushered into the world 
amid a chorus of mingled applause and execration. The minor 
Reviews, representing middle-class respectability, were generally 
vituperative, and the higher authorities divided in their judgments. 
The British Magazine said that “his lordship had degraded his 
personal character by the composition :” the Zoxdoz, that the poem 
was “a satire on decency;” the Aaznburgh Monthly, that it was 
“a melancholy spectacle;” the Aclectéc, that it was “an outrage 
worthy of detestation.” Blackwood declared that the author was 
“brutally outraging all the best feelings of humanity.” Moore 
characterises it as “the most painful display of the versatility of 
genius that has ever been left for succeeding ages to wonder at or 
deplore.” Jeffrey found in the whole composition “a tendency to 
destroy all belief in the reality of virtue;”’ and Dr. John Watkins 
classically named it “the Odyssey of Immorality.” “Don Fuan 
will be read,” wrote one critic, “as long as satire, wit, mirth, and 
supreme excellence shall be esteemed among men.” ‘“ Stick to 
Don Fuan,” exhorted another; “it is the only sincere thing you 
have written, and it will live after all vour AYarolds have ceased to 
be ‘a school-girl’s tale, the wonder of an hour.’ It is the best of 
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-all your works—the most onion the most sai latranradds the 
most interesting, the most poetical.” “Itisa work, ” said Goethe, 
“full of soul, bitterly savage in its misanthropy, exquisitely delicate 
in its tenderness.’ Shelley confessed, “ It fulfils in a certain de- 
gree what I have long preached, the task of producing something 
wholly new and relative to the age, and yet surpassingly beautiful.” 
And Sir Walter Scott, in the midst, of a hearty panegyric, ‘‘ It has 
the variety of Shakspeare himself. Neither Childe flarold, nor 
the most beautiful of Byron’s earlier tales, contain more exquisite 
poetry than is to be found scattered through the cantos of Dov 
Fuan, amid verses which the author seems to have thrown from 
him with an effort as spontaneous as that of a tree resigning its 
leaves.” 

One noticeable feature about these comments is their sincerity : 
reviewing, however occasionally one-sided, had not then sunk to be 
the mere register of adverse or friendly cliques; and, with all his 
anxiety for its verdict, Byron-never solicited the favour of any por- 
tion of the press. Another is the fact that the adverse critics 
missed their mark. They had not learned to say of a book of 
which they disapproved, that it was weak or dull: in pronouncing 
‘it to be vicious, they helped to promote its sale; and the most de- 
cried has been the most eae read of the author’s works. Many 
of the readers of Don Fuaz have, it must be confessed, been found 
among those least likely to admire in it what is most admirable— 
who have been attracted by the very excesses of buffoonery, viola- 
tions of good taste, and occasionally almost vulgar slang, which dis- 
figure its pages. Their patronage is, at the best, of no more value 
than that of a mob gathered by a showy Shakespearian revival, and 
it has laid the volume open to the charge of being patspied “Jaudari 
ab illaudatis.” But the welcome of the work in other quarters is 
as indubitably due to higher qualities. In writing Dou Fuan, 
Byron attempted something that had never been done before, and 
his genius so chimed with his enterprise that it need never be done 
again. ‘ Down,” cries M. Chasles, “ with the imitators who did 
their best to make his name ridiculous.” In commenting on their 
failure, an excellent critic has explained the pre- -established fitness 
of the ottava rima—the first six lines of which are a dance, and the 
concluding couplet a “ breakdown ’’-—for the mock-heroic. Byron’s 
choice of this measure may have been suggested by Whistlecraft ; 
but he had studied its\cadence in Pulci, and the Vovelle Galanti of 
Casti, to whom he is indebted for other features of his satire; and 

» he added to what has been well termed its characteristic jauntiness, 
by his almost constant use of the double rhyme. ‘hat the ottava 
rima is out of place in consistently pathetic poetry, may be seen 
from its obvious misuse in Keats’s Pot of Basi. Many writers, 
from Frere to Moultrie, have employed it successfully in burlesque 
or mere society verse; but’Byron alone has employed it trium- 
phantly, for he has tuade it the vehicle of thoughts grave as wellas 
gay, of “black spirits and white, red spirits and gray,” of sparkling 
‘fancy, , bitter sarcasm, and te nder memories; He has swept into 
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the pages of his poem the experience of thirty years of a life so 
crowded with vitality that our sense of the plethora of power which 
it exhibits makes us ready to condone its lapses. Byron, it has 
been said, balances himself on a ladder like other acrobats; but 
alone, like the Japanese master of the art, he all the while bears on 
his shoulders the weight of aman. Much of Dow Fuan is as ob- 
noxious to criticism in detail as his earlier work; it has every mark 
of being written in hot haste. In the midst of the most serious 
passages (¢. g., the ‘‘ Ave Maria”) we are checked in our course by 
bathos or commonplace, and thrown where the writer did not mean 
to throw us; but the mocking spirit is so prevailingly present that 
we are often left in doubt as to his design, and what is in Harold 
an outrage is in this case only aflaw. His command over the verse 
itself is almost miraculous; he glides from extreme to extreme, 
from putining to pathos, from melancholy to mad merriment, sigh- 
ing or laughing by the way at his readers or at himself or at the 
stanzas. Into them he can fling anything under the sun, from a 
doctor’s prescription to a metaphysical theory. 


‘‘ When Bishop Berkeley said there was no matter, 
And proved it, ’twas no matter what he said,” 


is as cogent a refutation of idealism as the cumbrous wit of Scotch 
logicians. 

The popularity of the work is due not mainly to the verbal skill 
which makes it rank as the cleverest of English verse compositions, 
to its shoals of witticisms, its winged words, telling phrases, and 
incomparable transitions; but to the fact that it continues to ad- 
dress a large class who are not in the ordinary sense of the word 
lovers of poetry. Don Yuan is emphatically the poem of intelligent 
men of middle age, who have grown weary of mere sentiment, and 
yet retain enough of sympathetic feeling to desire at times to re- 
call it.. Such minds, crusted like Plato’s Glaucus with the world, 
are yet pervious to appeals to the spirit that survives beneath the 
dry dust amid which they move; but only at rare intervals can 
they accompany the pure lyrist ‘singing as if he would never be 
old,” and they are apt to turn with some impatience even fro 
Romeo and Fuletto Hamlet and Macbeth. To them, on the other 
hand, the hard wit of Hudzbras is equally tiresome, and more dis- 
tasteful; their chosen friend is the humourist who, inspired by a 
subtle perception of the contradictions of life, sees matter for 
smiles in sorrow, and tears in laughter. Byron was. not, in the 
highest sense, a great humourist ; he does not blend together the 
two phases, as they are blended in single sentences or whole chap- 
ters of Sterne, in the April sunshine of Richter, or in Sartor Re- 
sartus ; hut he comes near to produce the same effect by his-un- 
equalled power of alternating them. His wit is seldom hard, never 
dry, for it is moistened by the constant juxtaposition of sentiment. 
His tenderness is none the Jess genuine that he is perpetually 
jerking it away—an equally favourite fashion with Carlyle—as if he 
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could not trust himself to be serious for fear of becoming senti- 
mental ; and, in recollection of his frequent exhibitions of unaf- 
fected hysteria, we accept his own confession— 


“Tf I laugh at any mortal thing, 
"Tis that I may not weep ”— 


as a perfectly sincere comment on the most sincere, and therefore 
in,many respects the most effective, of his works. He has, after 
his way, endeavoured in grave prose and light verse to defend it 
against jts assailants, saying, “In Don Fuan I'take a vicious and 
unprincipled character, and lead him through those ranks of society 
whose accomplishments cover and cloak their vices, and paint the 
natural effects ;” and elsewhere, that he means to make his scamp 
“end as a member of the Society for the Suppression of Vice, or 
by the guillotine, or in an unhappy marriage.” It were easy to 
dilate on the fact that in interpreting the phrases of the satirist 
into the language of the moralist we often require to read them 
backwards: Byron’s own statement, “I hate a motive,” is, how- ~ 
ever, more to the point: 


“But the fact is that I have nothing plann’d 
Unless it were to be a moment merry— 
A novel word in my vocabulary.” 


Don Fuan can only be credited with a text in the sense in which 
every large experience, of its own accord, conveys its lesson. it 
was to the author a picture of the world as he saw it; and it is to 
us a mirror in which every attribute of his genius, every peculiarity 
of his nature, is reflected without distortion. After the audacious 
though brilliant opening, and the unfortunately pungent reference 
to the poet’s domestic affairs, we find in the famous storm (c. ii.) 
a bewildering epitome of his prevailing manner. Home-sickness, 
sea-sickness, the terror of the tempest, ‘‘ wailing, blasphemy, deyo- 
tion,’’ the crash of the wreck, the wild farewell, “the bubbling cry 
of some strong swimmer in his agony,” the horrors of famine, the 
tale of the two fathers, the beautiful apparitions of the rainbow 
and the bird, the feast on Juan’s spaniel, his reluctance to dine on 
“his pastor and his master,” the consequences of eating Pedrillo 
—all follow each other like visions in the phantasmagoria of a 
nightmare, till at last the remnant of the crew are drowned bya 


ridiculous rhyme—— 


“Finding no place for their landing better, 
They ran the boat ashore, and overset her.” 


Then comes the episode of Haidee, “a long low island song of 
ancient days,” the character of the girl herself being like a thread 
of pure gold running through the fabric of its surroundings, motley 
. in every page; ¢.g-, after the impassioned close of the “Isles of 
Greece,” we have the stanza :—— 
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“Thus sang, or would, or could, or should, have sung, 

The modern.Greek, in tolerable verse ; 

If not like Orpheus quite, when Greece was young, 

Yet in those days he might have done much worse 
with which the author dashes away the romance of the song, and 
then launches into a tirade against Bob Southey’s epic and Words- 
worth’s pedlar poems. This vein exhausted, we come to the “‘ Ave 
Maria,” one of the mdst musical, and seemingly heartfelt, hymns 
in the language. The close of the ocean pastoral (in c. iv.) 1s the 
last of pathetic narrative in the book; but the same feeling that 
“mourns o’er the beauty of the Cyclades” often re-emerges in 
shorter passages. The fifth and sixth cantos, in spite of the 
glittering’sketch of Gulbeyaz, and the fawn-like image of Dudu, are 
open to the charge of diffuseness, and the character of Johnson is 
_afailure. From the seventh to the tenth, the poem decidedly dips, 
partly because the writer had never been in Russia; then it again 
rises, and shows no sign of falling off to the end. 

No part of the work has more suggestive interest or varied 
power than some of the later cantos, in which Juan is whirled 
through the vortex of the fashionable life which Byron knew so 
well, loved so_much, and at last esteemed so little. There is no 
richer piece of descriptive writing in his works than that of New- 
stead (in c. xiii.) ; nor is there any analysis of female character so 
subtle as that of the Lady Adeline. Conjectures as to the originals 
of imaginary portraits are generally futile; but Miss Milipond—not 
Donna Inez—is obviously Lady Byron; in Adeline we may'suspect 
that at Genoa he was drawing from the life in the Villa Paradiso; 
while Aurora Reby seems to be an idealization of La Guiccioli:— 


‘* Early in years, and yet more infantine 

In figure, she had something of sublime . 

In eyes, which sadly shone, as seraphs shine : . i 
All youth—but with an aspect beyond time; 

Radiant and grave—as pitying man’s decline: 
Mournful—but mournful of another's crime, 

She look’d as if she sat by Eden’s door, 

And grieved for those who could return no more. 


‘She was a Catholic, too, sincere, austere, 

As far as her own gentle heart allow’d, 

And deem’d that fallen worship far more dear, 
Perhaps, because ’twas fallen: her sires were proud 

Of deeds and days, when they had fill’d the ear 
Of nations, and had never bent or bow’d 

To novel power; and, as she was the last, 

She held her old faith and old feelings fast. 


“She gazed upon a world she scarcely knew 

As seeking not to know it; silent, lone, 

As grows a flower, thus quietly she grew, 
And kept her heart serene within its zone,” 
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Constantly, towards the close of the work, there is an echo of 
home and country, a half involuntary cry after 


“The love of higher things and better days; 
Th’ unbounded hope, and heavenly ignorance 
Of what is called the world and the worid’s ways.” 


In the concluding stanza of the last completed canto, beginning-— 
“Between two worlds life hovers like a star, 
*Twixt night and morn, on the horison’s verge—” 


we have a condensation of the refrain of the poet’s philosophy; 
but the main drift of the later books is a satire on London society. 
There are elements in a great city which may be wrought into 
something nobler than satire, for all the energies of the age are 
concentrated where passion is fercest and thought intensest, amid 
the myriad sights and sounds of its glare and gloom. But those 
scenes, and the actors in them, are apt also to induce the frame of 
mind in which a prose satirist describes himself as reclining under 
an arcade of the Pantheon: “ Not the Pantheon by the Piazza 
Navona, where the immortal gods were worshipped—the immortal 
gods now dead: but the Pantheon in Oxford Street. Have not 
Selwyn, and Walpole, and March, and Carlisle figured there? 
Has not Prince Florizel flounced through the hall in bis rustling 
domino, and danced there in powdered splendour? O my com- 
panions, 1 have drunk many a bout with you, and always found 
*Vanitas Vanitatum’ written on the bottom of the pot.’’ This is 
the mind in which Don Fuan interprets the universe, and paints 
the still living court of Florizel and his buffoons: A “ nondescript. 
and ever varying rhyme ”—“a versified aurora borealis,” half 
cynical, half Epicurean, it takes a partial, thouch a subtle view 
of that microcosm on stilts called the great world. It complains 
that in the days of old “men made the manners—manners*now 
make men.’’ [¢ concludés— 
“Good company’s a chess-board; there are kings, 
Queens, bishops, knights, rooks, pawns ; the world’s a game.” 


It passes from a reflection on “the dreary fuzmus of all things 
here” to the advice— 


“But ‘ carpe diem,’ Juan, ‘carpe, carpe !” 
To-morrow sees another race as gay 
And transient, and devoured by the same harpy. 
‘ Life’s a poor player,’—then play out the play.” cae 


It was the natural conclusion of the foregone stage of Byron’s 
career. Years had given him power, but they were years in which 
his energies were largely wasted. Selfindulgence had not petri- 


> ° ° . . 
fied his feeling, but it had thrown wormwood into its springs. He 
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had learnt to look on existence as a walking shadow, and was 
strong only with the strength of a sincere despair. 

. e 
“ Through life’s road, so dim and dirty, 

I have dragg’d to three and thirty. 

What have those years left to me? 

Nothing, except thirty-three.”’ 


These lines are the summary of one who had drained the draught 
of pleasure to the dregs of bitterness. 
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CHAPTERS 
[1821-1824.] 
POLITICS.—THE CARBONARI.—EXPEDITION TO GREECE.—DEATH. 


In leaving Venice for Ravenna, Byron passed from the society 
of gondoliers and successive sultanas to a comparatively domestic 
life, with a mistress who at least endeavoured to stimulate some of 
his higher aspirations, and smiled upon his wearing the sword 
along with the lyre. In the last episode of his constantly chequered 
and too voluptuous career, we have the waking of Sardanapalus 
realized in the transmutation of the fantastical Harold into a prae- 
tical strategist, and soldier. No one ever lived who in thé same 
space more thoroughly ran the gauntlet of existence. Having ex- 
exhausted all other sources of vitality and intoxication—travel, 
gallantry, and verse—it remained for the despairing poet to 
become a hero. But he was also moved by a public passion, 
the genuineness of which there is no reasonable ground to 
doubt. Like Alfieri and Rousseau, he haa taken for his motto. 
“J am of the opposition;” and, as Dante under a republic called 
for a monarchy, Byron, under monarchies at home and abroad, 
called for a commonwealth. Amid the inconsistencies of his polit- 
ical sentiment, he had been consistent in so much love of liberty as 
led him ‘to denounce oppression, even when he had no great faith 
in the oppressed—whether English, or Italians. or Greeks. 

Byron regarded the established ‘dynasties of the continent with 
a sincere hatred. He talks of the “more than infernal tyranny ” 
of the House of Austria. To his fancy, as to Shelley’s, New Eng- 
land is the star of the future. . Attracted by a strength or rather. 
force of character akin to his own, he worshipped Napoleon, even 
when driven to confess that “the hero had sunk into a king.” He 

.lamented his overthrow; but, above all, that he was beaten by 
“three stupid, legitimate old dynasty boobies of regular sover- 
eigns.’’ “J write in ipecacuanha that the Bourbons are restored.” 
“ What right have we to prescribe laws to France? Here we are 
retrograding to the dull, stupid old system, balance of Europe 
poising straws on kings? noses, instead of wringing them off.” 
* The king-times are fast finishing. There will be “blood shed like 
water, and tears like mist; but the people | will conquer in the end. 
I shall not live to see it, but I foresee it.” “Give mea republic. 
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Look into the history of the earth—Rome, Greece, Venice, Hol- 
land, France, America, our too short Commonwealth—and com- 
pare it with what they did under masters.” : : 

His serious political verses are all in the strain of the lines on 
Wellington— \ 


“ Never had mortal man such opportunity— 
Except Napoleon—or abused it more ; ; 
You. might have freed fallen Europe from the unity 
Of tyrants, and been blessed from shore to shore.” 


An enthusiasm for Italy, which survived many disappointments, 
dictated some of the most impressive passages of his Harold, and 
inspired the Lament of Tasso and the Ode on Venice. The Proph- 
ecy of Dante contains much that has since proved prophetic— 


“What is there wanting, then, to set thee free, 
And show thy beauty in its fullest ght? 
To make the Alps impassable; and we, 
Her sons, may do this with one deed— Unite /” 

His letters reiterate the same idea, in language even more em- 
phatic. “It is no great matter, supposing that Italy could be lib- 
erated’ who or what is sacrificed. It is a grand object—the very 
poetry of politics: only think—a free Italy!” Byron acted on his 
assertion that a man ought to do more for society than write verses. 
Mistrusting its leaders, and detesting the wretched lazzaroni, who 
“would have betrayed themselves and all the world,” he yet threw 
himself heart and soul into the insurrection of 1820, saying, 
“Whatever I can do by money, means, or person, I will venture 
freely for their freedom.” He joined the secret society of the 
Carbonari, wrote an address to the Liberal government set up in 
Naples, supplied arms and a refuge in his house, which he was 
prepared to convert into a fortress. In February, 1821, on the 
rout of the Neapolitans by the Austrians, the conspiracy was 
crushed. Byron, who “had always an idea that it would be 
bungled,” expressed his fear that the country would be thrown 
back for 500 years into. barbarism, and the Countess Guiccioli con- 
fessed with tears that the Italians must return to composing and 
strumming operatic airs. Carbonarism having collapsed, it of 
course made way for a reaction ; but the encouragement and coun- 
tenance of the English poet and peer helped to keep alive the 
smouldering fire that Mazzini fanned into a flame, till Cavour 
turned it to a practical purpose, and the dreams of. the idealists of 
1820 were finally realized. 

On the failure of the luckless conspiracy, Byron naturally 
betook himself to history, speculation, satire, and ideas of a jour- 
nalistic propaganda , but all. through his mind was turning to the 
renewal of the action which was his destiny. “If 1 live ten years 
longer,” he writes in 1822, “you will see that it is not all over with 
me. I don’t mean in literature, for that is nothing—and I do not 
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think it was my vocation ; but I shall do something.” The Greek 
war of liberation opened a new field for the exercise of his indom- 
‘ttable energy. This romantic struggle, begun in April, 1821, was 
carried on-for two years with such re markable success, that at the 
close of 1822 Greece was beginning to be recognised as an inde- 
pendent state: but in the foll owing months the tide seemed to 
turn ; dissensions broke out among the leade rs, the spirit of intrigue 
seemed to stifle patriotism, and the energies of the insurgents were 
hampered for want of the sinews of war. There was a “danger of 
the movement being starved out, and the committee of Lond on 
sympathisers—of which ‘the poet’s intimate friend and frequent 
correspondent, Mr. Douglas Kinnaird, and Captain Blaquiére, 
were leading promoters—was impressed with the necessity of pro- | 
curing funds in support of the cause. With a view to this it 
seemed of consequence to attach to it some shining name, and 
men’s thoughts almost inevitably turned to Byron. No other 
Englishman seemed so fit to be associated with the enterprise as 
the warlike poet, who had twelve years before linked his fame to 
that of “grey Marathon” and «“ Athena's. tower,” and, more 
recently, immortalised the isles on which he cast.so many a long- 
‘ing glance. Hobhouse broke the subject to him ear ly in the 
spring'of 1823: the committee opened communications in April. 
After hesitating through May, in June Byron consented to meet 
Blaquiére at Zante, and, on hearing the results of the captain’s ex- ° 
pedition to the Morea, to decide on future steps.- His share in 
this enterprise has been assigried to purely personal and compar- 
atively mean motives. He was, it is said, disgusted with his peri- 
odical, sick of his editor, tired of his mistress, and bent on any 
change, from China to Peru, that would give him a new theatre for 
display. One grows weary of the perpetual half-truths of inveter- 
ate detraction. It is granted that Byron was restless, vain, impe- 
rious, never did anything without a desire to shine in the doing of 
it, and was to a great degree the slave of circumstances. Had the 
Liberal proved a lamp to the nations, instead of a mere “red flac 
flaunted in the face of John Bull,” he might have cast anchor at 
Genoa; but the whole drift of his work and life demonstrates. that 
he was capable on occasion of merging himself in what he con- 
ceived to be great causes, especially in their evil days. Of the 
Hunts he may have had enough ; but the invidious statement 
about La Guiccioli has no foundation, other than a somewhat ran- 
dom remark of Shelley, and the fact that he left her nothing in his 
will.- It is distinctly ascertained that she expressly prohibited him 
from doing so: tery continued to correspond to the last, and her 
affectionate, though unreadable, reminiscences are sufficient proof 
that she at no time considered herself to be neglected, injured,’ or 
aggrieved. 

“Byron, indeed, left Italy in an unsettled state of mind: he spoke 
of returning in a few months, and as the period for his departure 
approached, became more and more irresolute. A presentiment 
of his death seemed to brood over a mind always superstitious, 
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though never fanatical. Shortly before his own departure, the 
Blessingtons were preparing to leave Genoa for England. On the 
evening of his farewell call he began to speak of his voyage with 
despondency, saying, ‘““ Here we are all now together ;. but when 
and where shall we meet again! I have a sort of boding that we 
see each other for the Jast time, as something tells me I shall never 
again return from Greece: ” after which remark he leant’ his head 
on the sofa, and burst into one of his hysterical fits of tears. The 
next week was given to preparations for an expedition, which, en- 
tered on with mingled motives—sentimental, personal, public— 
became more real and earnest to Byron at every step he took. He 
knew all the vices of the “ hereditary bondsmen ” among whom he 
was going, and went among them with yet unquenched aspirations, 
but with the bridle of discipline in his hand, resolved to pave the 
way towards the nation becoming better, by devoting himself to 
making it free. 

On the morning of July 14 (1823) he embarked in the brig 
“ Hercules,” with Trelawny; Count Pietro Gamba, who remained 
with him to the last; Bruno, a young ltalian doctor; Scott, the 
captain of the vessel, and eight servants, including Fletcher ; be- 
sides the crew. ‘They had on board two guns, with other arms 
and ammunition, five horses, an ample supply of medicines, with 
‘50,000 Spanish dollars in coin and bills. The start was inauspi- 
cious. A violent squall drove. them back to port, and in the 
course of a last ride with Gamba to Albaro, Byron asked, “‘ Where 
shall we be in a year?” On the same day of the same month of 
1824 he was carried to the tomb of his ancestors. They again set 
sail on the following evening, and in five days reached Leghorn, 
where the poet received a salutation in verse, addressed to him by 
Goethe, and replied to it. Here Mr. Hamilton Brown,.a Scotch 
gentleman with considerable knowledge of Greek affairs, joined 
the party, and induced them to change their course to Cephalonia, 
for the purpose of obtaining the advice and assistance of the 
English resident, Colonel Napier. The poet occupied himself 
during the voyage mainly in reading—among other books, Scott’s 
Life of Swift, Grimm’s Correspondence, La Rochefoucauld, and 
Las Casas—and watching the classic or historic shores which they 
skirted, especially noting Elba, Soracte, the Straits of Messina, 
and Etna. In passing Stromboli he said to Trelawny, “ You will 
see this scene in a fifth canto of Childe Harold.” On his com- 
panions suggesting that he should write some verses on the spot, 
he tried to do so, but threw them away, with the remark, “I cannot 
write poetry at will, as you smoke tobacco.” Trelawny confesses 
that he was'never on shipboard with a better companion, and that 
a severer test of good-fellowship it is impossible to apply. To- 
gether they shot at gulls or empty bottles, and swam every morn- | 
ing in the sea. Early in August they reached their destination. 
Coming in sight of the Morea, the poet said to Trelawny, “I feel 
as if the eleven long years of bitterness I have passed through 
since I was here were taken from my shoulders, and I was scudding 
through the Greek Archipelago with old Bathurst in his frigate.” 
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_ Byron remained at or about Cephalonia till the close of the year. 
Not long after his arrival he made an excursion to Ithaca, and, 
visiting the monastery at Vathi, was received by the abbot with 
great ceremony, which, in a fit of irritation, brought on by a tire- 
some ride on a mule, he returned with unusual discourtesy ; but 
next morning, on his giving a donation to their alms-box, he was 
dismissed with the blessing of the monks. “If this isle were 
mine,” he declared on his way back, “ I would break my staff and 
bury my book.” A little later, Brown and Trelawny being sent off 
with letters to the provisional government, the former returned 
with some Greek emissaries to London to negociate a loan ; the 
latter attached himself to Odysseus, the chief of the republican 
party at Athens, and never again saw Byron alive. The poet, after 
spending a month on board the “ Hercules,’’ dismissed the vessel, 
and hired a house for Gamba and himself at Metaxata, a healthy 
village about four miles from the capital of the island. Meanwhile, 
Blaquiére, neglecting his appointment at Zante, had gone to Corfu, 
and thence to England. Colonel Napier being absent from Cepha- 
lonia, Byron had some pleasant social intercourse with his deputy, 
but, unable to get from him any authoritative information, was left 
without advice, to be besieged by letters and messages from the 
factions. Among these there were brought to him hints that the 
Greeks wanted a king, and he is reported to have said, ‘‘ If they 
make me the offer, I will perhaps. not reject it.” 

The position would doubtless have been acceptable to a man 
who never—amid his many self-deceptions—affected to deny that 
he was ambitious ; and who can say what might not have resulted 
for Greece, had the poet lived to add Justre to her crown? In the 
meantime, while faring more frugally than a day-labourer, he yet 
surrounded himself with a show of royal state, had his servants 
armed with gilt helmets, and gathered around him a body-guard of 
Suliotes. These wild mercenaries becoming turbulent, he was 
obliged to despatch them to Mesolonghi, then threatened with siege 
by the Turks and anxiously waiting relief. During his residence 
at Cephalonia, Byron was gratified by the interest evinced in him © 
by the English residents. Among these the physician, Dr, Ken- 
nedy, a worthy Scotchman, who imagined himself to be a theologian 
with a genius for conversation, was conducting a series of religious 
meetings at Argostoli, when the poet expressed a wish to be present 
at one of them. After listening, it is said, to a set of discourses 
that occupied the greater part of twelve hours, he seems, for one 
reason or another, to have felt called on to enter the lists, and 
found himself involved in the series of controversial dialogues 
afterwards published in a substantial book. This volume, inter- 
esting in several respects, is one of the most charming examples 
of unconscious irony in the language, and it is matter of regret 
that our space does not admit of the abridgment of several of its 
pages. They bear testimony, on the one hand, to Byron’s capability 
of patience, and frequent sweetness of temper under trial ; on the 
other, to Kennedy’s utter want of humour, and to his courageous 
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honesty. The curiously confronted interlocutors, in the course of 
the missionary and subsequent private meetings, ran over most of 
the ground debated between opponents and apologists of the Cal- 
‘yinistic faith, which Kennedy upheld without stint. The Cozver- 
sations add little to what we already know of Byron’s religious 
opinions; nor is it easy to say where he ceases to be serious anc 
begins to banter, or vice versa. He evidently wished to show that 
in areument*he was good at fence, and could handle a theologian 
as skilfully as a foil. At the same time he wished, if possible, 
though, as appears, in vain, to get some light on a subject with 
regard to which in his graver moods he was often exercised. On 
some points he is explicit. He makes an unequivocal protest 
against the doctrines of eternal punishment and infant damnation, 
saying that if the rest of mankind were to be damned. he ‘‘ would 
rather keep them company than creep into heaven alone.” On 
questions of inspiration, and the deeper problems of human life, he 
is less distinct, being naturally inclined to a speculative necessita- 
rianism, and disposed to admit original depravity ; but he did not 
see his way out of the maze through the Atonement, and held that 
prayer had only significance as a devotional affection of the heart. 
Byron showed a remarkable familiarity with the Scriptures, and with 
parts of Barrow, Chillingworth, and Stillingfleet; but on Kennedy’s 
lending, for his edification, Boston’s /ourfold State, he returned it 
with the remark that it was too deep for him.. On another occasion 
he said, “ Do you know Iam nearly reconciled to St. Paul, for he 
says there is no difference between the Jews and the Greeks ? and — 
Iam exactly of the same opinion, for the character of both is 
equally vile.” The good Scotchman’s religious self-confidence is 
throughout free from intellectual pride ; and his own confession, 
“This time I suspect his lordship had the best of it,” might per- 
haps be applied to the whole discussion. 

Critics who have little history and less war have been accus- 
tomed to attribute Byron’s lingering at Cephalonia to indolence 
and indécision; they write as if he ought, on landing on Greek soil, 
to have put himself at the head of an army and stormed Constanti- 
nople. ‘Those who know more confess that the delay was deliber- 
ate, and thatit was judicious. The Hellenic uprising was animated 
by the spirit of a “lion after slumber,” but it had the heads of a 
Hydra hissing and tearing at one another. The chiefs who de- 
fended the country by their arms compromised her by their argu- 
ments, and some of her best fighters were little better than pirates 
and bandits. Greece was a prey to factions—republican, mon- 
archic, aristocratic—representing naval, military, and tervitorial in- 
terests, and each beset by the adventurers who flock round every 
movement, only representing theirown. During the first two years 
of success they were held in embryo; during the later years of dis- 
aster, terminated by the allies at Navarino, they were buried; dur- 
ing the interlude of Byron’s residence, when’ the foes: were like 
hpunds in the leash, waiting for a renewal of the struggle, they 
were rampant. Had he joimed any one of them he would have 
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* if 
degraded himself tothe level of a mere condottiere, and helped to 
betray the common cause... Beset by solicitations to go to Athens, 
to the Morea, to Acarnania, he resolutely held apart, biding. his 
time, collecting information, making himself known as a man of 
affairs, endeavouring to conciliate rival claimants for pension or 
piace, and carefully watching the tide of war. Numerous anecdotes 
of the period relate to acts of public or private benevolence, which 
endeared him to the population of the island; but he- was \on 
the alert against being fleeced or robbed.“ The bulk of the Eng- 
lish,” writes Colonel Napier, “came expecting to find the Pe slopon- 
nesus filled with Plutarch’s men, and returned thinking the inhab- 
itants of Newgate more moral. Lord Byron a ‘the Greeks 
fairly, and knew that allowance must be made for emancipated 
slaves.” Among other incidents we hear of his passing a group, 
who were “ shrieking and howling as in Ireland” over some men 
buried in the fall of “a bank; he snatched a spade, began to dig, 
and threatened to horsewhip ‘the peasants unless they followed his 
example. On November 30 he despatched to the central govern- 
ment a remarkable state paper, in which he dwells on the fatal 
calamity of a civil war, and says that, unless union and order are es- 
tablished, all hopes of a loan—which, being every day more urgent, 
he was in letters to England constantly pressing—are at an end. 
“T desire,” he concluded, “the wellbeing of Greece, and nothing 
else. I will do all I can to secure it; but I will never consent-that 
the English public be deceived as to the real state of affairs. You 
have fought gloriously; act honourably towards vour fellow-citizens 
and the world, and it will then no more be said, as has been re- 
peated for two thousand years with the Roman historians, that 
Philopcemen was the last of the Grecians.” 

Prince Alexander Mavrocordates—the most prominent of the 
practical patriotic leaders—having been deposed from the presi- 
cdency, was sent to regulate the affairs of Western Greece, and was 
now on his way with a fleet to relieve Mesolonghi, in attempting 
which the brave: Marco Bozzaris had previously fallen. Ina letter, 
opening communication with a man for whom he always enter- 
tained a high esteem, Byron writes, “Colonel Stanhope. has ar- 
rived from London, charged by our committee to actin concert 
with me. .. . Greece is at present placed between three measures 
—either to ,reconquer her liberty, to become a dependence of the 

“sovereigns of Europe, or to return to a Turkish province. She 
has the choice only of these three alternatives. Civil war is but a 
road that leads to the two latter.” 

At length the long-looked-for fleet arrived, and the ‘urkish 
squadron, ‘with the loss of a treasure ship, re tired up the Gulf of 
Lepanto. Mayrocordatos, on entering Mesolonghi. lost no time in 
inviting the poet to join him, and placed a brig at his disposal, add- 
ing, “T need not tell you to what.a pitch your presence is desired 
by. everybody, or what a prosperous direction it will give to all our 
affairs. Your counsels will be listened to like oracles 

At the same daté Stanhope writes, “ The people i in the streets 
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are looking forward to his Jordship’s arrival as they would to the 
coming of the Messiah.” Byron was unable to start in the ship 
sent for him; but in spite of medical warnings, a few days later, 


_ 2. é., December 28, he embarked in a small fast-sailing sloop called a 


mistico, while the servants and baggage were stowed in another and 
larger vessel under the charge of Count Gamba. From Gamba’s 
graphic account of the voyage we ‘may take the following: ‘‘We 
sailed together till after ten at night; the wind favourable, a clear 
sky, the air fresh, but not sharp. Our’sailors sang alternately pa- 
triotic songs, monotonous indeed, but to persons in our situation 
extremely touching, and we took part in them. We were all, but 
Lord Byron particularly, in excellent spirits. The mistico sailed 
the fastest. When the waves divided us, and ur voices could no 
longer reach each other, we made signals by firing pistols and 
carbines. To-morrow we meet at Mesolonghi—to-morrow. Thus, 
full of confidence and spirits, we sailed along. At twelve we were 
out of sight of each other.” \ 

Byron’s vessel, separated from her consort, came into the close 
proximity of a Turkish frigate, and had to take refuge among the 
Scrofes’ rocks. Emerging thence, he attained a small seaport of 
Acarnania, called Dragomestri, whence sallying forth on tle 2nd 
of January under the convoy of some Greek gunboats, he was 
nearly wrecked. On the 4th Byron made, when violently heated, 
an imprudent plunge in the sea, and was never afterwards ifree 
from a pain in his bones. On the sth he arrived at Mesolonghi, 
and was received with salvoes of musketry and music. Gamba 
was waiting him. His vessel, the “‘ Bombarda,” had been takera 
by the Ottoman frigate, but the captain of the latter, recognising 
the Count as having formerly saved his life in the Black Sea, made 
interest in his behalf with Yussuf Pasha and Patras, and obtained 
his discharge. In recompense, the poet subsequently sent to the 
Pasha some Turkish prisoners, with a letter requesting him to en- 
deavour to mitigate the inhumanities of the war. Byron brought 
to the Greeks at Mesolonghi the 4oo0o/. of his personal loan (ap- 
plied, in the first place, to defraying the expenses of the fleet,) 
with the spell of his name and presence. He was shortly after- 
wards appointed to the command of the intended expedition against | 
Lepanto, and, with this view, again took into his pay five hundred 
Suliotes. An approaching general assembly to organise the forces 
of the West had brought together a motley crew, destitute, discon- 
tented, and more likely to wage war upon each other than on their 
enemies. Byron’s closest associates during the ensuing months 
were the engineer Parry, an energetic artilleryman ; “ extremely ac- 
tive, and of strong practical talents,” who had travelled in Amer- 
ica, and Colonel Stanhope (afterwards Lord Harrington), equally 
with himself devoted to the emancipation of Greece, but at variance 
about the means of achieving it. Stanhope, a moral enthusiast of 
the stamp of Kennedy, beset by the fallacy of religious missions, 
wished to cover the Morea with Wesleyan tracts, and liberate the 
country by the agency of the press. He had imported a converted 
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blacksmith, with a cargo of Bibles, types, and paper, who on 2o/, 
a year undertook to accomplish the reform. | Byron, backed by 
the good sense of Mavrocordatos, proposed to make cartridges of 
the tracts, and small shot of the type; he did not think that the 
turbulent tribes were ripe for freedom of the press, and had begun 
to regard Republicanism itself as of secondary moment. The dis- 
putant allies m the common cause occupied each a flat of the same 
small house; the soldier by profession was bent on writing the 
Turks down, the poet on fighting them down, holding that “the 
work of the sword must precede that of the pen, and that camps 
must be the training-schools of freedom.” Their altercations were 
sometimes fierce—“ Despot!” cried Stanhope, “after professing 
liberal principles from boyhood, you, when called to act, prove 
yourself a Turk.” “ Radical!” retorted Byron, “if I had held 
up my finger I could have crushed your press ”—but this did not 
prevent the recognition by each of them of the excellent qualities 
of the other. 

Ultimately Stanhope went to Athens, and allied himself with 
Trelawny and Odysseus and the party of the Left. Nothing can 
be more statesmanlike than some of Byron’s papers of this and the 
immediately preceding period, nothing more admirable than the 
spirit which inspires them. He had come into the heart of a rev- 
olution, exposed to the same perils as those which had wrecked 
the similar movement in Italy. Neither trusting too much nor dis- 
trusting too much, with a clear head and a good will he set about 
enforcing a series of excellent measures. From first to last he 
was engaged in denouncing dissension, in advocating unity, in 
doing everything that/man could do to concentrate and utilise the 
disorderly elements with which he had to work. He occupied 
himself in repairing fortifications, managing ships, restraining 
licence, promoting courtesy between the foes, and regulating the 
disposal of the sinews of war. 

On the morning of the 22nd of January, his last birthday, he 
came from his room to Stanhope’s, and said, smiling, “ You were 
complaining that I never write any poetry now,” and read the . 
familiar stanzas beginning— 


“Tis time this heart should be unmoved,” 


and ending— 
« Seek out—less often sought than found— 
A soldier’s grave, for thee the best ; 
Then look around, and choose thy ground, 
And take thy rest.” 


High thoughts, high resolves; but the brain that was overtasked, 
and the frame that was outworn, would be tasked and worn little 
longer. The lamp of a life that had burnt too fiercely was flicker- 
‘ing to its close. “If we are not taken off with the sword,’ he 
writes on February 5, “we are like to march off with an ague in 
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this mud basket; and, to conclude witha very bad pun, better 
martially than marsh-ally. The dykes of Holland when broken 
down are the deserts of Arabia, in- comparison with Mesolonghi.” 
In April, when it was too late, Stanhope wrote from Salona, in 
Phocis, imploring him not to sacrifice health, and perhaps life, “in 
that bog.” : 
Byron’s house stood in the midst of the exhalations of a muddy 

creek, and his natural irritability was increased by a more than 
usually Jong ascetic regimen. From the day of his arrival in 
Greece he discarded animal food, and lived mainly on toast, vege- 
tables, and cheese, olives and light wine, at the rate of forty paras a 
day. In spite of his strength of purpose, his temper was not 
always proof against the rapacity and turbulence by which he was 
surrounded. About the middle of February, when the artillery 
had been got into readiness for the attack on Lepanto—the north- 
ern, as Patras was the southern, gate of the gulf, still in the hands 
of the Turks—the expedition was thrown back by an unexpected 
rising of the Suliotes. These peculiarly froward Greeks, chronic- 
ally seditious by nature, were on this occasion, as afterwards ap- 
peared, stirred up by emissaries of Colocatroni, who, though as- 
suming the position of the rival of Mavrocordatos, was simply a 
brigand’on alarge scale in {he Morea. Exasperation at this mutiny, 
and the vexation of having to abandon a cherished scheme, seem to 
have been the immediately provoking causes of a violent convulsive 
fit which, on the evening of the 15th, attacked the poet, and en- 
dangered his life. Next day he was better, but complained of weight 
in the head; and the doctors applying leeches too close to the 
temporal artery, he was bled tili he fainted. And now occurred 
the last of those striking incidents so frequent in his life, in refer- 
ence to which we may quote the joint testimony of two witnesses. 
Colonel Stanhope writes, ‘Soon after this dreadful paroxysm, 
when he was lying on his sick-bed, with his whole nervous system 
completely shaken, the mutinous Suliotes, covered with dirt and 
splendid attires, broke into his apartment, brandishing their costly 
arms and loudly demanding their rights. Lord Byron, electrified 
by this unexpected act, seemed to recover from his sickness ; and 
the more the Suliotes raged the more his calm courage triumphed. 
The scene was truly sublime.” ~ ‘It is impossible,” says Count 
Gamba, ‘to do justice to the coolness and magnanimity which he 
displayed upon every trying occasion. Upon trifling occasions he 
was certainlyirritable ; but the aspect of danger calmed him in an, 
instant, and restored him the free exercise of all the powers of his 
noble nature.. A more undaunted man in the hour of peril never 
breathed.” “A few days later, the riot being renewed, the disorderly 
crew were, on payment of their arrears, finally dismissed; but 
several of thé English artificers under Parry left about the same 
time, in fear of their lives. 

» On the 4th, the last of the long list of Byron’s letters to Moore 
resents, with some bitterness, the hasty acceptance of a rumour 
that he had been quietly writing Dew Fwan in some lonian island. | 
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At the same date he writes to Kennedy, “{ am not unaware of the 
precarious state of my health. But it is proper I should remain in 
Greece, and it were better to die doing something than nothing.” 
Visions of enlisting Europe and America on behalf of the establish- 
ment of a new state, that might in course of time develop itself over 
the realm of Alexander, floated and gleamed in kis fancy; but in 
his practical daily procedure the poet took as his text the motto 
“festina lente,’’ insisted on solid ground under his feet, and had no 
notion of sailing balloons over the sea. With this view he discour- 
aged Stanhope’s philanthropic and propagandist paper, the Zz/e- 
grapho, and disparaged Dr. Mayer, its Swiss editor, saying, ‘Of 
all petty tyrants he is one of the pettiest,as are most demagogues.” 
Byron had none of the Sclavonic Jeanings, and almost personal 
hatred of Ottoman rule, of some of our statesmen; but he saw on 
what side lay the ferces and the hopes of the future. “ I cannot cal- 
culate,” he said to Gamba, during one of their latest rides together, 
“to what a height Greece may rise. Hitherto it has been a sub- 
ject for the hymns and elegies of fanatics and enthusiasts ; but now 
it will draw the attention of the politician. . . . At present there is 
little difference, in many respects, between Greeks and Turks, nor 
could there be; but the latter must,in the common course of events, 
decline in power; and the former must as inevitably become 
better. . .. The English Government deceived itself at first in 
thinking it possible to maintain the Turkish Empire in its integrity ; 
but it cannot be done—that unwieldy mass it already putrified, and 
must dissolve. If anything like an equilibrium is to be upheld, 
Greece must be supported.” These words have been well char- 
acterised as prophetic. During this time Byron rallied in health, 
and displayed much of his old spirit, vivacity, and humour, took 
part in such of his favourite amusements as circumstances ad- 
mitted, fencing, shooting, riding, and playing with his pet dog Lion. 
The last of his recorded practical jokes is his rolling about cannon- 
balls, and shaking the rafters, to frighten Parry in the room below 
with the dread of an earthquake. 

Towards the close of the month, after being solicited to ac- 
company Mavrocordatos'to share the governorship of the Morea, 
he made an appointment to meet Colonel Stanhope and Odysseus 
at Salona, but was prevented from keeping it by violent floods 
which blocked up the communication. On the 30th he was_pre- 
sented with the freedom, of the city of Mesolonghi. On the 3rd of 
April he intervened to prevent an Italian private, guilty of theft, 
from being flogged by order of some German officers. On the 9th, 
exhilarated by a letter from Mrs. Leigh with good accounts of her 
own and Ada’s health, he took a long ride with Gamba and a few 
of the remaining Suliotes, and after being violently heated, and then 
drenched in a heavy shower, persisted in returning home in a boat, 
remarking with a laugh, in answer to remonstrance, ‘‘I should 
make a pretty soldier if I were to care for such a trifle.” It soon 
became apparent that he had caught his death. Almost imme- 
diately on his return he was seized with shiverings and violent pain. 
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The next day he rose as usual, and had his last ride in the olive 
woods. On the 11th a rheumatic fever set in. On the 14th, 
Bruno’s skill being exhausted, it was proposed to call Dr. Thomas 
from Zante, but a hurricane prevented any ship being sent. On 
the 15th, another physician, Mr. Milligen, suggested bleeding to 
allay the fever, but Byron held out against it, quoting Dr. Reid to 
the effect that “less slaughter is effected by the lance than the 
lancet—that minute instrument of mighty mischief ; ” and saying to 
Bruno, “If my hour is come I shall die, whether I lose my blood 
or keep it.” Next morning Milligen induced him to yield, by a 
suggestion of the possible Joss of his reason. Throwing out his 
arm, he cried, “There! you are, I see, a d—d set of butchers. 
Take away as much blood as you like, and have done with it.” 
The renredy, repeated on the following day with blistering, was 
either too late or ilkadvised. On the 18th he saw more doctors, 
but was manifestly sinking, amid the tears and lamentations of at- 
tendants who could not understand each other’s language. In his 
last hours his delirium bore him to the field of arms. He fancied 
he was leading the attack on Lepanto, and was heard exclaiming, 
“ Forwards! forwards! follow me!” Who is not reminded of 
another death-bed, not remote in time from his, and the TZeze 
@ armée of the great Emperor who with the great Poet divided the’ 
wonder of Europe? The stormy vision passed, and his thoughts 
reverted home. “Go to my sister,’’ he faltered out to Fletcher ; 
“tell her—go to Lady Byron—you will see her, and say ”—nothing 
more.could be heard but broken ejaculations: “ Augusta—Ada— 
my sister, my child. Io lascio qualche cosa di caro nel mondo. 
For the rest, Tam content to die.” At six on the evening of the 
18th he uttered his last words, ‘“ det ve wy xa@eddew ;” and on the 
19th he passed away. 

Never, perhaps, was there such a national lamentation. By 
order of Mavrocordatos, thirty-seven guns—one for each year of 
the poet’s life—were fired from the battery, and answered by the 
Turks from Patras with an exultant volley. All offices, tribunals, 
and shops were shut, and a general mourning for twenty-one days pro- 
claimed. Stanhope wrote, on hearing the news, “ England has lost 
her brightest genius—Greece her noblest friend;” and Trelawny, 
on coming to Mesolonghi, heard nothing in the streets but “ Byron 
is dead!” like a bell tolling through the silence and the gloom. 
Intending contributors to the cause of Greece turned back when 
they heard the tidings, that seemed to them to mean she was head- 
less. Her cities contended for the body, as of old for the birth of 
a poet. Athens wished him to rest in the Temple of Theseus. 
The funeral service was performed at Mesolonghi. Buton the 2nd 
of May the embalmed remains left Zante, and on the 29th arrived 
in the Downs. His relatives applied for permission to have them 
interred in Westminster Abbey, but it was refused; and on the 
16th July they were conveyed to the village church of Hucknall. 
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CHAPTER XI. 
CHARACTERISTICS, AND PLACE IN LITERATURE. 


LORD JEFFREY at the close of a once-famous review quaintly 
laments : “‘ The tuneful quartos of Southey are already little better 
than lumber, and the rich melodies of Keats and Shelley, and the 
fantastical emphasis of Wordsworth, and the plebeian pathos of 
Crabbe, are melting fast from the field of our vision. The novels 
of Scott have put out his poetry, and the blazing star of Byron 
himself is receding from its place of pride.” Of the poets of the 
early part of this century Lord John Russell thought Byron. the 
greatest; then Scott; then Moore. “Such an opinion,” wrote a 

_ ational reviewer, in 1860, “is not worth a refutation ; we only 
smile atit.’ Nothing in the history of literature is more curious 
than the shifting of the standard of excellence, which so perplexes 
criticism. But the most remarkable feature of the matter is the 
frequent return to power of the once discarded potentates. Byron 
is resuming his place: his spirit has come again to our atmos- 
phere ; and every budding critic, as in 1820, feels called on to pro- 
nounce a verdict on his genius and character. The present times 
are, in many respects, an aftermath of the first quarter of the 
century which was an era of revolt, of doubt, of storm. There 
succeeded an era of exhaustion, of quiescence, of reflection. The 
first years of the third quarter saw a revival of turbulence and 
agitation; and, more than our fathers, we are inclined to sym- 
pathise with our grandfathers. Macaulay<has popularised the 
story of the change of literary dynasty which in our island marked 
the close of the last, and the first two decades of the present, 
hundred years. 

The corresponding artistic revolt on the continent was closely 
connected with changes in the political world. The originators of 
the romantic literature in Italy, for tne most part, died in Spiel- 
berg or in exile. The same revolution which levelled the Bastille, 
and converted Versailles and the Trianon—the classic school in 
stone and terrace—into a moral Herculaneum and Pompeii, drove 
the models of the so-called Augustan ages into a museum of 
antiquarians. In our own country, the movement initiated by 
Chatterton, Cowper, and Burns was carried out by two classes of 
great writers. They agreed in opposing freedom to formality; in 
substituting for the old new aims and methods; in preferring a 
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grain of mother wit to a peck of clerisy. They broke with the old 
school, as Protestantism broke with the old Church ; but, like the 
sects, they separated again. Wordsworth, Southey, and Coleridge, 
while refusing to acknowledge the literary precedents of the past, 
submitted themselves to a self-imposed law. The partialities of 
their maturity were towards things settled and regulated; their 
favourite virtues, endurance and humility ; their conformity to 
established institutions was the basis of a new Conservatism. The 
others were the Radicals of the movement: they practically ac- 
knowledged no law but their own inspiration. Dissatisfied with the 
existing order, their sympathies were with strong will and passion 
and defiant independence. These found their master-types in 
Shelley and in Byron. 

A reaction is always an extreme. Loliards, Puritans, Coven- 
anters were in some respects nauseous antidotes to ecclesiastical 
corruption. The ruins of the Scotch cathedrals and of the French 
nobility are warnings at once against the excess that provokes and 
the excess that avenges. The revolt against the amczen régime in 
letters made possible the Ode’ that is the high-tide mark of modern 
English inspiration, but it was parodied in page on page of maund- 
ering rusticity. Byron saw the danger, but was borne headlong by 
the rapids. Hence the anomalous contrast between his theories 
and his performance. Both Wordsworth and Byren were bitten by 
Rousseau; but the former is, at furthest, a Girondin. The latter, 
acting like Danton on the motto “L’audace, Paudace, toujours 
Paudace,” sighs after Henxrz Quatre et Gabriélle. There is’ more 
of the spirit of the French Revolution in Dow Faz than in all the 
works of the author’s contemporaries; but his criticism is that of 
Boileau, and when deliberate is generally absurd. He never re- 
cognised the meaning of the artistic movement of his age, and 
overvalued those of his works which the Unities helped to destroy. 
He hailed Gifford as his Magnus Apollo, and put Rogers next to 
Scott in his comical pyramid. Chaucer,’ he writes, “I think 
obscene and contemptible.” He could see no merit in Spenser, 
preferred Tasso to Milton, and called the old English dramatists 
*“mad and turbid mountebanks.” In the same spirit he writes: 
“In the time of Pope it was all Horace; now it is all Claudian.” 
He saw—what fanatics’ had begun to deny—that Pope was a great 
writer, and the “angel of reasonableness,” the strong common 
sense of both, was a link between them; but the expressions he uses 
during his controversy with Bowles look like jests, till we are con- 
vinced of his earnestness by his anger. “ Neither time, nor distance, 
nor grief, nor age can ever diminish my veneration for him who is 
the great moral poet of all times, of all climes, of all feelings, and 
of all stages of existence... . Your whole generation are not 
worth a canto of the Duzczad, or anything that is his.”? All the 
while he was himself writing prose and verse, in grasp, if not in 
vigour as far beyond the stretch of Pope, as Pope is in “ worth and 
wit and sense ” removed above his mimics. The point of the par- 
adox is not merely that he deserted, but that he sometimes imi- 
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tated his modei, and when he did so, failed. Macaulay’s judg- 
ment, that “ personal taste led him to the eighteenth century, thirst 
for praise to the nineteenth,” is quite at fault. There canbe no 
doubt that Byron loved praise as much as he affected to despise 
it. His note, on reading the Quarterly on his dramas, “Iam the 


most unpopular man in England,” is like the cry of a child , 


under chastisement; but he had little affinity, moral or artistic, 
with the spirit of our so-called Augustans, and his determination 
to admire them was itself rebellious. Again we are reminded of 
his phrase, “I am of the opposition.” His vanity and pride were 
perpetually struggling for the mastery, and though he thirsted for 
popularity he was bent on compelling it;.so he warred with the 
literary impulse of which he was the child. 

Byron has no relation to the master-minds whose works reflect 
a nation or an era, and who keep their ownsecrets. His verse and 
prose is alike biographical, and the inequalities of his style are 
those of his career. He lived.in a glass case, and could not hide 
himself by his habit of burning blue lights. He was too great to do 
violence to his nature, which was not great enough to be really 
consistent. It was thus natural for him to pose as the spokesman of 
two ages—as a critic and as an author ; and of two orders of society 
as a peer, and as a poet of revolt. Sincere in both, he could 
never forget the one character in the other. To the last he was an 
aristocrat in sentiment, a democratin opinion. “ Wulgarity,” he 
writes, with a pithy half-truth, “is far worse than downright black- 
guardism ; for the latter comprehends wit, humour, and strong 
sense at all times, while the former is a sad abortive attempt at all 
things, signifying nothing.” He could never reconcile himself to 
the English radicals ; and it has been acutely remarked that part 
of his final interest in Greece lay in the fact that he found it a 
country of classic memories, “where a man might be the champion 
of liberty without soiling himself in the arena.” He owed much of 
his early influence to the fact of his moving in the circles of rank 
and fashion; but though himself steeped in the prejudices of caste, 
he struck at them at times with fatal force. Aristocracy is the in- 
dividual asserting a vital distinction between itself and “ the muck 
0’ the world.” Byron’s heroes all rebel against the associative 
tendency of the nineteenth century; they are self-worshippers at 
war with society; but most of them come to bad ends. He ma- 
ligned himself in those caricatures, and has given more of himself 
in describing one whom with special significance we call a brother 
poet. “Allen,” he writes in 1813, “has lent me a quantity of 
- Burns’s unpublished letters....What an antithetical mind !—ten- 
derness, roughness—delicacy, coarseness—sentiment, sensuality— 
soaring and grovelling—dirt and deity—all mixed up in that one 
compound of inspired clay!’’? We have only t® add to these an- 
titheses, in applying them with slight, modification to the writer. 





Byron. had, on occasion, more self-control than Burns, who yielded 


to every thirst or gust, and could never have lived the life of the 
soldier at Mesolonghi; but, partly owing to meanness, partly to a 
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sound instinct, his memory has been severely dealt with. The fact 
of his being a nobleman helped to make him famous, but it also 
helped to make him hated. No doubt it half spoiled him in making 
him a show; and the circumstance has suggested the remark of a 
humourist, that it is as bard for a lord to be a perfect gentleman as 
for a camel to pass through the needle’s eye. Butit also exposed to 
the rancours of jealousy a man who had nearly everything but domes- 
tic happiness to excite that most corroding of literary passions; 
and when he got out of gear he became the quarry of Spenser’s 
“blatant beast.” On the other hand, Burns was, beneath his dis- 
gust at Hoty Fairs and Willies, sincerely reverential; much of 
Don Fuan would have seemed to him “an atheist’s laugh,” and— 
a more certain superiority—he was absolutely frank. 

Byron, like Pope, was given to playing monkey-like tricks, 
mostly harmless, but offensive to their victims. His peace of 
mind was dependent on what people would say of him, to a degree 
unusual even in the irritable race; and when they spoke ill he was, 
again like Pope, essentially vindictive. The Bards and Reviewers 
beats about, where the lines to Atticus transfix with Philoctetes’ 
arrows; but they are due to a like impulse. Byron affected to 
contemn the world; but, say what he would, he cared too much for 
it. Hehad a genuine love of solitude as an alternative; but he 
could not subsist without society, and, Shelley tells us, wherever 
he went, became the nucleus of it. He sprang up again when 
flung to the earth, but he never attained to the disdain he desired. 

We find him at once munificent and careful about money; 
calmly asleep amid a crowd of trembling sailors, yet never going 
to ride without a nervous caution; defying augury, yet seriously 
disturbed by a gipsy’s prattle. He could be the most genial of 
comrades, the most considerate of masters, and he secured the de- 
votion of his servants, as of his friends; but he was too overbear- 
ing to form many equal friendships, and apt to be ungenerous to 
his realrivals. His shifting attitude towards Lady Byron, his wav- 
ering purposes, his impulsive acts, are a part of the character we 
trace through all his life and work—a strange mixture of magnanim- 
ity and brutality, of laughter and tears, consistent in nothing but 
his passion and his pride, yet redeeming all his defects by his 
graces, and wearing a greatness that his errors can only half 
obscure. : 

Alternately the idol and the horror of his contemporaries, Byron 
was, during his life, feared and respected as “the grand Napoleon 
of the realms of rhyme.” His works were the events of the literary 
world. |The chief among them were translated into French, Ger- 
man, Italian, Danish, Polish, Russian, Spanish. On the publica- 
tion of Moore’s Z7/e, Lord Macaulay had no hesitation in referring 
to Byron “as thé most celebrated Englishman of the nineteenth 
century.” Nor have we now; but in the interval between 1840- 
1870 it was the fashion to talk of him as a sentimentalist, a 
romancer, a shallow wit, a nine days’ wonder, a poet for “ green 
unknowing youth.” It was a reaction such as leads us to disestab- 
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lish the heroes of our crude imaginations till we learn that to 
one nothing is as sure.a sign of immaturity as to admire every- 
thing. 

The weariness, if not disgust, induced by a throng of more than 
usually absurd imitators, enabled Mr. Carlyle, the poet’s successor 
in literary influence, more effectively to lead the counter-revolt. 
“In my mind,” writes this critic, in 1839, “ Byron has been sinking 
at an accelerated rate for the last ten years, and has now reached 
a very low level....His fame has been very great, but I do not see 
how it is to endure; neither does that make him great. No gen- 
uine productive thought was ever revealed by him to mankind. Ee 
taught me nothing that I had not again to forget.” ‘The refrain of 
Carlyle’s advice during the most active years of his criticism was, 
“ Close thy Byron, open thy Goethe.” We do so, and find that 
’ the refrain of Goethe’s advice in reference to Byron is—‘“ Noc- 
turna versate manu, versate diurnad.” He urged Eckermann to 
study English that he might read him; remarking, “ A character of 
such eminence has never existed before, and probally will never 
come again. The paesiath of Cazxz is such as we shall not see a sec- 
ond time in the world....Byron issues from the sea-waves ever 
fresh. I did right to present him with that monument of iove in 
Helena. 1 could not make use of any man as the representative 
of the modern poetic era except him, who is undoubtedly to be 
regarded as the greatest genius of our century.” Again: “’Tasso’s 
epic has maintained its fame, but Byron is the burning bush 


which reduces the cedar of Lebanon to ashes....The English 
may think of him as they please; this is selb v they can show 
no (living) poet who is to be compared to him....But he is too 


worldly. Contrast Aacbeth and Beppo, where you are in a nefa- 
rious empirical world. On Eckermann’s doubting “whether there 
is a gain for pure culture in Byron’s work,”’ Goethe conclusively 
replies, “There I must contradict you. The audacity and grand- 
eur of Byron must certainly tend towards culture. We should take 
care not to be always looking for it in the decidedly pure and 
moral. Everything that is ereat promotes cultivation, as soon as 
we are aware of it.” 

This verdict of the Olympian as against the verdict of the Titan 
is interesting in itself, and as being the verdict of the whole con- 
tinental world of letters. “ What, ”? exclaims Castelar, “does 
Spain not owe to Byron? From his mouth come our hopes and 
fears. He has baptized us with his blood. There is no one with 
whose being some song of his is not woven. His life is like a 

- funeral torch over our graves.” Mazzini takes up the same tune 

for Italy.. Stendhal speaks of Byron’s “ Adalionig power ;” and 
Sainte Beuve writes to the same intent, with some judicious 
_ caveats. M. Taine concludes his survey ‘of the romantic move- 
ment with the remark: “In this splendid effort, the greatest are 
exhausted. One alone—Byron—attains the summit. He is so 
great and so English, that from him alone we shall learn more 
truths of his country and his age than from all the rest together.” 
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Dr. Elze ranks the author of Harold and Fuan among the four 
greatest English poets, and claims for him the intellectual parent- 
age of Lamartine and Musset in France, of Espronceda in Spain, 
of Puschkin in Russia, with some modifications, of Heine in Ger-. 
many, of Berchet and others in Italy. So many voices of so vari- 
ous countries cannot be simply set aside: unless we wrap our- 
selyes in an insolent insularism, we are bound at least to ask what 
is the meaning of their concurrent testimony. Foreign judgments 
can manifestly have little weight on matters of form, and not one 
of the above-mentioned critics is sufficiently alive to the egregious 
shortcomings which Byron himself recognised. That he loses al- 
most nothing by translation is a compliment to the man, a dispar- 
agement to the artist. Scarce a page of his verse even aspires to 
perfection ; hardly a stanza will bear the minute word-by-word dis- 
section which only brings into clearer view the delicate touches of 
Keats or Tennyson; his pictures with a big brush were never 
meant for the microscope. Here the contrast between his theo- 
retic worship of his idol and his own practice reaches a climax. 
If, as he professed to believe, “the best poet is he who best exe- 
cutes his work,” then he is hardly a poet at all. He is habitually 
rapid and slovenly; an improvisatore on the spot where his fancy 
is kindled, writing currente calamo, and disdaining the “art to 
blot.” “I can never recast anything. I am like the tiger; if 1. 
miss the first spring, I go grumbling back to my jungle.” He said 
to Medwin, “Blank verse is the most difficult, because every line 
must be good.” Consequently, his own blank verse is always de- 
fective—sometimes execrable. No one else—except, perhaps, 
Wordsworth — who could write so well, could also write so ill. 
This fact in Byron’s case seems due not to mere carelessness, but 
to incapacity. Something seems to stand behind him, like ‘the 
slave in the chariot, to check the current of his highest thought. 
The glow of his fancy fades with the suddenness»of a southern 
sunset. His best inspirations are spoilt by the interruption of in- 
congruous commonplace. He had none of the guardian delicacy 
of taste, or the thirst after completeness, which mark the consum- 
mate artist. He is more nearly a dwarf Shakspeare than a giant 
Pope. This defect was most mischievous where he was weakest, 
in his dramas and his .lyrics, least so where he was strongest, in 
his mature satires. It is almost transmuted into an excellence in 
the greatest of these, which is by design and in detaila temple of 
incongruity. 

If we turn from his manner to his matter, we cannot claim for 
Byron any absolute originality. _His sources have been found in 
Rousseau, Voltaire, Chateaubriand, Beaumarchais, Lauzun, Gibbon, 
Bayle, St. Pierre, Alfieri, -Casti, Cuvier, La Bruyere, Wieland, 
Swift, Sterne, Le Sage, Goethe, scraps of the classics, and the 
Book of Job. Absolute originality in a late age is only possible 
to the hermit, the lunatic, or the sensation novelist. Byron, like 
the rovers before Minos, was not ashamed of his piracy. He 
transferred the random prose of his own letters and journals to his 
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dramas, and with the same complacency made use of the notes 
jotted down from other writers as he sailed on the Lake of Geneva. 
But he made them his own by re-casting the rough ore into bell- 
metal. He brewed a cauldron like that of Macbeth’s witches, and 
from it arose the images of crowned kings. If he did not bring a 
new idea into the world, he quadrupled the force of existing ideas 
and scattered them far and wide. Southern critics have main- 
tained that he had a southern nature, and was in his true element 
on the Lido or under an Andalusian night. Others dwell on the 
English pride that went along with his Italian habits and Greek 
sympathies. The truth is, he had the power of making himself 
poetically everywhere at home; and this, along with the fact of 
all his writings being perfectly intelligible, is the secret of his Eu- 
ropean influence. He was a citizen of the world ; because he not 
only painted the environs, but reflected the passions and aspira- 
tions of every scene amid which he dwelt. 

A disparaging critic has said, “ Byron is nothing without his 
descriptions.” The remark only emphasises the fact that his 
genius was not dramatic. All non-dramatic art is concerned with 
bringing before us pictures of the world, the value of which lies 
half in their truth, half in the amount of human interest with which 
‘they are invested. To scientific accuracy few poets can lay claim, 
and Byron less than most; but the general truth of his descrip- 
- tions is acknowledged by all who have travelled in the same coun- 
tries. The Greek verses of his first pilgrimage—e. g¢., the night 
scene on the Gulf of Arta, many of the Albanian sketches, with 
much of the Szege of Corinth and the Gzaour—have been invaria- 
bly commended for their vivid realism. Attention has been es- 
pecially directed to the lines in the Corsair beginning— 


“ But, lo! from high Hymettus to the plain,” 
as being the veritable voice of one 
“ Spell-bound, within the clustering Cyclades.” 


The opening lines of the same canto, transplanted from the Curse 
of Minerva, are even more suggestive :— 


“ Slow sinks, more lovely ere his race be run, 
Along Morea’s hill the setting sun, 
Not, as in northern climes, obscurely bright, 
But one unclouded blaze of living light,” &c. 


In the same way, the later cantos of Harold are steeped in Switz- 
erland and in Italy. Byron’s genius, it is true, required a stimu- 
lus; it could not have'revelled among the daisies of Chaucer, or 
-pastured by the banks of the Doon or the Ouse, or thriven among 
the Lincolnshire fens. He had a sincere, if somewhat exclusive, 
delight in the storms and crags that seemed to respond to his na- 
ture and to his age. There is no affectation in the expression of 
the wish, “O that the desert were my dwelling-place!” though we 
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know that the writer on the shores of the Mediterranean still craved 
for the gossip of the clubs. It only shows that— 


“Two desires toss about 
The poet’s feverish blood ; 
One drives him to the world without, 
And one to solitude.” 

Of Byron’s two contemporary rivals, Wordsworth had no fever- 
ish blood; nothing drove him to the world without; consequently 
his “eyes avert their ken from half of human fate,” and his influ- 
ence, though perennial, will always be limited. He conquered 
England from his hills and iakes ; but his spirit has never crossed 
the Straits which he thought too narrow. The other, with a fever 
in his veins, calmed it in the sea and in the cloud, and, in some 
degree because of his very excellencies, has failed as yet to mark 
the world at large. The poets’ poet, the cynosure of enthusiasts, 
he bore the banner of the forlorn hope; but Byron, with his feet 
of clay, led the ranks. Shelley, as pure a philanthropist as St. 
Francis or Howard, could forget mankind, and, like his Adonais, 
become one with nature. Byron, who professed to hate his fel- 
lows, was of them even more than for them, and so appealed to 
them through a broader sympathy, and held them with a firmer 
hand. By virtue of his passion, as well as his power, he was en- 
abled to represent the human tragedy in which he played so many 
parts, and to which his external universe of cloudless moons, 
and vales of evergreen, and lightning-riven peaks, are but the vari- 
ous background. He set the “anguish, doubt, desire,” the whole 
chaos of his age, to a music whose thunder-roll seems to have 
inspired the opera of Zokengrin—a music not designed to teach or 
to satisfy “the budge doctors of the Stoic fur,”-but which will con- 
tinue to arouse and delight the sons and daughters of men. 

Madame de Staél said to Byron, at Ouchy, “It does not do to 
war with the world: the world is too strong for the individual.” 
Goethe only gives a more philosophic form to this counsel when 
he remarks of the poet, “He put himself into a false position by 
his assaults on Church and State. His discontent ends in nega- 
tion... . If I call dad bad, what do I gain? But if I call good 
bad, I do mischief.” The answer is obvious ; as long as men call 
bad good, there is a call for iconoclasts: half the reforms of the 
world have begun in negation. Such comments also point to the 
common error of trying to make men other than they are by lec- 
turing them. The scion of a long line of lawless bloods—a Scan- 
dinavian Berserker, if there ever was one—the literary heir of the 
Eddas—was specially created to wage that war—to smite the con- 
ventionality which is the tyrant of England with the hammer of 
Thor, and to sear with the sarcasm of Mephistopheles the hollow 
hypocrisy—sham taste, sham morals, sham religion—of the society 
by which he was surrounded and infected, and which all but suc- 
ceeded in seducing him. But for the ethereal essence— 

“The fount of fiery life 
Which served for that Titanic strife,” 
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Byron would have been merely a more melodious Moore and a 
more accomplished Brummell. But the caged lion was only half 
tamed, and his continual growls were his redemption. His rest- 
lessness was the sign of a yet unbroken will. He fell and rose, 
and fell again; but never gave up the struggle that keeps alive, if 
it does not save, the soul. His greatness, as well as his weakness, 
lay in the fact that from boyhood battle was the breath of his being. 
To tell him not to fight was like telling Wordsworth not to reflect, 
or Shelley not to sing. His instrument is a trumpet of challenge ; 
and he lived, as he appropriately died, in the progress of an unac- 
complished campaign. His work is neither perfect architecture 
nor fine mosaic; but, like that of his intellectual ancestors, the 
elder Elizabethans whom he perversely maligned, it is all animated 
by the spirit of action and of enterprise. 

In good portraits his head has a lurid look, as if it had been at 
a higher temperature that that of other men. That high tempera- 
ture was the source of his inspiration, and the secret of a spell 
which, during his life, commanded homage and drew forth love. 
Mere artists are often manikins. Byron’s brilliant though unequal 
genius was subordinate to the power of his personality ; he 


“ Had the elements 
So mix’d in him, that Nature might stand up 
And say to all the world—‘ This was a man.’” | 


We may learn much from him still, when we have ceased to dis- 
parage, as our fathers ceased to idolise, a name in which there is 
so much warning and so much example. 


s 


THE END. 
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MILTON. 


FIRST PERIOD. 1608—1639. 


CH A Pb a. 
FAMILY—SCHOOL—COLLEGE, 


In the seventeenth century it was not the custom to publish two 
volumes upon every man or woman whose name had appeared on 
a title-page. Nor, where lives of authors were written, were they 
written with the redunaancy of particulars which is now allowed. 
Especially are the lives of the poets and dramatists obscure and 
meagrely recorded. Of Milton, however, we know more personal 
details than of any man of letters of that age. Edward Phillips, 
the poet’s nephew, who was brought up by his uncle, and lived in 
habits of intercourse with him to the last, wrote alife, brief, inexact, 
superficial, but valuable from the nearness of the writer to the sub- 
ject of his memoir. A contemporary of Milton, John Aubrey (b. 
1625), “a very honest man, and accurate in his accounts of matters 
of fact,’ as Toland says of him, made it his business to learn all 
he could about Milton’s habits. Aubrey was himself acquainted 
with Milton, and diligently catechised the poet’s widow, his brother, 
and his nephew, scrupulously writing down each detail as it came 
/to him, in the minutes of lives which he supplied to Antony Wood, 
to be worked upinhis Athene and Fastz. Aubrey was only an an- 
tiquarian collector, and was mainly dependent on what could be 

learned from the family. None of Milton’s family, and least of all 
Edward Phillips, were of a capacity to apprehend moral or mental 
qualities, and they could only tell Aubrey of his goings out and his 
comings in, of the clothes he wore, the dates of events, the names 
of his acquaintance. In compensation for the want of observation 
on the part of his own kith and kin, Milton himself, with a superb 
and ingenuous egotism, has revealed the secret of his thoughts 
and feelings in numerous autobiographical passages of his prose 
writings. From what he directly communicates, and from what he 
unconsciously betrays, we obtain an internal life of the mind, more 
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ample than that external life of the bodily mie aie which we owe 
to Aubrey and Phillips. 

In our own generation all that printed packs or written docu- 
ments have preserved about Milton has been laboriously brought 
together by Professor David’ Masson, in whose Life of Milton we 
have the most exhaustive biography that ever was compiled of any - 
Englishman. Itis a noble and finalmonument erected to the poet’s 
memory, two centuries after his death. My excuse for attempting 
to write of Milton after Mr. Masson is that his life is in six volumes 
octavo, with a total of some four or five thousand pages. ‘The 
present outline is written fora different’class of readers, those, 
namely, who cannot: afford to know more of Milton than can be 
told in some two hundred and fifty pages. 

A family of Miltons, deriving the name in all probabil ity from 
the parish of Great Milton near f hame, is found in various branches 
spread over Oxfordshire and the adjoining counties in the reign ot 
Elizabeth. The poet’s grandfather was a substantial yeoman, liv- 
ing at Stanton St. John, “ahout five miles from Oxford, within the 
forest of Shotover, of which he was also an under-ranger. The 
ranger’s son John was at School in Oxford, possiblyas a “chorister, 
conformed to the Established Church, and was in consequence cast 
off by his father, who adhered to the old faith. The disinherited 
son went to: ‘London, and by the assistance of a friend was. set 
up in business as a scrivener. A scrivener discharged some of the 
functions which, at the present day, are undertaken for us in a solic. 
itor’s office. John Milton the father, being a man of probity and 
force of character, was soon’ on the way to acquire “a plentiful for- | 
Time ve pout Ne continued to live over his shop, which was in Bread 
Street, Cheapside, and which bore the sign of the Spread Eagle, 
the family crest. 

It was at the Spread Eagle that his eldest son, John Milton, 
was born, 9th, December, 1608, being thus exactly cotemporary 
with Lord Clarendon, who also died in the same year as the poet. 
Milton must be added to the long roll,of our poets who have been | 

natives of the city which now never sees sunlight or blue sky, along 
with Chaucer, Spenser, Herrick, Cowley, Shirley, Ben Johnson, 
Pope,. Gray, Ree: Besides attending asa) day “scholarsat ot! 
~Paul’s School, which was close at hand, his father engaged for 
‘him a private tutor athome. The household of the Spread Eagle 
not only enjoyed civic prosperity, but some share of that liberal 
cultivation which, if not imbibed in the home, neither school nor 
college ever confers. The scrivener was not only an amateur in 
music, but a composer, whose tunes, songs, and airs found their 
way into the best collections of music. “Both schoolmaster and 
tutor were men of mark. The high master of St. Paul’s at that 
time was Alexander Gill, and’ M. A. of Corpus Christi College, Ox- 
ford, who was “ esteemed to have such an excellent way of training 
up youth, that none in his time went beyond it.” The private tutor 
was Thomas Young, who was, or had been, curate to Mr. Gataker, 
of Rotherhithe, itself a certificate of merit, even if we had not the. 
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pupil’s emphatic testimony of gratitude.: Milton’s fourth elegy is 
addressed to Young, when, in 1627, he was settled at Hamburg, 
crediting him with having first infused into his pupil a taste for 
classic literature and poetry. Biographers have derived Milton’s 
Presbyterianism in 1641 from the lessons twenty years before of 
this Thomas Young, a Scotchman, and one of the authors of the 
Smectymnuus. This, however, is a misreading of Milton’s mind— 
a mind which was an organic whole—‘ whose seed was in itself,” 
self-determined; not one whose opinions can be accounted for by 
contagion or casual impact. — - 

Of Milton’s boyish exercises two have been preserved. They 
are English paraphrases of two of the Davidic Psalms, and were 
done at the age of fifteen. That they were thought by himself 
worth printing in the same volume with Commus, is the most note- 
worthy thing about them. No words are so commonplace but that 
they can be made to yield inference by a biographer. And even in, 
these school exercises we think we can discern that the future poet 
was already a diligent reader of Sylvester’s Du Bartas (1605), the 
patriarch of Protestant poetry, and of Fairfax’s Yasso (1600). 
There are other indications that, from very early years, poetry had 

- assumed a place in Milton’s mind, not merely as a juvenile pastime, 
but as an occupation of Serious import. 

Young Gill, son. of the high master, a school-fellow of Milton, 
went up to Trinity, Oxford, where he got into trouble by being in- 
formed against by Chillingworth, who reported incautious Presby- 
terian speeches of Gill to his godfather, Laud. With Gill Milton 
corresponded; they exchanged their verses, Greek, Latin, and 
English with a confession on Milton’s part that he prefers English 
and Latin composition to Greek: that to write Greek verses in 
this age was to sing to the deaf. Gill, Milton finds “a severe 
critic of poetry, however disposed to be lenient to his friend’s at- 
tempts.” 

lf Milton’s genius did not announce itself in his paraphrases 
of Psalms, it did in his impetuosity in learning, “ which I seized 
with such eagerness that from the twelfth year of my age I scarce 
eyer went to bed before midnight.” Such is his own account 
And it is worth notice that we have here an incidental test of th. 
trustworthiness of Aubrey’s reminiscences. Aubrey’s words are, 
“When he was very young he studied very hard, and sate up very 
late, commonly till twelve or one o’clock at night; and his father 
ordered the maid to sit up for him.” 

He was ready for college at'sixteen, not earlier than the usual 
age at that period. As his schoolmasters, both the Gills, were 
Oxford men (Young was of St. Andrew’s), it might have been ex- 

pected that the young scholar would have been placed at Oxford. 

_However, it was determined that he should go to Cambridge, 
where he was admitted a pensioner of Christ’s, 12th February, 
1625, and commenced residence in the Easter term ensuing.  Per- 
haps his father feared the growing High Church, or, as it was then 
called, Arminianism, of his own university. It so happened, how- 
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ever, that the tutor to whom the young Milton was consigned was 
specially noted for Arminian proclivities. This was William Chap- 
pell, then Fellow of Christ’s, who so recommended himself to Laud 

_by his party zeal that he was advanced to be Provost of Dublin and 
Bishop of Cork. : 

Milton was one of those pupils who are more likely to react 
against a‘ tutor than to take a ply from him. A preaching divine 
-—Chappell composed a treatise on the art of preaching—a narrow 
ecclesiastic of the type loved by Laud, was exactly the man who 
would drive Milton into opposition. But the tutor of the seven- 
teenth century was not able, like the easy-going tutor of the eight- 
eenth, to leave the young rebel to pursue the reading of his choice 
in his own chamber. ‘Chappell endeavoured to drive his pupil 
along the scholastic highway of exercises. Milton, returning to 
Cambridge after his’ summer vocation, eager for the acquisition of 
wisdom, complains that he “was dragged from his studies, and 
compelled to employ himself in composing some frivolous declama- 
tion!” Indocile, as he confesses himself (indocilisque etas prava 
magistra fuit), he kicked against either the discipline or the exer- 
cises exacted by college rules. He was punished. Aubrey had 
heard that he was flogged, a thing not impossible in itself, as the 
Admonition Book of Emanuel gives an instance of corporal chas- 
tisement as late as 1667. Aubrey’s statement, however, is a dubi- 
tative interlineation in his MS., and Milton’s age, seventeen, as 
well as the silence of his later detractors, who raked up everything 
which could be told to his disadvantage, concur to make us hesitate 
to accept a fact on so slender evidence. Anyhow, Milton was sent 
away from college for a time, in the year 1627, in consequence of 
something unpleasant which had occurred. That it was something 
of which he was not ashamed is clear, from his alluding to it h'm- 
self in the lines written at the time,— 


“Nec duras usque libet minas perferre magistri 
Czeteraque ingenio non subeunda meo.” 


And that the tutor was not considered to have been wholly free 
from blame is evident from the fact that the master transferred 
Milton from*Chappell to another tutor, a very unusual proceeding. 
Whatever the nature of the punishment, it was not what is known 
as rustication; for Milton did not lose a term, taking his two de- 
grees of B.A. and M.A. in regular course, at the earliest date from 
his matriculation permitted by the statutes. The one outbreak of 
juvenile petulance and indiscipline over, Milton’s force of character 
and unusual attainments acquired him the esteem of his seniors. 
The nickname of “the lady of Christ’s,” given him in derison by 
his fellow-students, is an attestation of virtuous conduct. Ten 
' years later, in 1642, Milton takes an opportunity to “acknowledge 
publicly, with all grateful mind, that more than, ordinary respect 
which I found, above many of my equals, at the hands of those 
courteous and learned men, the Fellows of that college wherein I 
spent some years; who, at my parting, after I had taken two de- 
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grées, as the manner is, signified many ways how much better it 
would content them that I would stay; as by many letters full of 
kindness and loving respect, both before that time and long after, 
I was assured of their singular good affection towards me.”’ 

The words “how much better it would content them that I 
would stay ” have been thought to hint at the offer of a fellowship 
at Christ’s. It is highly improbable that such an offer was ever 
made. There had been two vacancies in the roll of fellows since 
Milton had become eligible by taking his B.A. degree, and he had 
been passed over in favour of juniors, who were pushed by Court 
patrons or college favouritism. And in universities generally, it is 
not literature or general acquirements which recommend a candi- 
date for endowed posts, but technical skill in the prescribed exer- 
cises, and a pedagogic intention. 

Further than this, had a fellowship in his college been attain- 
able, it would not have had much attraction for Milton. <A 
fellowship implied two things, residence in college, with teach- 
ing, and orders in the church. With neither of these two con- 
ditions was Milton prepared to comply. In 1632, when he pro- 
ceeded to his M.A. degree, Milton was twenty-four, he had been 
‘seven years in college, and had therefore sufficient experience 
what college life was like. He who was so impatient of the “turba 
legentum prava” in the Bodleian library, could not have patiently 
consorted with the vulgar-minded and illiterate ecclesiastics who 
peopled the colleges of that day. Even Mede, though the author 
of Clavis Apocalyptica was steeped in the soulless clericalism of 
his age, could not support his brother-fellows without frequent re- 
tirements to Balsham, “being not willing to be joined with such 
company.” To be dependent upon Bainbrigge’s (the Master of 
Christ’s) good pleasure for a supply of pupils; to have to live in 
daily intercourse with the Powers and the Chappells, such as we 
know them from Mede’s letters, was an existence to which only 
the want of daily bread could have driven Milton. Happily his 
father’s circumstances were not such as to make a fellowship pe- 
cuniarily an object to the son. If he longed for “the studious 
cloister’s pale,” he had been now for seven years near enough to 
college life to have dispelled the dream that it was a life of lettered 
leisure and philosophic retirement. It was just about Milton’s 
time that the college tutor finally supplanted the university pro- 
fessor, a system which implied the substitution of exercises per- 
formed by the pupil for instruction given by the teacher. What- 
ever advantages this system brought with it, it brought inevitably 
the degradation of the teacher, who was thus dispensed from 
knowledge, having only to attend to form. The time of the col- 
lege tutor was engrossed by the details of scholastic superintend- 
ence, and the frivolous worry of academical business. Admissions, 
matriculations, disputations, declamations, the formalities of de- 
grees, public reception of royal and noble visitors, filled every 
hour of his day, and left no time, even if he had had the taste, for 
private study. To teaching, as we shall see, Milton was far from 
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averse. But then it must be teaching as he understood it, a téach- 
ing which should expand the intellect and raise the character, not 
dexterity i in playing with the verbal formule of the disputations of 
the schools. 

Such an occupation Bani have no attractions for one who was 
even now meditating // Penseroso (composed 1633). At twenty he 
had already confided to his school- fellow, the young Gill, the secret 
of his discontent with the Cambridge tone. “ Here among us,” he 
writes from college, “are barely one or two who do not flutter 
off, all unfledged, into theology, having gotten of philology or of 

philosophy scarce so much asa smattering. And for theology they 
oe content with just what is enough to enable them to patch up a 
paltry sermon.’’ He retained the same feeling towards his Alma 
Mater in 1641, when he wrote (Reason of Church Government), 
‘Cambridge, which as in the time of her better health, and mine , 
own younger judgment, I never greatly admired, so now much 
NESS a teuee 

On a review of all these indications of feeling, I should conclude 
that Milton never had serious thoughts of a college fellowship, and 
that his, antipathy arose from a sense of his own incompatibility of 
temper with academic life, and was not, like Phineas Fletcher’s, 
the result of disappointed hopes, and a sense of injury for having 
been refused a fellowship at King’s. One consideration which 
remains to be mentioned would alone be decisive in favour of this 
view. A fellowship required orders.. Milton had been intended 
for the church, and had been sent to college with that view. By 
the time he left Cambrid ge, at twenty-four, it had become clear 
both to himself and his family that he could never submit his under- 
standing to the tramels of church formularies. His later mind, 
about 1641, is expressed by himself in his own forcible style,— 
“The church, to whose service by the intention of my parents and 
friends I was destined of a child, and in mine own resolutions, till 
coming to some maturity of years, and perceiving what tyranny had 
invaded in the church, that he who would take orders must sub- 
scribe slave, and take an oath withal. I thought it better to 
prefer a blameless silence before the sacred office of speaking, 
bought and Degun with servitude and forswearing.”’ When he 
took leave of the university, in 1632, he had perhaps not developed 
this distinct antipathy to the establishment. For in a letter, pre- 
served in Trinity College, and written in the winter of 1631-32, he 
does not put forward any conscientious objections to the clerical 
profession, but only apologises to the friend to whom the letter is 
addressed for delay in making choice of some profession.. The 
delay itself sprung from an unconscious distaste. In amind of the 
consistent texture of Milton’s, motives are secretly influential be- 
fore they emerge in consciousness. We shall not be wrong in 
asserting that when he left Cambridge in 1632, it was already i 
possible, in the nature of things, that he should have taken heck 
in the Church of England, or a fellowship of which orders were a 
condition. 
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CHAPTER II. 


RESIDENCE AT HORTON—L’ALLEGRO—IL PENSEROSO—ARCADES 
—COMUS-—LYCIDAS. 


Miron had been sent.to college to qualify for a profession. 
The church, the first intended,-he had gradually discovered to be 
incompatible. Of the law, either his father’s branch, or some 
other, he seems to have entertained a thought, but to have speedily 

‘dismissed it. So at the age of twenty-four he returns to his father’s 
house, bringing nothing with him but his education and a silent 
purpose. The elder Milton had now retired from business, with 
sufficient means, but not with wealth. Though John was the eldest 
son, there were two other children, a brother, Christopher, and a 
sister, Anne. To have no profession, even a nominal one, to be 
above trade and below the status of squire or yeoman, and to come 
home with the avowed object of leading an idle life, was conduct 
which required justification. Milton felt it to be so. In a letter 
addressed, in 1632, to some senior friend at Cambridge, name un- 
known, he thanks him for being “a good watchman to admonish 
that the hours of the night pass on, for so I call my life, as yet ob- 
scure and unserviceable to mankind, and that the day with me is at 
hand, wherein Christ commands all to labour.” Milton has no mis- 
givings. He knows that what he is dding with himself is the best 
he can do. His aim is far above bread-winning, and therefore his 
probation must be long. He destines for himself no indolent 
tarrying in the garden of Armida. His is a “mind made and set 

_ wholly on the accomplishment of greatest things.” He knows that 

the looker-on will hardly accept his apology for “being late,’’ that 
it is in order to being “ more fit.” | Yet it is the only apology he 
can offer. And he is dissatisfied with his own progress. “I am 
something suspicious of myself, and do take notice of a certain 

belatedness in me.” . 

Of this frame of mind the record is the second sonnet, lines 
which are an inseparable part of Milton’s biography— ; 
“ How soon hath Time, the subtle thief of youth, 

Stol’n on his wing my three-and-twentieth year ! 
My hasting days fly on with full career, 
But my late spring no bud or blossom shew’th, 
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Perhaps my semblance might deceive the truth 
That I to manhood am arrived so near, 
And inward ripeness doth much less, appear, 
That some more timely-happy spirits endu’th. 
Yet, be it less or more, or soon or slow, 
It shall be still in strictest measure even 
To that same lot, however mean or high, 
Towards which Time leads me, and the will of Heaven. 
All is, if I have grace to use it so, 
As ever in my great Taskmaster’s eye.” 


With aspirations thus vast, though unformed, with “amplitude of 
mind to greatest deeds,” Milton retired to his father’s house in the 
country. Five more years of self-education, added to the seven 
years of academical residence, were not too much for the meditation 
of projects such as Milton was already conceiving. Years many 
more than twelve, filled with great events and distracting interests, 
were to pass over before the body and shape of Paradise Lost was 
given to these imaginings. 

The country retirement in which the elder Milton had fixed 
himself was the little village of Horton, situated in that southern- 
most angle of the county of Buckingham which insinuates itself 
between Berks and Middlesex. Though only about seventeeh 
miles from London, it was the London of Charles I., with its popu- 
lation of some 300,000 only; before coaches and macadamised 
roads; while the Colne, which flows through the village, was still 
a river, and not the kennel of a paper-mill. There was no lack of 
water and wood, meadow and pasture, closes and open field, with 
the regal towers of Windsor, “ bosom’d high in tufted trees,”’ to 
crown the landscape. Unbroken leisure, solitude, tranquillity of 
mind, surrounded by the thickets and woods which Pliny thought 
indispensable to poetical meditation (Epist. 9. 10), no poet’s career 
was ever commenced under more favourable auspices. The youth 
of Milton stands in strong contrast with the misery, turmoil, chance 
‘medley, struggle with poverty, or abandonment to dissipation, which 
blighted the early years of so many of our men of letters. Milton’s 
life is a drama in three acts. The first discovers him in the calm 
and peaceful retirement of Horton, of which Z’ Allegro, [1 Pen- 
seroso, and Lycidas are the expression. In the second act he is 
breathing the foul and heated atmosphere of party passion and re- 
ligious hate, generating the lurid fires which glare in the battailous 
canticles of his prose pamphlets. The three great poems, Para- 
aise Lost, Paradise Regained, and Samson Agonistes, are the ut- 
_ terance of his final period of solitary and Promethean grandeur, 
when, blind, destitute, friendless, he testified of righteousness, 
temperance, and judgment to come, alone before a fallen world. 

In this delicious retirement of Horton, in alternate communing 
with nature and with books, for five years of persevering study he 
laid ina stock, not of learning, but of what is far above learning, 
of wide and accurate knowledge. Of the man whose profession is 
learning, it is characteristic that knowledge is its own end, and r¢- 
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search its own reward. To Milton all knowledge, all life, virtue 
itself, was already only a means to a further end. He will know 
only “that which is of use to know,” and by useful, he meant that 
which conduced to form him for his vocation of poet. 

From a very early period Milton had taken poetry to be his vo- 
cation, in the most solemn and earnest mood. The idea of this 
devotion was the shaping idea of his life. It was, indeed, a bent 
of nature, with roots drawing from deeper strata of character than 
any act of reasoned will, which kept him out of the professions, 
and now fixed him, a seeming idler, but really hard at work, in his . 
father’s house at Horton. The intimation which he had given of 
his purpose in the sonnet above quoted had become, in 1641, “an 
inward prompting which grows daily upon me, that by labour and 
intent study, which I take to be my portion in this life, joined with 
the strong propensity of nature, I might perhaps leave something 
so written to after times, as they should not willingly let it die.” 

What the ultimate form of his poetic utterance shall be, he is 
in no hurry to decide. Hewill be “long choosing,” and quite con- 
tent to be “beginning late.” All his care at present is to qualify 
himself for the lofty function to which he aspires. No lawyer, 
physician, statesman, ever laboured to fit himself for his profession 
harder than Milton strove to qualify himself for his vocation, of 
poet. Verse-making is, to the wits, a game of ingenuity; to Milton, 
it is a prophetic office, towards which the will of Heaven leads him. 
The creation he contemplates will not flow from him as the stanzas 
of the Gerusalemme did from Tasso at twenty-one. Before he can 
make a poem, Milton will make himself. “I was confirmed in this 
opinion, that he who would not be frustrated of his hope to write 
well hereafter in laudable things ought himself to be a true poem 

. . . not presuming to sing high praises of heroic men or famous 
cities, unless he have in himself the experience and practice of all 
that which is praiseworthy.” 

Of the spontaneity, the abandon, which are supposed to be 
characteristic of the poetical nature, there is nothing here; all is 
moral purpose, precision, self-dedication. So he acquires all knowl- 
edge, not for knowledge’ sake, from the instinct of learning, the neces- 
sity for completeness, but because he is tobe‘a poet. Nor will he 
only have knowledge, he will have wisdom ; moral development shall 
_ go hand in hand with intellectual. A poet’s soul should “contain 
of good, wise, just, the perfect shape.” He will cherish continu- 
ally a pure mindin a pure body. “I argued to myself that, if 
unchastity in a woman, whom St. Paul terms the glory of man, be 
such a scandal and dishonour, then certainly in a man, who is both 
the image and glory of God, it must, though commonly not so 
' thought, be much more deflouring and dishonourable.” ‘There is 
yet a third constituent of the poetical nature ; to knowledge and to 
virtue must be added religion. For it is from God that the poet’s 
thoughts come. “This is not to be obtained but by devout prayer 
to that Eternal Spirit that can enrich with all utterance and 
knowledge, and sends out his seraphim with the hallowed fire of 
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his altar, to touch and purify the life of whom he pleases. To 
this must be added industrious and select reading, steady ob- 
servation, and insight into all seemly and generous acts and affairs ; 
till which in some measure be compast, I refuse not to sustain this 
expectation.” Before the piety of this vow, Dr. Johnson’s moros- 
ity yields for a moment, and he is forced: to exclaim, “From a 
promise like this, at once fervid, pious, and rational, might be ex- 
pected the Paradise Lost.” 

Of these years of self-cultivation, of conscious moral architec- 
‘ture, such as Plato enacted in his ideal State, but none but Milton 
ever had the courage to practise, the biographer would gladly give 
a minute account. But the means of doing so are wanting. The 
poet kept no diary of his reading, such as some great students, e. ¢. 
Isaac Casaubon, have left. Nor could such a record, kad it been 
attempted, have shown us the secret process by which the scholar’s 
dead learning was transmuted in Milton’s mind into living imagery. 
“Many studious and contemplative years, altogether spent in the 
search of religious and civil knowledge” is his own description of 
the period. “You make many inquiries as to what I am about; ” 
he writes to Diodati—-‘ what am I thinking of ? Why, with God’s 
help, of immortality! Forgive the word, I only whisper it in your 
ear! Yes, 1 am pluming my wings for a flight.” This was in 
1637, at the end of five years of the Horton probation. The poems, 
which, rightly read, are strewn with autobiographical hints, are not 
silent as to the intention of this period. In Paradise Regained 
(i. 196), Milton reveals-himself. And in Cosaus, written at Horton, 
the lines 375 and following are charged with the same sentiment,— 


“And wisdom’s self 
Oft seeks to sweet retired solitude, 
Where, with her best nurse, contemplation, 
She plumes her feathers, and lets grow her wings, 
That in the various bustle of resort 
Were all-to ruffled and sometimes impair’d.” 


That at Horton Milton “read all the Greek and Latin writers ” 
is one of Johnson’s careless versions of Milton’s own words, “en- 
joyed a complete holiday in turning over Latin and Greek authors.” | 
Milton read, not.as a professional theologian, but as a poet and 
scholar, and always in the light of his secret purpose. It was not 
in his way to sit down to read over all the Greek and Latin writers, 
as Casaubon or Salmasius might do. Milton read with selection, 
and “ meditated,” says Aubrey, what he read. His practice con- 
formed to the principle he has himself laid down in the often- 
quoted lines (Paradise Regained, iv. 322)— 


“ Who reads 
Incessantly, and to his reading brings not 
A spirit and judgment equal or superior, 
Uncertain and unsettled still remains, 
Deep yers’d in books, and shallow in himself,” 


| MILTON. ty 


Some of Milton’s Greek books have been traced ; his Avatus, 
Lycophron, Euripides (the Stephanus of 1602), and his Pindar 
(the Benedictus of 1620), are still extant, with marginal memoranda, 
which seem to evince careful and discerning reading. One critic 
even thought it worth while to accuse Joshua Barnes of silently 
appropriating conjectural emendations from, Milton’s Euripides. 
But Milton’s own poems are the best evidence of his familiarity 
with all that is most choice in the remains of classic poetry. 
Though the commentators are accused of often seeing an imitation 
where there is none, no commentary can point out the ever-present 
- infusion of classical flavour, which bespeaks intimate converse far 
more than direct adaptation. Milton’s classical allusions, says 
Hartley Coleridge, are amalgamated and consubstantiated with his 
native thought. 

A commonplace book of Milton’s, after having lurked unsus- 
pected for 200 years in the archives of Netherby, has been dis- 
intered in our own day (1874). It appears to belong partly to the 
end of the Horton period. It is not by any means an account of 
all that he is reading, but only an arrangement under certain heads 
or places of memoranda for future use. These notes are extracted 
from about eighty different authors, Greek, Latin, French, Italian, 
and English. Of Greek authors no less than sixteen are quoted. 
The notes are mostly notes of historical facts, seldom of thoughts, 
never of mere verbal expression. There is no trace in it of any 
intention to store up either the imagery or the language of poetry. 
It may be that such notes were made and entered in another vol- 
ume ; for the book thus accidentally preserved to us seems to refer 
to other similar volumes of collections. But it is more likely that 
no such poetical memoranda were ever made, and that Milton 
trusted entirely to memory for the wealth of classical allusion with 
which his verses are surcharged. He did not extract from the 
poets and the great writers whom he was daily turning over, but 
only from the inferior authors and secondary historians, which he 
read only once. Most of the material collected in the common- 
place book is used in his prose pamphlets. But the facts are 
worked into the texture or his argument, rather than cited as ex- 
traneous witnesses. 

In reading history it was his aim to get at a conspectus of the 
general current of affairs rather than to study minutely a special 
period. He tells Diodati in September, 1637, that he has studied 
Greek history continuously from the beginning to the fall of Con- 
_stantinople. When he tells the same friend that he has been long 
involved in the obscurity of the early middle ages of Italian history 
_ down to the time of the Emperor Rudolf, we learn from the com- 
monplace book that-he had only been reading the one volume of 
Sigonius’s Historia Regni [talict. From the thirteenth century 
downwards he proposes to himself to study each Italian state in some 
separate history. Even before his journey to Italy he read Italian 
with as much ease as French. He tells us that it was by his father’s 
advice that he had acquired these modern Janguages. But we can 
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see that they were essential parts of his own scheme of self-educa- 
tion, which included, in another direction, Hebrew, both Biblical 
and Rabbinical, and even Syriac. ; 

The intensity of his nature showed itself in his method of study. 
He read, not desultorily, a bit bere and another there, but “ when 
| I take up with a thing, I never pause or break it off, nor am drawn 
away from it by any other interest, till I have arrived at the goal I 
proposed to myself.” He made breaks occasionally in this routine 
of study by visits to London, to see friends, to buy books, to take 
lessons in mathematics, to go to the theatre, or to concerts. A 
love of music was inherited from his father, 

I have ‘called this period, 1632-39, one of preparation, and not 
of production. But though the first volume of poems printed by 
Milton did not appear till 1645, the most considerable part of its 
contents was written during the period included in the present 
chapter. 

The fame of the author of Paradise Lost has over-shadowed 
that of the author of L’Allegro, [1 Penseroso, and Lycidas. Yet 
had Paradise Lost never been written, these three poems, with 
Comus, would have sufficed to place their author in a class apart, 
and above all those who had used the English language for poetical 
purposes before him. It is incumbent on Milton’s biographer to 
relate the circumstances of the composition of Comzus, as it is an 
incident in the life of the poet. 

Milton’s musical tastes had brought him the acquaintance 
of Henry Lawes, at that time the most celebrated composer in 
_England. When the Earl of Bridgewater would give an enter- 
tainment at Ludlow castle to celebrate his entry upon his office as 
President of Wales and the Marches, it was to Lawes that appli- 
cation was made to furnish the music. Lawes, as naturally, appliea 
to his young poetical acquaintance Milton to write the words. The 
entertainment was to be of that sort which was fashionable at court, 
and was called a Mask. In that brilliant period of court life which 
was inaugurated by Elizabeth and put an end to by the Civil War, 
a Mask was a frequent and favourite amusement. It was an ex- 
hibition in which pageantry and music predominated, but in which 
dialogue was introduced as accompaniment )r explanation. 

The dramatic Mask of the sixteenth century has been traced 
by the antiquaries as far back as the time of Edward III. But in 
its perfected shape it was a genuine offspring of the English re- 
naissance, a cross between the vernacular mummery, or mystery- 
play, and the Greek drama. No great court festival was considered 
complete without such a public show. Many of our great dramatic 
writers, Beaumont, Fletcher, Ben Jonson, Middleton, Dekker, Shir- 
ley, Carew, were constrained by the fashion of the time to apply 
their invention to gratify this taste for decorative representation. 
No less an artist than Inigo Jones must occasionally stoop to con- 
struct the machinery. \ 

The taste for grotesque pageant in the open air must have grad- 
ually died out before the general adyance of refinement. The 
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Mask by a process of evolution would have become the Opera. 
But it often happens that when a taste or fashion is at the point of 
death, it undergoes a forced and temporary revival. So it was with 
the Mask. In 1633, the Puritan hatred to the theatre had blazed 
out in Prynne’s Hzstriomastix, and, as a natural consequence,*the 
loyal and cavalier portion of society threw themselves into dramatic 
amusements of every kind. It was av unreal revival of the Mask, 
stimulated by political passion, in the wane of genuine taste for the 
fantastic and semi-barbarous pageant, in which the former age had 
delighted. What the imagination of the spectators was no longer 
equal to, was to be supplied by costliness of dress and scenery. 
These last representations of the expiring Mask were the occa- 
sions of an extravagant outlay. The Inns of Court and Whitehall 
vied with each other in the splendour and solemnity with which 
they brought out,—the Lawyers, Shirley’s 77zumph of Peace,—the 
Court, Carew’s Calum Britannicum. 

It was a strange caprice of fortune that made the future poet of 
the Puritan epic the last composer of a cavalier mask. ‘ The slight 
plot, or story, of Comus was probably suggested to Milton by his 
recollection of George Peele’s O/d Waves’ Tale, which he may 

- have seen on the stage. The personage of Comus was borrowed 
from a Latin extravaganza by a Dutch professor, whose Comus was 
reprinted at Oxford in 1634, the very year in which Milton wrote 
his MZask. The so-called tradition collectea: by Oldys, of the young 
Egertons, who acted in Comus, having lost themselves in Haywood 
Forest on their way to Ludlow, obviously grew out of Milton’s 
poem. However casual the suggestion, or ufpromising the occasion, 
Milton worked out of it a strain of poetry such as had never been 
heard in England before. If any any reader wishes to realise the 
immense step upon what had gone before him, which was now made 
by a young man of twenty-seven, he should turn over some of the 
most celebrated of the masks of the Jacobean period. 

We have no information how Covzws was received when rep- 
resented at Ludlow, but it found a public of readers. For Lawes, 
who had the MS. in his hands, was no importuned for copies that, 
in 1637, he caused an edition to be printed off. Not surreptitiously ; 
for though Lawes does not say, in the dedication to Lord Brackley, 
that he had the author’s leave to print, we are sure that he had it, 
only from the motto. On the title page of this edition (1637) is a 
quotation from Virgi],— 


“heu! quid volui misero mihi! floribus austrum’ 
Perditus.” 


The words are Virgil’s, but the appropriation of them, and their 
application in this “second intention,” is too exquisite to have been 
made by any but Milton. 

To the poems of the Horton period belong also the two pieces 
LD Allegro.and [1 Penseroso, and Lycidas. He was probably in the 
early stage of acquiring the language, when he superscribed the 
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two first poems with their Italian titles. For there is no such word 
as ‘ Penseroso,” the adjective formed from “Pensiero” being 
“»ensieroso.” Even had the word been written correctly, its 
signification is not that which Milton intended, viz. thoughtful, or 
contemplative, but anxious, full of cares, carking. The rapid puri- 
fication of Milton’s taste will be best perceived by comparing L’AL 
legro and // Penseroso of uncertain date, but written after 1632, 
with the Ode on the Nativity, written 1629. The Ode, notwith- 
standing its foretaste of Milton’s grandeur, abounds in frigid con- 
ceits, from which the two later pieces are free. The Ode is frosty, 
as writteh in winter, within the four walls of a college chamber. 
‘The two. idylls breathe the free air of spring and summer, and of 
the fields round Horton. They are thoroughly naturalistic; the 
choicest expression our language has yet found of the fresh charm 
of country life, not as that life is lived by the peasant, but as it is 
felt by a young and lettered student, issuing at early dawn, or at 
sunset, into the fields from his chamber and his books. All rural 
sights and sounds ana smells are here blended in that ineffable 
combination which once or twice perhaps in our lives has saluted 
our young senses before their perceptions were blunted by alcohol, 
by lust, or ambition, or diluted by the social distractions of great 
cities. 

The fidelity to nature of the imagery of these poems has been 
impugned by the critics. 


“Then to come, in spite of sorrow, 
And at my window bid good-morrow.” 


The skylark never approaches human habitations in this way, as 
the redbreast does. Mr. Masson replies that the subject of. the 
verb “to come” is, not the skylark, but L’Allegro, the joyous 
student. I cannot construe the lines as Mr. Masson does, even 
though the consequence were to convict Milton, a city-bred youth, 
of not knowing a skylark from a sparrow when he saw it... A close 
observer of things around us would not speak of the eglantine as 
twisted, of the cowslip as wan, of the violet.as glowing, or of the 
reed as balmy. Lycidas’ laureate hearse is to be strewn at once 
with primrose and woodbine, daffodil and jasmine. The pine is 
not “rooted deep as high” (P.2. 4416), but sends its roots along 
the surface. The elm, one of the thinnest-foliaged trees of the 
forest, is inappropriately named starproof (A7c. 89). Lightning 
does not singe the top of trees (P ZL. i. 613), but either shivers 
them, or cuts a grove down the stem to the ground. These and 
other such like inaccuracies must be set down partly to conven- 
tional language used without meaning, the vice of Latin versification 
enforced as a task, but they are partly due to real defect of natural 
knowledge. 

Other objections of the critics on the same score, which may. be 
met with, are easily dismissed. The objector, who can discover no 
reason why the oak should be styled “ monumental,” meets with hig 
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match in the defender who suggests that it may be rightly so called 
because monuments in churches are made of oak. I should trem- 
ble to have to offer an explanation to critics of Milton so acute as 
these two. But of less ingenious readers I would ask, if any single 
word can be found equal to “monumental” in its power of sug- 
gesting to the imagination the historic oak of park or chase, up to 
the knees in fern, which has outlasted ten generations of men; has 
been the mute witness of the scenes of love, treachery, or violence 
enacted in the baronial hall which it shadows and protects; and has 
been so associated with man that itis now rather a column and 
memorial obelisk than a tree of the forest ? 

These are the humours of criticism. But, apart from these, a 
naturalist is at once aware that Milton had neither the eye nor the 
ear of a naturalist. At no time, even before his loss of sight, was 
he an exact observer of natural objects. It may be that he knew a 
skylark from a redbreast, and did not confound the dog-rose with 
the honey-suckle. But Iam sure that he had never acquired that 
interest in nature’s things and ways which leads to close and loving 
watching of them.’ He had not that sense of outdoor nature, 
empirical and not scientific, which endows the Azgler of his co- 
temporary Walton with his enduring charm, and which is to be 
acquired only by living in the open country in childhood. Milton 
is nota man of the fields, but of books. His life is in his study, 
and when he steps abroad into the air he carries his study thoughts 
with him. He does look at nature, but he sees her through bocks. 
Natural impressions are received from without, but always in those 
forms of beautiful speech in which the poets of all ages have 
clothed them. His epithets are not, like the epithets of the school 
of Dryden and Pope, culled from the Gradus ad Parnassum ; they 
are expressive of some reality, but it is of a real emotion in the 
spectator’s soul, not of any quality detected by keen insight in the 
objects themselves. This emotion Milton’s art stamps with an 
epithet which shall convey the added charm of classical reminiscence. 
When, e. g., he speaks of “ the wand’ring moon,” the original signific- 
ance of the epithet comes home to the scholarly reader with the 
enhanced effect of its, association with the “errantum lunam ° of 
Horace. Nor because it is adopted from Horace has the epithet 
here the second-hand effect of a copy. If Milton sees nature 
through books, he still sees it. 


“To behold the wand’ring moon, 
Riding near her highest noon, 
Like one that had been led astray, 
Through the heaven’s wide pathless way, 
And oft, as if her head she bowe’d, 
Stooping through a fleecy cloud.” 


No allegation that “ wand’ring moon ” is borrowed from Horace can 
hide from us that Milton, though he remembered Horace, had 
watched the phenomencn with a feeling so intense that he projected 
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his own soul’s throb into the object before him, and named it with 
what Thomson calls “ recollected love.” 

Milton’s attitude towards nature is not that of a scientific natur- 
alist, nor even that of a close observer. It is that of a poet who 
feels its total influence too powerfully to dissect it. If, as I have 
said, Milton reads books first and nature afterwards, itis not to test 
‘nature by his books, but to learn from both. He is learning, not 
books, but from books. All he reads, sees, hears, is to him but 
nutriment for the soul. He is making himself. Man is to him the 
highest object ; nature is subordinate to man, not only in its more 
vulgar uses, but as an excitant of fine emotion. He is not con- 
cerned to register the facts and phenomena of nature, but to con- 
vey the impressions they make on a sensitive soul. The external 
forms of things are to be presented to us as transformed through 
the heart and mind of the poet. The moon is endowed with life 
and will, “stooping,” “riding,” “wand’ring,” “ bowing her head,” 
not as a frigid personification, and because the ancient poets so 
pecsonified her, but by communication to her of the intense agita- 
tion which the nocturnal spectacle rouses in the poet’s own breast. 

I have sometimes read that these two idylls are “ masterpieces 
of description.” Other critics will ask if in the scenery of Z’Ad/e- 
groand £1 Penseroso Milton has described the country about,Horton, 
in Bucks, or that about Forest Hill, in Oxfordshire ; and will object 
that the Chiltern Hills are not high enough for clouds to rest upon 
their top, much less upon their breast. But he has left out the 
pollard willows, says another censor, and the lines of pollard willow 
are the prominent feature in the valley of the Colne, even more so 
than the “hedgerow elms.” Does the line “‘ Walk the studious clois= 
ters pale,” mzean St. Paul’s or Westminster Abbey ? When these 
things can continue to be asked, it is hardly superfluous to con- 
tinue to repeat that truth of fact and poetical truth are two different 
things. Milton’s attitude towards nature is not that of a “descrip- 
tive poet,” if indeed the phrase be not a self-contradiction. 

In Milton, nature is not put forward as the poet’s theme. His 
theme is man, in the two contrasted moods of joyous emotion or 
grave reflection. The shifting scenery ministers to the varying 
mood. Thomson, in the Seasous (1726), sets himself to render 
natural phenomena as they truly are. He has left us a vivid pre- 
sentation in gorgeous language of the naturalistic calendar of the 
changing year. Milton, in these two idylls, has recorded a day of 
twenty-four hours. But he has not registered the phenomena; he 
places us at the standpoint of the man before whom they deploy. 
And the man, joyous or melancholy, is not a bare spectator of 
them; he is the student, compounded of sensibility and intelli- 
gence, of whom we are not told that he saw so and so, or that he 
felt so, but with whom we are made copartners of his thoughts and 
feeling. Description melts into emotion, and contemplation bodies 
itself in imagery. All the charm of rural life is there, but it is not 
tendered to us in the form of a landscape; the scenery is subordi- 
nated to the human figure in the centre. { 
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These two short idylls are marked by a gladsome spontaneity 
which never came to Milton again. The delicate fancy and feeling 
which play about L’ Allegro and // Penseroso never reappear, and 
form a strong contrast to the austere imaginings of his later poetical 
period. ‘These two poems have the freedom and frolic, the natural 
.grace of movement, the improvisation, of the best Elizabethan ex- 
amples, while both thoughts and words are under a strict economy 
unknown to the diffuse exuberance of the Spenserians. 

In Lyctdas (1637) we have reached the high-water mark of Eng- 
lisn poesy and of Milton’s own production. A period of a century 
_ anda half was to elapse before poetry in England seemed, in Words- 
worth’s Ode on Immortality (1807), to be rising again towards the 
level of inspiration which it had once attained in Zycidas.. And in 
the development of the Miltonic genius this wonderful dirge marks 
the culminating point. As the twin idylls of 1632 show a great ad 
vance upon the Ode ox the Nativity (1629), the growth of the poetic 
mind during the five years. which follow 1632 is registered in 
Lycidas. Like the L’Allegro and // Penseroso, Lycidas is \aid out 
on the lines of the accepted pastoral fiction; like them it offers ex- 
quisite touches of idealised rural life. But ZLycédas opens up a 
‘deeper vein of feeling, a patriot passion so vehement and danger- 
ous that, like that which stirred the Hebrew prophet, it is com- 
pelled to veil itself from power, or from sympathy, in utterance 
made purposely enigmatical. The passage which begins “Last 
came and last did go”’ raises in usa thrill of awe-struck expectation 
which I can only compare with that excited by the Cassandra of 
Zschylus’s Agamemnon. For the reader to feel this, he must 
have present in memory the circumstances of England in 1637. He 
must place himself as far as possible in the situation of a cotem- 
porary. The study of Milton’s poetry compels the study of his 
time ; and Professor Masson’s six volumes are not too much to 
enable us to understand that there were real causes for the in- 
tense passion which glows underneath the poet’s words—a passion 
which unexplained would be thought to be intrusive. 

The historical exposition must be gathered from the English 
history of the period, which may be read in Professor Masson’s 
excellent summary. All I desire to point out here is, that in 
Lycidas Milton’s original picturesque vein is for the first time 
crossed with one of quite another sort, stern, determined, obscurely 
indicative of suppressed passion, and the resolution to do or die. 
The fanaticism of the covenanter and the sad grace of Petrarch 
seem to meet in Milton’s monody. Yet these opposites, instead of 
neutralising each other, are blended into one harmonious whole by 
the presiding, but invisible, genius of the poet. The conflict be- 
tween the old cavalier world—the years of gaiety and festivity of a 
splendid and pleasure-loving court, and the new Puritan world into 
which love and pleasure were not to enter—this conflict which was 
commencing in the social life of England, is also begun in Milton’s 
own breast, and is reflected in Lyczdas. 

\ 
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“For we were nurs’d upon the self-same hill.” 


Here is the sweet mournfulness of the Spenserian time, upon 
whose joys Death is the only intruder. Pass onward a little, and 
you are in presence of the tremendous 


““Two-handed engine at the door,” 


the terror of which is enhanced by its obscurity. We are very sure 
that the avenger is there, though we know not who he is. In 
these thirty lines we have the preluding mutterings of the storm 
which was to sweep away mask and revel and song, to inhibit the 
drama, and suppress poetry. In the earlier poems Milton’s muse 
has sung in the tones of the age that is passing away; except in 
his austere chastity, a cavalier. Though even in L’Allegro Dr. 
Johnson truly detects ‘‘some melancholyin his mirth.” In Lycidas, 
for a moment, the tones of both ages, the past and the coming, are 
combined, and then Milton leaves behind him forever the golden 
age, and one half of his poetic genius. He never fulfilled the 
promise with which Lytidas concludes, ‘“« To-morrow to fresh fields 
and pastures new’ 
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CHAPTER IIT. 
JOURNEY TO ITALY. 


BEFORE 1632 Milton had begun to learn Italian. His mind, 
just then open on all sides to impressions from books, was 
peculiarly attracted by Italian poetry. The language grew to be 
loved for its own sake. Saturated with Dante and Petrarch, Tasso 
and Ariosto, the desire arose to let the ear drink in the music of 


Tuscan speech. 


The “unhappy gift of beauty,” which has attracted the spoiler 
of all ages to the Italian peninsula, has ever exerted, and still 
exerts, a magnetic force on every cultivated mind. Manifold are 
the sources of this fascination now. The scholar and the artist, 
the antiquarian and the historian, the architect and the lover of 
natural scenery, alike find here the amplest gratification of their 
tastes. This is so still; but in the sixteenth century the Italian 
cities were the only homes of an ancient and decaying civilisation. 
Not insensible to other impressions, it was specially the desire of 
social converse with the living poets and men of taste—a feeble 
generation, but one still nourishing the traditions of the great 
poetic age—which drew Milton across the Alps. 

In April, 1637, Milton’s mother had died; but his younger 
brother, Christopher, had come to live, with his wife, in the 
paternal home at Horton. Milton, the father, was not unwilling 
that his son should have his foreign tour, as a part of that elaborate 
education by which he was qualifying himself for his doubtful 
vocation. The cost was not to stand in the way, considerable as 
it must have been. Howell’s estimate, in his structions for 
Forreine Travel (1642), was 300/. a year for the tourist himself, and 
50/. for his man, a sum equal to about Ioo0o/. at present. 

Among the letters of introduction with which Milton provided 
himself, one was from the aged Sir Henry Wotton, Provost of 
Eton, in Milton’s immediate neighborhood. Sir Henry, who had 
lived a long time in Italy, impressed upon his young friend the 
importance of discretion on the point of religion, and told him the 
story which he always told to travellers who asked his advice. 
** At Siena I was tabled in the house of one Alberto Scipioni, an 
old Roman courtier in dangerous times. . . . . At my departure 
for Rome I had won confidence enough to beg his advice how | 
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might carry myself securely there, without offence of others, or of 
mine own conscience. ‘Signor Arrigo mio, says he, ‘fenszeri 
stretti ed il viso sciolto (thoughts close, countenance open) will go 
safely over the whole world.’” ‘Though the intensity of the 
Catholic reaction had somewhat relaxed in Italy, the deportment 
of a Protestant in the countries which were terrorised by the In- 
quisition was a matter which demanded much circumspection. 
Sir H. Wotton spoke from his own experience of far more rigorous 
times than those of the Barberini Pope.. But he may have noticed, 
even in his brief acquaintance with Milton, a fearless presumption 
of speech which was just what was most likely to bring him into 
trouble. The event proved that the hint was not misplaced. For 
at Rome itself, in the very lion’s den, nothing could content the 
young zealot but to stand up for his Protestant creec. Milton 
would not do as Peter Heylin.did, who, when asked as -to his 
religion, replied. that he was, a Catholic, which, in a Laudian, was 
but, a natural equivoque. Milton was resolute in his religion at 
Rome, so much so that many were deterrea from showing him the 
civilities they were prepared to offer. His rule, he says, was “not 
of my own accord to introduce in those places conversation about 
religion, but, if interrogated respecting the faith, then, whatsoever 
I should suffer, to .dissemble nothing. What I was, if any one 
asked, I concealed from no one; if any one in the very city of the 
Pope attacked the orthodox religion, I defended it most freely.” 
Beyond the statement that the English Jesuits were indignant, wer 
hear of no evil consequences of this imprudence. Perhaps the 
Jesuits saw that Milton was of the stuff that would welcome 
martyrdom, and were’ sick of the affair of Galileo, which had ter- 
ribly damaged the pretensions of their Church. 

Milton arrived in Paris April. or May, 1638. He received 
civilities frem the English ambassador, Lord Sligo, who at his re- 
quest gave him an introduction to Grotius. | Grotius, says Phillips, 
“took Milton’s visit kindly, and gave him entertainment suitable 
to his worth and the high commendations he had heard of him.” 
We have no other record of his stay of many days in Paris, though 
A. Wood supposes that “the manners and graces of that place 
were not agreeable to his mind.” It was August before he reached 
Florence, by way of Nice and Genoa, and in Florence he spent the 
two months which we now consider the most impossible there, the 
months of August and September. Nor did’he find, as he would 
now, the city deserted by the natives. We hear nothing of 
Milton’s impressions of the place, but of the men whom he met 
there he retained always a lively and affectionate remembrance. 
The learned and polite Florentines had not fled to the hills from 
the stifling heat and blinding glare of the Lung’ Arno, but seem to 
have carried on their literary meetings in defiance of climate. 
This was the age of academies—an institution, Milton says, “of 
most praiseworthy effect, both for the cultivation of polite letters 
and the keeping up of friendships.” Florence had five or six such 
societies, the Florentine, the Della Crusca, the Svogliati, the 
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Apotisti, &c. It is easy, and usual in our day, to speak contempt- 
uously of the literary tone of these academies, fostering, as, they 
did,an amiable and garrulous intercourse of reciprocal compliment, 
and: to contrast them unfavorably with our societies for severe 
research. ‘They were at least evidence of culture, and served to 
keep alive the traditions of the more masculine Medicean age. 
And that the members of these associations were not unaware of 
their own degeneracy and of its cause, we learn from Milton him- 
self. For as soon as they found that they were safe with’ the 
young Briton, they disclosed their own bitter hatred of the 
Church’s yoke which they had to bear. “I have sate among their 
learned-men,” Milton wrote in 1644, “and been counted happy to 
be born in such a place of philosophic freedom as they supposed 
England was, while themselves did nothing but bemoan the servile 
condition into which learning amongst them was brought, that this 
was it which had dampt the glory of Italian wits that nothing had 
been written there now these many years but flattery and fustian.” 
Milton was introduced at the meetings of their academies ; his 
presence-is recorded on two occasions, of which the latest is the 
16th September at thé Svogliati. He paid his scot by reciting 
from memory some of his youthful Latin verses, hexameters, 
“molto erudite,” says the minute-book of the sitting, and others, 
which “I shifted, in the scarcity of books and conveniences, 
to patch up.” He obtained much credit by these exercises, which, 
indeed, deserved it by comparison, He ventured upon the perilous 
experiment of offering some compositions in Italian, which the fas- 
tidious Tuscan ear at least professed to include in those ‘“ enco- 
miums which the Italian is not forward to bestow on men of this 
side the Alps.” “ 

The author of Zycédas cannot but have been quite aware of the 
small poetical merit of such an ode as that which was addressed to 
him by Francini. In this ode Milton is the swan of Thames— 
“ Thames, which,.owing to thee, rivals Boeotian Permessus ;” and 
so forth. But there is a genuine feeling, an ungrudging warmth of 
sympathetic recognition underlying the trite and tymid panegyric. 
And Milton may have yielded to the not unnatural impulse of show- 
ing his countrymen that though not a prophet in boorish and fana- 
tical England, he had found recognition in the home of letters and 

arts. Upon us is forced, by this their different reception of Mil- 
ton, the contrast between the two countries, lialy and England, in 
the middle of the seventeenth century. The rude North, whose 

- civilisation was all to come, concentrating all its intelligence ina 
violent effort to work off the ecclesiastical poison from its system, is 
‘brought into sharp contrast with the sweet South,whose civilisation 
is behind it, and whose intellect, after a severe struggle, has suc- 
cumbed to the material force and organisation of the Church. | 

As soon as the season allowed of it, Milton set forward to Rome, 
taking what was then the usual way by Siena. At Rome he spent 
two months, occupying himself partly with seeing the antiquities, 
and partly with cultivating the acquaintance of natives, and some 
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of the many foreigners resident in the eternal city. But though 
he received much civility, we do not find that he met with the 
peculiar sympathy which endeared to.him his Tuscan friends. His 
chief ally was the German, Lucas Holstenius, a native of Ham- 
burg, who had abjured Protestantism to become librarian of the 
Vatican. Holstenius had resided three years in Oxford, and con- 
sidered himself bound to repay to the English scholar some of the 
attentions he had received himself. Through Holstenius Milton 
was presented to the nephew, Francesco Barberini, who was just 
then everything in Rome. It was ata concert at the Barberini 
palace that Milton heard Leonora Baroni sing. His three Latin 
epigrams addressed to this lady, the first singer of Italy, or of the 
world at that time, testify to the enthusiasm she excited in the 
muscial soul of Milton. 

Nor are these three epigrams the only homage which Milton 
paid to Italian beauty. The susceptible poet, who in the sunless 
North would fain have “sported with the tangles of Necra’s 
hair,” could not behold Nezra herself, and the flashing splen- 
dour of her eye, unmoved. Milton proclaims (Defenszo Secunda) 
that in all his foreign tour he had lived clear from all that is 
disgraceful. But the pudicity of his behaviour and language 
covers a soul tremulous ‘with emotion, whose passion was _ in- 
tensified by the discipline of a chaste intention. Five Italian 
pieces among his poems are to the address of another lady 
whose “ majestic movements and love-darting dark brow” had sub- 
dued him. The charm lay in the novelty of this style of beauty fo 
one who came from the land of the “vermeil-tinctur’d cheek ” 
(Comus) and the “golden nets of hair” (£7. i. 60). No clue has 
been discovered to the name of this divinity, or to the occasion on 
which Milton saw her. 

Of Milton’s impressions of Rome there is no record. There 
are no traces of special observation in his poetry. The descrip- 
tion of the city in Paradise Regained (iv. 32) has nothing charac- 
teristic, and could have been written by one who had never seen 
it, and by many as well as by Milton. We get one glimpse of him 
by aid of the register of the English College, as dining there ata 
“sumptuous entertainment” on 30th October, when he met Nich- 
olas Carey, brother of Lord Falkland. In-spite of Sir Henry Wot- 
ton’s caution, his resoluteness, as A. Wood calls it, in his religion, 
besides making the English Jesuits indignant, caused others, not 
Jesuits, to withhold civilities. Milton only tells us himself that 
the antiquities detained him in Rome about two months. 

At the end of. November he went to Naples. On the road he 
fell in with an Eremite friar, who gave him an introduction to the 
one man in Naples whom it was important he should know, Gio- 
vanni Battista Manso, Marquis of Villa. The marquis, now 
seventy-eight, had been for two generations the Mecenas of letters 
in Southern Italy. He had sheltered Tasso in the former genera- 
tion, and Marini in the latter. It was the singular privilege of his 
old age that he should now entertain a third poet, greater than 
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either. In spite of his years, he was able to act as cicerone to the 
young Englishman over the scenes which he himself, in his Life of 
Tasso, has described with the enthusiasm of a poet. But even the 
high-souled Manso quailed before the terrors of the Inquisition 
and apologised to Milton for not having shown him greater atten- 
tion, because he would not be more circumspect in the matter of 
religion. Milton’s Italian journey brings out the two conflicting 
strains of feeling which were uttered together in Lycidas, the poet’s 
impressibility by nature, the freeman’s indignation at clerical dom- 
ination. 

The time was now at hand when the latter passion, the noble 
rage of freedom, was to suppress the more delicate flower of poetic 
imagination. Milton’s original scheme had included Sicily and 
Greece, The serious aspect of affairs at home compelled him to 
renounce his project. “I considered it dishonourable to be enjoy- 
ing myself at my ease in foreign lands, while my countrymen were 
striking a blow for freedom.” He retraced his steps leisurely 
enough, however, making a halt of two months in Rome, and again 
one of two months in Florence. We find him mentioned in the 
minutes of the academy of the Svogliati as having been present at 
three of their weekly meetings, on the 17th, 24th, and 31st March. 
But the most noteworthy incident of his second Florentine residence 
is his interview with Galileo. He had been unable to see the 
veteran martyr of science on his first visit. For though Galileo 
was at that time living within the walls, he was kept a close pris- 
oner by the Inquisition, and not allowed either to set foot outside 
his own door, or to receive visits from non-Catholics. In the spring 
of 1639, however, he was allowed to go back to his villa at Gioiella, 
near Arcetri, and Milton obtained admission to him, old, frail. and 
blind, but in full possession of his mental faculty. There is ob- 
servable in Milton, as Mr. Masson suggests, a prophetic fascina- 
tion of the fancy on the subject of blindness. And the deep im- 
pression left by this sight of “the Tuscan artist” is evidenced by 
the feeling with which Galileo’s name and achievement are im- 
bedded in-Paradise Lost. 

From Florence, Milton crossed the Apennines by Bologna and 
Ferrara to Venice. From this port he shipped for England the 
books he had collected during his tour, books curious and rare as 
they seemed to Phillips, and among them a chest or two of choice 
music books. The month of April was spent at Venice, and bic- 
ding farewell to the beloved land he would never visit again, Milton 
passed the Alps to Geneva. 

No Englishman’s foreign pilgrimage was complete without touch- 
ing at this marvellous capital of the reformed faith, which with 
almost no resources had successfully braved the whole might of 
the Catholic reaction. The only record of Milton’s stay at Geneva 
is the album of a Neapolitan refugee, to which Milton contributed 
his autograph, under date roth June 1639, with the following quo- 
tation :—~ 


20 MILTON. 


“TF virtue feeble were, 
Heaven itself would stoop to her.” 


{From Comus. 
{ “ Ceelum non animum muto, dum trans mare curro.” 


(From /forace.) 


But it is probable that he was a guest in the house of one of the 
‘leading pastors, Giovanni Diodati, whose nephew Charles, a phy- 
sician commencing practice in London, was Milton’s bosom friend. 
Here Milton first heard of the death, in the previous August, of 
that friend. It was a heavy blow to him, for one of the chief pleas- 
sures of being at home again would have been to pour into a sym- 
pathetic Italian ear the story of his adventures. The sadness of 
the homeward journey from Geneva is recorded for ‘us in the 
Epitaphium Damonts. This piece is an elegy to. the memory of 
Charles Diodati. It unfortunately differs from the elegy on King 
in being written in Latin, and is thus inaccessible to uneducated » 
readers. As to such readers the topic of Milton’s Latin poetry is 
necessarily an ungrateful subject, I will dismiss it here with one 
remark. Milton’s Latin verses are distinguished from most Neo- 
latin verse by being a vehicle of real emotion. His technical skill 
-is said to have been surpassed by others; but that in which he 
stands alone is, that in these exercises of imitative art he is able to 
remain himself, and to give utterance to genuine passion. Arti- 
ficial Arcadianism is as much the framework of. the elegy on Dio- 
dati as it is of Lyczdas. We have Daphnis and Bion; Tityrus and 
Amyntas for characters, Sicilian valleys for scenery, while Pan, 
Pales, and the Fauns represent the supernatural. The shepherds 
defend their flocks from wolves and lions. But this factitious bu- 
colicisim is pervaded by a pathos which, like volcanic heat, has 
fused into a new compound the dilapidated débris of the Theo- 
critean world. And in the Latin elegy there is more tenderness 
than in the English. Charles Diodati was much nearer to Milton 
than had been Edward King. The sorrow in Lycédas is not so 
much personal as it is the regret of the society of Christ’s. King 
had only been known to Milton as one of the students of the'same 
college; Diodati was the associate of his choice in riper manhood. 
‘The Epitaphium Damonis is further memorable as Milton’s 
last attempt in serious Latin verse. He discovered in this experi- 
ment that Latin was not an adequate vehicle of the feeling he 
desired to give vent to. In the concluding lines he takes a formal 
farewell of the Latian muse, and announces his purpose of adopt- . 


ing henceforth the ‘harsh and grating Brittonic idiom” (Brittond- 
cum strvidens). 
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SECOND PERIOD. 1640—1660. 


CHAPTER IV. 
EDUCATIONAL THEORY—TEACHING. 


MiLTON was back in England in August, 1639. He had been 
absent a year and three months, during which space of time the 
aspect of public affairs, which had been perplexed and gloomy 
when he left, had been growing still more ominous of a coming 
storm. The issues of the controversy were so pervasive that it 
was almost impossible for any educated man who understood them 
not to range himself on a side. Yet Milton, though he had broken 
off his projected tour in consequence, did not rush into the fray on 
his return. He resumed his retired and studious life, “with no 
small delight, cheerfully leaving,” as he says, “the event of public 
affairs first to God, and then to those to whom the people had com- 
mitted that task.” 

He did not return to Horton, but took lodgings in London, in 
the house of Russel, a tailor, in St. Bride’s churchyard, at the city 
end of Fleet Street, on the site of what is now Farringdon Street. 
There is no attempt on the part of Milton to take up a profession, 
not even for the sake of appearances. The elder Milton was con- 
tent to provide the son, of whom he was proud, with the means of 
prosecuting his eccentric scheme of life, to continue, namely, to 
prepare himself for some great work, nature unknown. 

For a young man of. simple habits and studious life a little 
suffices. The chief want is books, and of these, for Milton’s style 
of reading, select rather than copious, a large collection is super- 
fluous. There were in 1640 no public libraries in London, and 

_a scholar had to find his own store of books-or to:borrow from his 
friends. Milton never can have possessed a large library. At 
Horton he may have used Kederminster’s bequest. to Langley 
Church. Still, with his Italian acquisitions, added to the books 
that he already possessed, he, soon found a lodging too narrow for 
his accommodation, and removed to a house of his own, “ a pretty 
garden-house, in Aldersgate, at the end of an entry.” » Aldersgate 
was outside the city walls, on the verge of the open country of 
Islington, and was a genteel though not a fashionable quarter, 
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There were few streets in London, says Phillips, more free from . 
noise. 

He had taken in hand the education of his two nephews, John 
and Edward Phillips, sons of his only sister Anne. Anne was a 
few years older than her brother John. Her first husband, Edward 
Phillips, had died in 1631, and the widow had given her two sons a 
step-father in one Thomas Agar, who was in the Clerk of the 
Crown’s office. Milton, on settling in London in 1639, had at once 
taken his younger nephew John to live with him. When, in 1640, 
he removed to Aldersgate, the elder, Edward, also came under his 
roof. 

If it was affection for his sister which first moved Milton to_ 
undertake the tuition of her sons, he soon developed a taste for the 
occupation. In 1643 he began to receive into his house other 
pupils, but only, says Phillips (who is solicitous that his uncle 
should not be thought to have kept a school), “ the sons of some 
gentlemen that were his intimate friends.” He threw into his 
lessons the same energy which he carried into everything else. In 
his eagerness to find a place for everything that could be learnt, 
there could have been few hours in the day which were not invaded 
by teaching. He had exchanged the contemplative leisure of 
Horton for a busy life, in which no hour but had its calls. Even 
on Sundays there were lessons in the Greek Testament and dicta- 
tions of a system of Divinity in Latin. His pamphlets of this 
period betray, in their want of measure and equilibrium, even in 
their heated style and passion-flushed language, the life at high 
pressure which their author was leading. 

We have no account of Milton’s method of teaching from any 
competent pupil. Edward Phillips was an amiable and upright 
man, who earned his living respectably by tuition and the com- 
pilation of books. He held his uncle’s memory in great veneration. 
But when he comes to describe the education he received at his 
uncle’s hands, the only characteristic on which he dwells is that of 
quantity. Phillips’s account is, however, supplemented for us by 
Milton’s written theory. His 7vactate of Education to Master 
Samuel Hartlib is probably known even to those who have never 
looked at anything else of Milton’s in prose. 

Of all the practical arts, that of education seems the most cum- 
brous in its method, and to be productive of the smallest result 
with the-most lavish expenditure of means. Hence the subject of 
education is one which is always luring on the innovator and the 
theorist. Every one, as he grows up, becomes aware of time lost, 
and effort misapplied, in his own case. It is not unnatural to 
desire to save our children from a like waste of power. Andina 
time such as was that of Milton’s youth, when all traditions were 
being questioned, and all institutions were to be remodelled, it was 
certain that the school would be among the earliest objects to 
attract an experimental reformer. Among the advanced minds of 
the time there had grown up a deep dissatisfaction with the received 
methods of our schools, and more especially of our universities, 
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The great instaurator of all knowledge, Bacon, in preaching the 
necessity of altering the whole method of, knowing, included as 
matter of course the method of teaching to know. 

The man who carried over the Baconian aspiration. into educa- 
tion was ‘Comenius (d. 1670). A projector and enthusiast, Com- 
enius desired, like Bacon, an entirely new intellectual era. With 
Bacon’s intellectual ambition, but without Bacon’s capacity, 
Comenius proposed to revolutionise all knowledge and to_ 
make complete wisdom accessible to all, ina brief space of time, 
and with a minimum of labour.. Language only as an. in- 
strument, not as an end in itself; many living languages, instead of 
the one dead language of the old school; a knowledge of things, 
instead, of words; the free use of our eyes and ears upon the nature 
that surrounds us ; intelligent apprehension, instead of loading the 
memory—all these doctrines, afterwards inherited by the party of 
rational reform, were first promulgated in Europe by the numerous 
pamphlets—some ninety have been reckoned up—of this Teuto- 
Slav, Comenius. 

Comenius had as the champion of his views in England Samuel 
Hartlib, a Dantziger by origin, settled in London since 1628., Hart- 
lib had even less of real science than Comenius, but he was equally. 
possessed by the Baconian ideal of anew heaven and a new earth 
of knowledge. Not himself a discoverer in any branch, he was 
unceasingly occupied in communicating the discoveries and inven- 
tions of others. He had an ear for, every novelty of whatever kind, 
interesting himself in social, religious, philanthropic schemes, as 
well as in experiments in the arts. A sanguine universality of 
benevolence pervaded that generation of ardent souls, akin only in 
their common anticipation of an unknown Utopia. A,secret was 
within the reach of human ingenuity which would make.all man- 
kind happy. But there were two directions more especially in 
which Hartlib’s zeal without knowledge abounded. , These were a 
grand scheme for the union of Protestant Christendom, and his 
propagand of Comenius’s school-reform. 

For the first of these projects it was not likely that Hartlib 
would gain a proselyte in Milton, who had at one-and-twenty judged 
Anglican orders a servitude, and was already chafing against the 
restraints of Presbytery. But on his other hobby, that of school- 
reform, Milton was not only sympathetic, but when Hartlib came 
to talk with him, he found that most or all of Comenius’s ideas had 
already independently presented themselves to the, reflection or 
experience of the Englishman. At Hartlib’s request Milton con- 
sented to put down his thoughts on paper, and even to,print them 
in a quarto pamphlet of eight pages, entitled, Of Education - to 
Master Samuel Hartlib, 

This tract, often reproduced and regarded, along with one of 
Locke’s, as a substantial contribution to the subject, must often 
have grievously disappointed. those who have eagerly consulted it 
for practical hints or guidance of any kind. Its interest is wholly 
biographical. It cannot be regarded as a valuable contribution to 
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educational theory, but it is strongly marked with the Miltonic 
individuality. We find in it the same lofty conception of the aim 
which Milton carried into everything he attempted; the same dis- 
dain of the beaten routine, and proua reliance upon his own 
resources. He had given vent elsewhere to his discontent with the 
system of Cambridge, “ which, as in the time of her better health, 
and my own younger judgment, I never greatly admired, so now 
(1642) much less.” In the letter to Hartlib he denounces with 
equal fierceness the schools and “ the many mistakes which have 
made learning generally so unpleasing and so unsuccessful.” The 
alumni of the universities carry away with them a hatred and con- 
tempt for learning, and sink into “ ignorantly zealous ” clergymen, 
or mercenary lawyers, while the men of fortune betake themselves 
to feasts and jollity. These last, Milton thinks, are the best of the 
three classes. 

All these moral shipwrecks are the consequence, according to 
Milton, of bad education. It is in our power to avert them by a 
reform of schools. But the measures of reform, when produced, 
are ludicrously incommensurable with the evils to be remedied. I 
do not trouble the reader with recounting the proposals ; they are 
only a form of the well-known educational fallacy—the communica- 
tion of useful knowledge. The doctrine as propounded in the 
Tractate is complicated by the further difficulty that the knowledge 
is to be gathered out of Greek and Latin books. This doctrine is 
advocated by Milton with the ardour of his own lofty enthusiasm. 
In virtue of the grandeur of zeal which inspires them, these pages, 
which are in substance nothing more than ‘the now familiar omni- 
scient examiner’s programme, retain a place as one of our classics. 
The fine definition of education here given has never been im- 
proved upon: “IT call a complete and generous education that 
which fits a man to perform justly, skilfully, and magnanimously 
all the offices, both private and public, of peace and war.”? This 
is the true Milton. When he offers, in another page, as equivalent 
a definition of the true end of learning, “to repair the ruin of our 
first parents by regaining to know God aright,” we have the theo- 
logical Milton, and what he took on from the current language of 
his age. Tea 

Milton saw strongly, as many have done before and since, one 
weak point in the practice of schools, namely, the small result of 
much time. He fell into the natural error of the inexperienced 
teacher, that of supposing that the remedy was the ingestion of 
much and diversified intelligible’ matter. It requires much obser- 
vation of voung minds to discover that the rapid inculcation of un- 
assimilated information stupefies the faculties instead of training 
them. Is it fanciful to think that in Edward Phillips, who was 
always employing his superficial pen upon topics with which he 
snatched a fugitive acquaintance, we have a concrete example of 
the natural result of the Miltonic system of instruction ? a 5 
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CHAPTER V. 
MARRIAGE, AND PAMPHLETS ON DIVORCE. 


WE have seen that Milton turned back from his unaccom- 
plished tour because he “deemed it disgraceful to be idling away 
his time abroad for his own gratification, while his. countrymen 
were contending for theirliberty.” From these words biographers 
have inferred that he hurried home with the view of taking service 
in the Parliamentarian army. This interpretation of his words 
seems to receive confirmation from what Phillips thinks he had 
heard,—‘“ I am much mistaken if there were, not about this time a 
design in agitation of making him Adjutant-General in Sir William 
Waller’s army.” Phillips very likely thought that a recruit could 
enlist as an Adjutant-General, but it does not appear from Milton’s 
‘own words that he himself ever contemplated service in the field. 
The words “contending for liberty ” (de libertate dimicarent) could 
not, as said of the winter 1638-39, mean anything more than the 
strife of party. And when war did break out, it must have been 
obvious to Milton that he could serve the cause better as a scholar 
than as a soldier. 

That he never took service in the army is certain. If there was 
a time when he should have been found in the ranks, it was on the 
12th November, 1642, when every able-bodied citizen turned out 
to oppose the march of the king, who had advanced to Brentford. 
But we have the evidence of the sonnet— 


“Captain, or Colonel, or Knight in arms,” 


that Milton, on this occasion, stayed at home. He had, as he an- 
nounced in February, 1642, “taken labour and intent study ” to be 
his portion in this life. He did not contemplate enlisting his pen 
- in the service of the Parliament, but the exaltation of his country’s 
glory by the composition of some monument of the English lan- 
guage, as Dante or Tasso had done for Italian. But a project 
ambitious as this lay too far off to be put in execution as soon as 
thought of. The ultimate purpose had to give placé to the imme- 
diate. One of these interludes, originating in Milton’s personal 
relations, was his series of tracts on divorce. ; 
In the early part of the summer of 1643, Milton took a sudden 
journey into the country, “nobody ahout him certainly knowing 
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the reason, or that it was any more than a journey of recreation.” 
He was absent about a month, and when he returned he brought 
back a wife with him. Nor was the bridealone. She was attended 
“by some few of her nearest relations,” and there was feasting and 
celebration of the nuptials in the house in Aldersgate Street. 

The bride’s name was Mary, eldest daughter of Richard Powell, 
Esq., of Forest Hill, J. P. for the county of Oxford. Forest Hill 
is a village and parish about five miles from Oxford on the Thame 
road, where Mr. Powell had a house and a small estate of some 
3002. a year, value of that day.. Forest. Hill was within the ancient 
royal forest of Shotover, of which Mr. Powell was lessee. The 
reader will remember that the poet’s father was born at Stanton 
St. John, the adjoining parish to Forest Hill, and that Richard 
Milton, the grandfather, had been under-ranger of the royal forest. 
There had been many transactions between the Milton and the 
Powell families as far back as 1627. In paying a visit to that 
neighborhood, Milton was both returning to the district which had 
been the home of all the Miltons, and renewing an old acquaint- 
ance with the Powell family. Mr. Powell, though in receipt of a 
fair income for a country gentleman—3oo/. a year of that day may 
be roughly valued at Iooo/. of our day—and his wife had brought 
him 3000/., could not live within his means. His children were 
numerous, and, belonging to the cavalier party, his house was con- 
ducted with the careless and easy hospitality of a royalist gentle- 
man. Twenty years before he had begun borrowing, and among 
other persons had had recourse to the prosperous and saving 
scrivener of Bread Street. He was already mortgaged to the Mil- 
tons, father and sons, more deeply than his estate had any prospect 
of paying, which was perhaps the reason why he found no difficulty 
in promising a portion of 1tooo/. with his daughter. Milton, with a 
poet’s want of caution, or indifference to money, and with a lofty 
masculine disregard of the temper and character of the girl he 
asked to share his life, came home with his bride in triumph, and 
held feasting in celebration of his hasty and ill-considered choice. 
It was a beginning of sorrows to him. Hitherto, up to his thirty. 
fifth year, independent master of leisure and the delights of. litér- 
ature, his years had passed without a check or a shadow. From 
this day forward’ domestic misery, the importunities of business, 
the clamour of controversy, crowned by the crushing calamity of 
blindness, were to be his portion for more than thirty years. 
Singular among poets in the serene fortune of the first half of life, 
in the second half his piteous fate was to rank in wretchedness 
with that of his masters, Dante or Tasso. 

The biographer, acquainted with the event, has no difficulty in 
predicting it, and in saying at this point in his story that Milton 
might have known better than, with his puritanical connexions, to 
have taken to wife a daughter of a cavalier house, to have brought 
her from a roystering home, frequented by the dissolute officers of 
the Oxford garrison, to the spare diet and philosophical retirement. 
of a recluse student, and to have looked for sympathy and response 
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for his speculations from an uneducated and frivolous girl. Love 
has blinded, and will continue to blind, the wisest men to calcula- 
tions as easy and as certain as these. And Milton, in whose soul 
Puritan austerity was as yet only contending with the more genial 
currents of humanity, hada far greater than average susceptibility 
to the charm of woman. Even at the later date of Paradise Lost, 
voluptuous thoughts, as Mr. Hallam has observed, are not uncon- 
genial to him. “And at an earlier age his poems, candidly pure 
from’ the lascivious innuendoes of his contemporaries, have pre- 
served the record of the rapid impression of the momentary passage 
of beauty upon his susceptible mind. Once, at twenty, he was all 
on flame by the casual meeting, in one of his walks in the suburbs 
of London, with a damsél whom ‘he never saw again. Again, 
sonnets HT. to v. tell how he fell before the new type of foreign 
beauty which crossed ‘his path at Bologna. ‘A similar surprise "of 
his fancy at the expense of his judgment seems to have happened 
on the ‘present occasion’ of hi$ visit to Shotover. There is no 
evidence that Mary Powell was handsome, and we may be sure 
that it would have been mentioned if’ she had been. But she had 
youth and country freshness; her“ unliveliness and natural sloth 
unfit for conversation” passed as “the bashful muteness of a 
virgin;” and if a doubt intruded that he was being too hasty, 
Milton may have thought that a girl of seventeen could be moulded 
at pleasure. 

He was too soon tinde ceived His dream of married happiness 
barely lasted the honeymoon. He found that he had mated him- 
self to a clod-of earth, who ‘not only was not now, but had not the 
capacity of becoming, a helpmate for him. With Milton, as with 
the whole Calvinistic and Puritan Europe, woman was a ‘creature 
of an inferior and subordinate class. Man.was the final cause of 
God’s creation, and woman was there to minister to this nobler 
being. Th his: dogmatic treatise De Doctrina Christiana, Milton 
formulated this sentiment ir the thesis, borrowed from the school- 
men, that the soul was communicated “in semine patris.” The 
cavalier section of society had inherited the sentiment of chivalry, 
and contrasted with the roundhead not more by its loyalty to the 
person of the prince, than by its recognition of the superior grace 
and refinement of womanhood.’ Even in the debased and degenerate 
epoch of court life’ which followed 1660, the forms and language of 
homage still preserved the tradition of a nobler scheme of manners. 
The Puritan had thrown off chivalry as being parcel of Catholicism, 
and had replaced it by the Hebrew ideal of the subjection and 
seclusion of woman. Milton, in whose mind the rigidity of Puritan 
doctrine was now contending with the freer spirit of culture and 
romance, shows on the present. occasion a like conflict of doctrine 
with sentiment. While’ he adopts the Oriental hypothesis of 
woman for the sake of man, he modifies it by laying more stress 
upon mutual affection, the charities of home, and the intercom- 
munion of intellectual and moral life, than upon the ministration 
of woman to the appetite'and comforts of man which makes up the 
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whole of her functions in the Puritan apprehension. The failure 
in his.own case to obtain this genial companionship of soul, which 
he calls “the gentlest end of marriage,” is what gave the keenest 
edge to his disappointment in his matrimonial venture. 

But however keenty he felt and regretted the precipitancy which 
had yoked him for life to “a mute and spiritless mate,” the breach 
did not come from his side,. The girl herself conceived an equal 
repugnance to the husband she had thoughtlessly accepted, prob- 
ably on. the strength of his good looks, which was all of Milton 
that she was capable of appreciating. . A young bride, taken 
suddenly from the freedom of a jovial and an undisciplined home, 
rendered more lax by civil confusion and easy intercourse with 
the officers of the royalist garrison, and committed to the sole 
society of a stranger, and that stranger possessing the rights of a 
husband, and expecting much from all who lived with him, may 
not unnaturally have been seized with panic terror, and wished her- 
self home again.. The young Mrs. Milton not only wished it, but 
incited her family to write and beg that she might be allowed to go 
home to stay the remainder of the summer. The request to quit 
her husband at the end of the first month was so unreasonable that 
the parents would hardly have made it if they had not suspected 
some’ profound cause of estrangement. Nor could Milton have 
consented, as he did, to.so extreme a remedy, unless he had felt 
that the case required no less, and that her mother’s advice and 
influence were the most available means of awakening his wife to 
asense of her duty.. Milton’s consent was therefore given. He 
may have thought it desirable she should go, and thus Mrs. Powell 
would not have been going very much beyond the truth when she 
pretended some years afterwards that her son-in-law had turned 
away his wife for a long space. 

Mary Milton went to Forest Hill in July, but onthe under 
standing that. she was to come back at Michaelmas. When. the 
appointed time came, she did not appear. Milton wrote for her to 
come. No answer. Several other letters met the same fate. At 
last he despatched a foot messenger to Forest Hill desiring her re- 
turn. The messenger came back only to report that he had been 
“ dismissed with some sort of contempt.” It was evident that Mary 
Milton’s family had espoused her cause, as against her husband. 
Whatever may have been the secret motive of their conduct, they 
explained the quarrel ‘politically and began to repent, so Phillips 
thought, of having matched the eldest daughter of their house with 
a violent Presbyterian. 

If Milton had “hasted too eagerly to light the nuptial torch,’’ he 
had been equally ardent in his calculations of. the domestic happi- 
ness upon which he was to enter. His poet’s imagination had 
invested a dull and common girl with rare attributes moral and in- 
tellectual, and had pictured for him the state of matrimony as an 
earthly paradise, in which he was to be secure of a response of 
affection showing itself in a communion of intelligent interests. In 
proportion to the brilliancy of his ideal anticipation was the fury of 
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despair which came upon him when he found out his mistake. A 
common man, ina common age, would have vented his yexation 
upon the individual. Milton, living at a time when controversy 
turned away from details, and sought to dig down to the roots of 
every question, instead of urging the hardships of his own case, 
-set to to consider the institution of marriage in itself. He published 
a pamphlet with the title, 7Ze Doctrine and Discipline of Divorce, 
at first anonymously, but putting his name to a second edition, 
much enlarged. He further reinforced this argument in chief with 
three supplementary pamphlets, partly in answer to opponents and 
objectors ; for there was no lack of opposition, indeed of outcry loud 
and fierce. 

A biographer closely scans the pages of these pamphlets, not for 
the sake of their direct argument, but to see if he can extract from 
them any indirect hints of their author’s personal relations. There 
is found in them no mention of Milton’s individual case. Had we 
no other information, we should not be authorised to, infer from 
them that the question of the marriage tie was more than an ab- 
stract question with the author. 

But though all mention of his own case is studiously avoided 
by Milton, his pamphlet, when read by the light of Phillips’s brief 
narrative, does seem to give some assistance in apprehending the 
circumstances of this obscure passage of the; poet’s life. The 
mystery. has always been felt by the biographers, but has assumed 
a darker hue since the discovery by Mr. Masson of a copy of the 
first edition of Zhe Doctrine and Discipline of Divorce, with the 
written date of August 1. According to Phillips’s narrative, the 
pamphlet was engendered by Milton’s indignation at his wife’s con- 
temptuous treatment of him, in refusing to keep;the engagement to 
return at Michaelmas, and would therefore be composed in Oc- 
tober and November, time enough to allow for, the sale of the 
edition, and the preparation of the enlarged edition, which came 
out in February, 1644. But if the date ‘“ August 1” for the first 
edition be correct, we have to suppose that Milton, was occupying 
himself with the composition of a vehement and impassioned argu- 
ment in favor of divorce for incompatibility of temper during the 
honeymoon! Such behaviour on Milton’s part, he being thirty- 
five, towards a girl of seventeen, to whom he was bound to show 
all loving tenderness, is so horrible that a suggestion has been 
made that there was a more adequate cause for his displeasure, a 
suggestion which Milton’s biographer is bound to notice, even if 
he does not adopt it. The suggestion, which I believe was first 
made by a writer in the .4¢heneum, is that Milton’s young. wife 
refused him the consummation of the marriage. The supposition is 
founded upon a certain passage in Milton’s pamphlet. 

If the early date of the pamphlet, be the true date ;. if the Doc- 
trine and Discipline was in the hands. of, the public on August 1; 
if Milton was brooding over this seething agony of passion all 
through July, with the young bride, to whom he had been barely 
wedded a month, in the house where he was writing, then the only 
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apology for this outrage upon the charities, not to say decencies 
of home is that which is suggested by the passage referred to. 
Then the pamphlet, however imprudent, becomes pardonable. It 
is a passionate cry from the depths of a great despair; another 
evidence of‘the noble purity of a nature which refused to console 
itself as other men would have consoled themselves; a nature 
which, instead of an egotistical whine for its own deliverance, sets 
itself to plead the common cause of man and of society. He gives 
no‘intimation of any individual interest, but his argument through- 
out glows ‘with a. white heat of concealed emotion, such as could 
only be stirred by the sting of some personal and present misery. 

Notwithstanding the amount of free opinion abroad in England, 
or at least in’ London, at this date, Milton’s divorce pamphlets 
created a sensation of that sort which Gibbon is fond of calling a 
scandal. A’scandal in this sense, must always arise in your own 
party; you cannot scandalise the enemy. And so it was now. 
The Episcopalians were rejoiced that Milton should ruin his credit 
with his own ‘side by advocating a paradox. The Presbyterians 
hastened to disown a man who enabled their opponents to brand 
their religious scheme as the parent of moral heresies. For though 
church government and the English constitution in all its parts had 
begun to be open questions, speculation had not as yet attacked either 
of the two bases of society, property or the family. Loud was the 
outcry of the Philistines. There was no doubt that the rigid bonds 
of Presbyterian orthodoxy would not in any case have long held 
Milton. They were snapped at once by the publication of his 
opinions on divorce, and Milton is henceforward to be ranked 
among the most independent of the new party which shortly after 
this date began to be heard of under the name of Independents. 

But the men who formed the nucleus of this new mode of think- 
ing were as yet, in 1643, not consolidated into a sect, still less was 
their importance as the coming political party dreamt of. At pres- 
ent they were units, only drawn to each other by the sympathy of 
opinion. “The contemptuous epithets Anabaptist, Antinomian, &c., 
could be levelled against them with fatal effect by every Philistine, 
and were freely used on this occasion against Milton. He says of 
himself that he now lived ina world of disesteem. Nor was there 
wanting, to complete his discomfiture, the practical parody of the 
doctrine of divorce. A Mistress Attaway, lacewoman in Bell 
Alley, and she-preacher in Coleman Stréet, had been reading 
Master Milton’s book, and remembered that she had an unsancti. 
fied husband, who did not speak the language of Canaan. She 
further reflected that Mr. Attaway was not only unsanctified, but 
was also absent with the army, while William Jenney was on the 
spot, and, like herself, also a preacher. Could a “scandalised ” 
Presbyterian help pointing the finger of triumphant scorn at such 
examples, the natural fruits of that mischievous book, Zhe Doctrine 
and Discipline ? 

Beyond the stage of scandal and disesteem the matter did not 
proceed. In dedicating The Doctrine and Discipline to the Parlia- 
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ment, Milton had specially called on that assembly to legislate for 
the relief of men who were encumbered with unsuitable spouses. 
No notice was taken of this appeal, as there was far other work on 
hand, and no particular pressure from without in the direction of 
Milton’s suit. Divorce for incompatibility of temper remained his 
private crotchet, or obtained converts only among his fellow-suffer- 
ers, ‘who, however numerous, did not form a body important 
enough to-enforce by clamour their demand for relief. 

Milton was riot very well’ pleased to find that the Parliament 
had no ear for the bitter cry of distréss wrung from their ardent 
admirer and staunch adherent. Accordingly, i in 1645, in dedicating 
the last of the divoréé pamphlets, which he entitled Tetrachordon, 
to the Parliament, he’concluded ‘with a threat, “If the law makes 
not a timely provision, let the law, as reason is, bear the censure of 
the consequences.” 

‘This threat he was’ prepared to Ba in execution, and did, in 
1645, as Phillips tells ws, contemplate a union, which could not 
shave been a marriage, with another woman. He was able at this 
time to find some part of that solace of conversation which his wife 
failed to give him, among his female acquaintances. Especially 
we find him at home in the housé of oné of. the Parliamentary 
women, the Lady Margaret Ley, a lady “of great wit and inge- 
Rvs Tue. °° honoured’ Margaret” of Sonnet x. But the Lady 
Margaret was a married woman, being, the wife of a Captain Hob- 
son, a “very accomplished gentleman,” of the Isle of Wight. The 
young lady who, was. the object, of his, attentions, and who, if she 
were the “virtuous young lady.” of Sonnet Ix., was “in the prime 
of earliest youth,” was a daughter of Dr. Davis, of whom nothing 
else is now known.’ She is described by Phillips, who may have 
seen her, as a very handsome and witty gentlewoman. Though 
Milton was ready to braye ‘public opinion, Miss Davis was not. 
And so the suit hung, when all schemes of the kind were put an 
end to by the unexpected submission of Mary Powell. 

Sinée October, 1643. when Milton’s messenger had been dis- 
missed from’ Forést Hill, the face of the civil struggle was changed. 
The Présbyterian army had been replaced by that of the Indepen- 
dents, and the immediate consequence had been the decline of the 
royal cause, consummated by its total ruin on the day of Naseby, 
in June, 1645. Oxford was closely invested, Forest Hill occupied 
by the besiegers, and the Powell family com pelled to take retuge 
within the lines of the city. Financial banleruptey: too, Had. over- 
‘takeh the Powell’s. These influences, rather than any rumours 
which may have reached’ them of Milton’s designs in regard to 
Miss Davis, wrought a change in the views of the Powell family. 
By the triumph of the Independents Mr: Milton was become a man 
of consideration, and might be useful as a protector. They con- 
cluded that the best thing they could do was to seek a reconcilia- 
tion. There were not wanting friends of Milton’s also, some per- 
haps divining his secret discontent, who thought that such recon- 
ciliation would be better for him too, than perilling his happiness 
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upon the experiment of an illegal connexion. A conspiracy of the 
friends of both parties contrived to introduce Mary Powell into a 
house where Milton often visited in St. Martin’s-le-Grand. She 
was secreted in an adjoining room, on an occasion when Milton 
was known to be coming, and he was surprised by seeing her 
suddenly brought in, throw herself on her knees, and ask to be for- 
given. The poor young thing, now two years older and wiser, but 
still only nineteen, pleaded, truly or falsely, that her mother “had 
been all along the chief promoter of her forwardness.” Milton, 
with a “noble leonine clemency ” which became him, cared not for 
excuses for the past. It was enough that she was come back, and 
was willing to live with him as his wife. He received her at once, 
and not only her, but on the surrender of Oxford, in June, 1646, 
and the sequestration of Forest Hill, took in the whole family of 
Powells, including the mother-in-law, whose influence with her 
daughter might even again trouble his peace. 

It is impossible not to see that Milton had this impressive 
scene, enacted in St. Martin’s-le-Grand in 1645, before his mind, 
when he wrote, twenty years afterwards, the lines in Paradise Lost, 
X..937 — ; 

“Eve, with tears that ceas’d not flowing 

And tresses all disorder’d, at his feet 

Fell humble, and embracing them, besought 

His peace... . 
Her lowly plight 
Immovable, till peace obtain’d from fault 
Acknowledg’d and deplor’d, in Adam wrought 
Commiseration ; soon his heart relented 
Tow’rds her, his life so late and sole delight, 
Now at his feet submissive in distress ! 
Creature so fair his reconcilement seeking, 


At once disarm’d, his anger all he lost.” 


The garden-house in Aldersgate Street had before been found 
too small for the pupils who were being now pressed upon Milton. 
It was to a larger house in Barbican, a side street leading out of 
Aldersgate, that he brought the Powells and Mary Milton. Milton 
probably abated his exactions on, the point of companionship, and 
learned to be content with her acquiesence in the duties of a wife. 
In July, 1646, she became a mother, and bore in all four children. 
Of these, three, all daughters, lived to grow up. Mary Milton her- 
self died in giving birth to the fourth child in the summer of 1652. 
She was only twenty-six, and had been married to Milton nine years. 
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CHAPTER VI. 
~PAMPHLETS. 


_ WE have now seen Milton engaged in teaching and writing on 
education, involved in domestic unhappiness, and speculating on 
the obligations of marriage. But neither of these topics formed 
the principal occupation of his mind during these years. He had 
renounced a cherished scheme of travel, because his countrymen 
were engaged at home in contending for their liberties, and it could 
not but be that the gradually intensified stages of that struggle en- 
grossed his interest, and claimed his participation. 

So imperative did he regard this claim that he allowed it to 
override the purposed dedication of his life to poetry. Not indeed 
for ever and aye, but for a time. As he had renounced Greece, 
the Aigean Isles, Thebes, and the East for the fight for freedom, 
so now to the same cause he postponed the composition of his epic 
of Arthurian romance, or whatever his mind “in the spacious cir- 
cuits of her musing proposed to herself of highest hope and hard- 
est attempting.” No doubt at first, in thus deferring the work of 
his life, he thought the delay would be for a brief space. He did 
not foresee that having once taken an oar, he would be chained to 
it for more than twenty years, and that he would finally owe his re- 
lease to the ruin of the cause he had served. But for the Restora- 
tion and the overthrow of the Puritans, we should never have had 
the great Puritan epic. 

The period then of his. political activity is to be regarded as an 
episode in the life of the poet, Milton.. It is indeed an episode 
which fills twenty years, and those the most vigorous years of man- 
hood, from his, thirty-second to his fifty-second year. ,He himself 
was conscious of the sacrifice he was making, and apologises to 
_ the public for thus defrauding them of the better work which he 
stood pledged to execute.. As he puts it, there was no choice for 
him. He could not help himself, at this critical juncture, “ when 
the Church of God was at the foot of her insulting enemies;” he 
would never have ceased to reproach himself, if he had refused to 
employ the fruits of his studies in her behalf. He saw also that a 
generation inflamed by the passions of conflict, and looking in 
breathless suspense for the issue of battles, was not in a mood to 
attend to poetry. Nor, indeed, was he ready to write, “not hav- 
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ing yet (this is in 1642) completed to my mind the full circle of my 
private studies.” ' 

But though he is drawn into the strife against his will, and in 
defiance of his genius, when he is in it he throws into it the whole 
vehemence of his nature. The pamphlet period, I have said, is an 
episode in the life of the poet. But it is a genuine part of Milton’s 
life. However his ambition may have been set upon an epic 
crown, his zeal for what he calls the church was an equal passion, 
nay, had, in his judgment, a paramount claim upon him. He isa 
zealot among the zealots; his cause is'the cause of God; and the. 
sword of the Independents is the sword of the Lord and of Gideon. 
He does not refute opponents, but curses enemies. Yet his rage, 
even when most delirious, is always a Miltonic rage; itis grand, 
sublime, terrible!, Mingled with the scurrilities of the theological 
brawl are passages of the noblest English evér written. Hartley 
Coleridge explains the dulness of the wit-combats in Shakspeare 
and Jonson, on the ground that repartee is the accomplishment 
of lighter thinkers and. a’ less earnest age. So of Milton’s pam- 
phlets it must be said that he was not fencing for pastime, but fight 
ing for all he held most worthy. He had ‘to think only of making 
his blows tell. When a battle is raging, and my friends are 
sorely pressed, am I not to help because good manners forbid the 
shedding of blood ? ; 

No good man can, with impunity, addict himself to party. And 
the best men will suffer most, because their conviction of the 
goodness of their cause is deeper. But when one with the sensi- 
bility of a poet throws himself into the excitements of a struggle, 
he is certain to lose his balance. The endowment of feeling and 
imagination which qualifies him to be the ideal interpreter of life, 
unfits him for participation in that real life, through the manceuvres 
and compromises of which reason is the only guide, and where im- 
agination is as much misplaced as it would be in a game of chess. 
“The ennobling difference between one man and another is that 
one feels more than another.” ' Milton’s capacity of emotion, when | 
once he became champion of a cause, could not be contained 
within the bounds of ordinary speech. It breaks into ferocious 
reprobation, into terrific blasts of vituperation, beneath which the 
very language creaks, as the timbers of a ship'in a storm. Cor- 
ruptio optimi pessima. The archangel is- recognisable by the en- 
ergy of his malice. Were all those accomplishments, those many 
studious years hiving wisdom, the knowledge of all the tongues, 
the command of all the thoughts of all the ages, and that wealth of 
English expression—were all these acquirements only of use, that 
their possessor might vie in defamation with an Edwards or a’ Du 
Moulin? Mao 

For it should be noted that these pamphlets, now only serving 
as a record of the prostitution of genius to political party, were, at 
the time at which they appeared, of no use to the cause in which 
they were written. Writers, with a professional tendency to mag- 
nify their office, have always been given to exaggerate the effect of 
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printed words. There are examples of thought having been_influ- 
enced by books. , But such books have been scientific, not rhetori- 
cal, _Milton’s pamphlets are not works of speculation, or philoso- 
phy, or learning, or solid reasoning on facts.. They are inflamma- 
tory appeals, addressed to the passions of the hour. He. who was 
meditating the erection of an enduring monument, such as the 
world would not willingly let die, was content to occupy himself 
with the. most ephemeral of all:hackwork. His own polemical writ- 
ings may be justly described in the words he himself uses of a 
book by one of his opponents, as calculated “to gain a short, con- 
temptible, and soon-fading, reward, not to stir the constancy and 
solid firmness of any wise man. . . but to catch the worthless ap- 
probation of an inconstant, irrational, and image-doting rabble.” 

It would have been not unnatural that the public school and 
university man, the admirer of Shakspeare and the old romances, 
the pet of Italian academies, the poet-scholar, himself the author 
of two Masks, who was nursing his wings fora new flight into the 
realms of verse, should have sided with the cavaliers against the 
Puritans, with the party of culture and the humanities against the. 
party which shut up the theatres and despised profane learning. 
But we have seén that there was another side to Milton’s mind. 
This may be spoken of as his other self, the Puritan self, and re- 
garded as in internal conflict with the poet’s self. His twenty 
years’ pamphlet warfare may be presented by his biographer as 
the expression of the Puritanic Milton, who shall have been driven 
back upon his suppressed instincts as a poet by the ruin of his 
political hopes. This chart of Milton’s life is at once simple and 
twue., But like all physiological diagrams it falls short of the 
subtlety and complexity of human character. A study of the pam- 
phlets wil show that the poet is all there, indeed only too openly 
for influence on opinion, and that the blighted hope of the patriot 
lends a secret pathos to Paradise Lost and Samson Agonistes. — 

This other element in Miltonis not accurately named Puritanism. 
Even the term republicanism is a coarse and conventional de- 
scription of that sentiment which dominated his whole being, and 
which is the inspiration at once of his poetry and of his prose. To 
give a name to this sentiment, I must call it the love of liberty. It 
was an aspiration at once real and vague, after a new order of things, 
an order in which the old injustices and oppressions should cease ; 
after a new Jerusalem, a millennium, a Utopia, an Oceana, Its 
aim was to realise in political institutions that great instauration of 
which Bacon dreamed in the world of intelligence. It was much 
more negative than affirmative, and knew better, as we all do, how 
good was hindered than how it should be promoted. “I did but 
prompt the age to gwzt their clogs.” Milton embodied, more per- 
fectly than any of his cotemporaries, this spirit of the age. It is 
the ardent aspiration after the pure and noble life, the aspiration 
which stamps every line he wrote, verse ar prose, with a dignity as 
of an heroic, age. This gives consistency to all his ‘utterances. 
The doctrinaire republican of to-day cannot understand how the 
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man who approved the execution of the would-be despot Charles 
Stuart, should have been the hearty supporter of the real autocrat 
Oliver Cromwell. Milton was not the slave of aname. He cared 
_ not for the word republic, so as it was well with the commonwealth. 
Parliaments or single rulers, he knew, are but means to an end; if 
that end was obtained, no matter if the constitutional guarantees 
exist or not. Many of Milton’s pamphlets are certainly party plead- 
ings, choleric, one-sided, personal. But through them all runs the 
one redeeming characteristic—that they are all written on the side 
of liberty. He defended religious liberty against the prelates, civil 
liberty against the crown, the liberty of the press against the exec- 
utive, liberty of conscience against the Presbyterians, and domestic 
liberty against the tyranny of canon law. Milton’s pamphlets might 
have been stamped with the motto which Selden inscribed (in Greek) 
in all his books, “ Liberty before everything.” 

One virtue these pamphlets possess, the virtue of style. They 
are monuments of our language so remarkable that Milton’s prose 
works must always be resorted to by students, as long as English 
remains a medium of ideas. Yeteven onthe score of style, Milton’s 
prose is subject to serious deductions. His negligence is such as 
to amount to an absence of construction. He who, in his verse, 
trained the sentence with delicate sensibility to follow his guiding 
hand into exquisite syntax, seems in his prose writing to abandon 
his meaning to shift for itself. Here Milton compares disadvan- 
tageously with Hooker. Hooker’s elaborate sentence, like the 
sentence of. Demosthenes, is composed of parts so hinged, of 
clauses so subordinated to the main thought, that we foresee the end 
from the beginning, and close the period with a sense of perfect 
roundness and totality. Milton does not seem to have any notion 
of what a period means. He begins anywhere, and leaves off, not 
when the sense closes, but when he is out of breath. We might 
have thought this pell-mell huddle of his words was explained, if 
not excused, by the exigencies of the party pamphlet, which cannot 
wait. But the same asyntactic disorder is equally found in the 
fitstory of Britain, which he had in hand for forty years. Nor 
is it only the Miltonic sentence which is incoherent ; the whole 
arrangement of his topics is equally loose, disjointed, and desultory. 
His inspiration comes from impulse. Had he stayed to chastise 
his emotional writing by reason and the laws of logic, he would 
have deprived himself of the sources of his strength. 

These serious faults are balanced by virtues of another kind. 
Putting Bacon aside, the condensed force and poignant brevity ‘of 
whose aphoristic wisdom has no parallel in English, there is no 
other prosaist who possesses anything like Milton’s command over 
the resources of our language. Milton cannot match the musical 
harmony and exactly balanced periods of his predecessor Hooker, 
He is without the power of varied illustration, and accumulation of 
ornamental circumstance, possessed by. his. contemporary, Jeremy 
Taylor (1613-1667). But neither of these great writers impress 
the reader with a sense of unlimited power suchas we feel to reside 
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in Milton. Vast as is the wealth of magnificent words which he 
flings with both hands carelessly upon the page, we feel that there 
is still much more in reserve. 

The critics have observed (Collier’s Poetical Decameron) that 
as Milton advanced in life he gradually disused the compound 
words he had been in the habit of making for himself. However 
this may be, his words are the words of one who made a study of 
the language, as a poet studies language, searching its capacities 
for the expression of surging emotion. Jeremy Taylor’s prose 
is poetical prose. Milton’s prose is not poetical prose, but a 
different thing, the prose of a poet; not like Taylor’s, loaded 
with imagery on the outside; but coloured by imagination from 
within. Milton is the first English writer who, possessing in 
the ancient models a standard of the effect which could be 
produced by a choice of words, set himself to the conscious 
study of our native tongue with a firm faith in its as yet 
undeveloped powers as an instrument of thought. 

The words in Milton’s poems have been counted, and it appears 
that he employs 8000, while Shakspeare’s plays and poems yield 
about 15,000. From this it might be inferred that the Miltonic 
vocabulary is only half as rich as that of Shakspeare. But no 
inference can be founded upon the absolute number of words used 
by any writer. We must know, not the total of different words, 
but the proportion of different words to the whole of any writer’s 
words. Now to furnish a list of too different words the English 
Bible requires 531 common words, Shakspeare 164, Milton 135 only. 
This computation is founded on the poems; it would be curious to 
have the same test tried upon the prose writings, though no such 
test can be as trustworthy-as the educated ear of a listener to a 
continued reading. 

It is no part of a succinct biography, such as the present, to 
furnish an account in detail of the various controversies of the time, ' 
as Milton engaged in them. The reader will doubtless be content 
with the bare indication of the subjects on which he wrote. The 
whole number of Milton’s political pamphlets is twenty-five. Of 
these, twenty-one are written in English, and four in Latin. Of the 
Tractate of Education and the four divorce pamphlets something 
has been already said. Of the remaining twenty, nine, or nearly 
half, relate to church government, or ecclesiastical affairs; eight 
treat of the various crises of the civil strife; and two are personal 
vindications of himself against one of his antagonists. There re- 
mains one tract of which the subject is of a more general and per- 
manent nature, the best known of all the series, Areopagitica: A 
Speech for the Liberty of unlicensed Printing, to the Parliament of 
England. The whole series of twenty-five extends over a period 
of somewhat less than twenty years; the earliest, viz., Of Reforma- 
tion touching Church Discipline in England, and the Causes that 
hitherto have hindered it, having been published in 1641; the latest, 
entitled, 4 ready and easy way to establish a free Commonwealth, 
coming out in March, 1660, after the torrent of royalism had set in, 
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which was to sweep away the men and the cause to which Milton 
had devoted himself. _Milton’s pen thus accompanied the whole of 
the Puritan revolution from the modest constitutional opposition in 
which it commenced, through its -unexpected triumph, to its crush- 
ing overthrow by the royalist and clerical reaction, , 


The autumn of 1641 brought with ita sensible lullin the storm 
of revolutionary passion. Indeed, there began to appear all the 
symptoms of a reaction, and of the formation of a solid conserva- 
tive party, likely to be strong enough to check, or even to suppress, 
the movement. The impulse seemed to have spent_itself. and a 
desire for rest from political agitation began to. steal over the na- 
tion. Autumn and the harvest turn men’s thoughts towards coun- 
try occupations and sports., The.King went off.to Scotland in 
August; the Houses adjourned till the 2oth Octcber. The Scot- 
tish army was paid off, and had repassed the border; the Scot- 
tish commissioners and preachers had left London. 

It was a critical moment for the Puritan party. Some very 
considerable triumphs they had gained... The arch-enemy Strafford 
had been brought to the block;,Laud was in, the tower; the leading 
members of Convocation, bishops, deans, and archdeacons, had 
been heavily fined; the Star Chamber and the High Commission 
Court had been akolished; the Stannary and Forestal jurisdictions 
restrained. But the Puritan.movement aimed at far more :than 
this. It was not only that the root-and-branch men were pushing 
for a generally more levelling policy, but the whole Puritan party 
were committed to a struggle with the hierarchy of the Established 
Church. It was not so much that they demanded more and more 
reform, with the growing appetite of revolution, but,that as long as 
bishops existed, nothing that had been wrested from them was 
secure. The Puritans could not exist in safety side by side,witha 
church whose principle was that there was no church without the 
apostolic succession. . The abolition of episcopacy and the substi- 
tution of the Presbyterian platform was, so it then seemed, a bare 
measure of necessary precaution, and not the urgency of dissatisfied 
spirits. Add to this, that it was well understood by those who 
were near enough to the principal actors in the drama, that the 
concessions which had been made by the Court had been easily 
made, because they could be taken back, when the time should 
come, with equal ease. Even the most moderate men, who were 
satisfied with the amount of reform already obtained, must have 
trembled at its insecurity. The Puritan leaders must have viewed 
with dismay the tendency in the nation towards a reaction in fa- 
vour of things as they were. 

It was upon this condition of the public mind that Milton per- 
sistently poured pamphlet after pamphlet, successive vials of 
apocalyptic wrath. He exhausts all the resources of rhetoric, and 
plays upon every note in the gamut of public feeling, that he may 
rouse the apathetic, confirm the wavering, dumfound the malignant ; 
where there was zeal, to fan it into flame; where there was opposi- 
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tion, to cow and browbeat it by indignant’scorn and terrific denun- 
ciation. The first of these manifestoes' was (1) Of Reformation 
touching Church Discipline, of which I have already spoken. ‘This 
was immediately followed by (2) Of Prelaticall Episcopacy. ‘This 
tract was a'reply, in form, to a publication of Archbishop Usher. 
It was about the end of May, 1641, that Usher had come forward 
on the breach with his Fudgment of Dr. Rainolds touching the 
Original of Episcopacy. Rainolds, who had been President of 
Corpus (1598-1607), had belonged to the Puritan party in his day, 
had refused a bishopric, and was known, like Usher himself, to be 
little favourable to the exclusive claims of the high prelatists. He 
was thus an unexceptionable .witnéss to adduce in favour of the 
apostolic origin of the distinction between bishop and presbyter. 
Usher, in editing Rainolds’ opinions, had backed them up with all 
the additional citations which his' vast reading could supply. 

Milton could not speak with the weight that attdched to Usher, 
the most learned Churchman_of the age, who had spent eighteen 
years in going through a complete course of fathers and councils. 
But, in the first paragraph of his answer, Milton adroitly puts the 
controversy upon a footing by which antiquarian research is put 
out of court. Episcopacy is either of human or divine origin. If 
of human origin, it may be’ either retained or abolished, as may be 
found expedient. If of divme appointment, it must be proved to 
be so out of Scripture. If this cannot be proved out of inspired 
Scripture, no accumulation of merely ‘human assertion of the point 
can be of the least authority. Having thus shut out antiquity as 
evidence in the case, he procéeds nevertheless to examine his oppo- 
nent’s authorties, and sets them aside by a style of argument which 
has more of banter than of criticism. 

One incident of this collision between Milton, young and un- 
known, and the venerable prelate, whom he was. assaulting with 
the rude wantonness of untempered youth, deserves to be mentioned 
here. Usher had incautiously included the Ignatian epistles among 
his authorities. This laid. the most learned mani of the day at the 
mercy of an adversary of less reading than himself... Milton, who 
at least knew so much ‘suspicion of the’ genuineness of these re- 
mains as Casaubon’s Prercitations on Baronius and Vedelin’s 
edition (Geneva, 1623) could tell him, pounced upon this critical 
flaw, and delightedly denounced in trenchant tone this “ Perkin 
Warbeck of Ignatius,” and the. ‘‘ supposititious offspring of some 
dozen epistles.” This rude shock it was which set Usher upon a 
-more careful examination of the Ignatian/question., The result was 
his well-known edition of Ignatius, printed 1642, though not pub- 
lished till 1644, in which he acknowledged the total spuriousness 
of nine epistles, and the partial interpolation of the other six. I 
have not noticed in Usher’s Prol/egomena that he alludes to Milton’s 
onslaught. Nor, indeed, was he called upon todo so in a scientific 
investigation, as Milton had brought no contribution to the solu- 
tion of the question beyond sound and fury. 

Of Milton’s third pamphlet, entitled (3) Avdmadverstons on the 
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Remonstrants’ defence against Smectymnuus, it need only be said 
that it is a violent personal onfall upon Joseph Hall, bishop, first, 
of Exeter and afterwards of Norwich. The bishop, by descending 
into the arena of controversy, had deprived himself of the privilege 
which his literary eminence should have secured to him. But 
nothing can excuse or reconcile us to the indecent scurrility with 
which he is assailed in Milton’s pages, which reflect more discredit 
on him who wrote them, than on him against whom they are 
written. é 

The fifth pamphlet, called (5) 4 Apology against a Pamphlet 
called “ A Modest Confutation, &c.” (1642), is chiefly remarkable 
for a defence of his own Cambridge career. A man who throws 
dirt, as Milton did, must not be surprised if some of it comes back 
to him. A son of Bishop Hall, coming forward as his father’s 
champion and avenger, had raked up a garbled version of Milton’s 
quarrel with his tutor Chappell (see p. 10), and by a further distor- 
tion had brought it out in the shape that, “after an inordinate and 
violent youth spent at the university,” Milton had been “* vomited 
out thence.” From the university this “alchemist of slander” 
follows him to the city, and declares that where Milton’s morning 
haunts are, he wi8ses not, but that his afternoons are spent in play- 
houses and bordelloes. Milton replies to these random charges 
by a lengthy account of himself and his studious habits. As the 
reader may expect a specimen of Milton’s prose style, I quote a 
part of this autobiographical paragraph :— 


“Thad my time, as others have who have good learning bestowed upon 
them, to be sent to those places where the opinion was it might be sooner 
attained; and, as the manner is, was not unstudied in those authors which 
are most commended, whereof some were grave orators and historians, 
whom methought I loved indeed, but as my age then was, so I understood 
them; others were the smooth elegiac poets, whereof the schools are not 
scarce; whom both for the pleasing sound of their numerous writing, 
which in imitation I found most easy, and most agreeable to nature’s part 
in me, and for their matter, which what it is there be few, who know not, 
I was so allowed to read, that no recreation came to me better welcome. 
.... Whence having observed them to account it the chief glory of their 
wit, in that they were ablest to judge, to praise, and by that could esteem 
themselves worthiest to love those high perfections which under. one or 
other name they took to celebrate, I thought with myself by every instinct 
and presage of nature which is not wont to be false, that what emboldened 
them to this task might with such diligence as they used embolden me, 
and that what judgment, wit, or elegance was my share, would herein best 
appear and best value itself by how much more wisely and with more love 
of virtue I should choose (let rude ears be absent) the object of not unlike 
praises... .. Nor blame it in those years to propose to themselves such 
a reward as the noblest dispositions above other things in this life have 
sometimes preferred. Whereof not to be sensible when good and fair in 
one person meet, argues both a gross and shallow judgment, and withal an 
ungentle and swainish breast. For by the firm settling of these persua- 
sions I became so much a proficient, that if I found those authors. any- 
where speaking unworthy things of themselves, or unchaste of those names 
which befor¢ they had extolled, this effect it wrought with me, from that 
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time forward their art I still applauded, but the men I deplored; and 
above them all preferred the two famous renowners of Beatrice and Laura, 
who never write but honour of them to whom they devote their verse, 
displaying sublime and pure thoughts without transgression. And long it 
was not after, when I was confirmed in this opinion, that he, who would 
not be frustrate of his hope to write well hereafter in laudable things, 
ought himself to be a true poem, that is a composition and pattern of the 
best and honourablest things, not presuming to sing high praises of heroic 
men or famous cities, unless he have in himself the experience and the 
practice of all that which is praiseworthy. ; 

“These reasonings together with a certain niceness of nature, an hon- 
est haughtiness and self-esteem, either of what I was or what I might be, 
which let envy call pride, and lastly that modesty, whereof, though not in 
the title-page, yet here, I may. be excused to: make some beseeming pro- 
fession, all these uniting the supply of their natural aid together, kept me 
still above those low descents of mind, beneath which he must deject and 
plunge himself, that can agree to saleable and unlawful prostitutions. 

‘Next, for hear me out now, readers, that I may tell ye whither my 
younger feet wandered, I betook me among those lofty fables and ro- 
mances which recount in solemn cantos the deeds of knighthood founded 
by our victorious kings, and from hence had in renown over all Christen- 
dom. There I read it in the oath of every knight, that he should defend 
‘to the expence of his best blood, or of his life if it so'befel him, the honour 
and chastity of virgin or matron. From whence even then I learnt what 
a noble virtue chastity ever must be, to the defence of which so many 
worthies by such a dear adventure of themselves had sworn. And if I 
found in the story afterwards any of them by word or deed breaking that 
oath, I judged it the same fault of the poet as, that which is attributed to 
Homer to have written undecent things of the gods. Only this, my mind 
gave me, that every free and gentle spirit without that oath ought to be 
borne a knight, nor needed to expect the gilt spur, or the laying of a sword 
upon his shoulder, to stir him up both by his counsel and his arm to serve 
and protect the weakness of any attempted chastity. So that even those 
books which to many others have been the fuel of wantonness and loose 
living, I cannot think how unless by divine indulgence, proved to me so 
many incitements to the love and steadfast observation of virtue.” 


This is one of the autobiographical oases in these pamphlets, 
which are otherwise arid deserts of sand, scorched by the fire of 
extinct passion. It may be asked why it is that a few men, Gibbon 
or Milton, are indulged without challenge in talk about themselves, 
which would be childish vanity or odious egotism in others. When 
a Frenchman writes, “ Nous avons tous, nous autres Frangais, des 
_ séduisantes qualités ” (Gaffarel), he is ridiculous. The difference 
is not merely that we tolerate in a man of confessed superiority 
what would be intolerable in an equal. This ‘is true ; but there is 
a further distinction of moral quality in men’s confessions. In 
Milton, as in Gibbon, the gratification of self-love, which attends 
all autobiography, is felt to be subordinated to'a nobler intention. 
The lofty conception which Milton formed. of his vocation as a 
poet, expands his soul and absorbs his personality. It is his 
office, and not himself, which he magnifies. The details of his 
life and nurture are important, not because they belong to him, 
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but because he belongs, by dedication, to a high and sacred calling. 
He is extremely jealous, not:of his,own reputation, but of the 
credit which is due to loftyvendeavour,. We have only to compare 
Milton’s magnanimous assumption of the first place with the paltry 
conceit with which, in the following age of Dryden and Pope, men 
spoke of themselves as authors, to see the wide difference between 
the professional vanity of successful authorship and the proud con- 
sciousness of a prophetic mission. Milton leads a dedicated life, 
and has laid down for himself the law that “‘he who would not be 
frustrate of his. hope. to write well hereafter in laudable things, 
ought himself to be a true poem.’ 

lf Milton had not been the author of Lyczdas and Paradise Lost, 
his political pamphlets would have been as forgotten as are the 
thousand civil war tracts preserved in the’ Thomason collection in 
the Museum, or have served, at most, as philological landmarks. 
One, however, of his prose tracts has continued to enjoy some de- 
gree of credit down to the present time, for its matter as well as 
for its words, Aveepagitica. _ This tract belongs to the year 1644, 
the most fertile year in Milton’s life, as in it he brought out two 
of, his divorce tracts, the Zractate of Education and the Areopa- 
gitica.. As Milton’s moving principle. was not any preconceived 
system, of ‘doctrine, but the’ passion for liberty in general, it was 
natural that he should plead, when occasion called, for liberty of 
the press, among others. \ The occasion was one personal to 
himself. ss 


It is well known that, early in ‘the history of printing, govern- 
ments became jealous of this new instrument for influencing 
opinion. In England, in 1556, under Mary, the Stationers’ Com- 
pany was invested with legal privileges, having the twofold object 
of protecting the book trade and .controlling writers. All publica- 
tions were required to be registered inthe register of the company. 
No persons:could set up a press withouta-license, or print any- 
thing which had not: been :previously approved by ‘some official 
censor. The court which had come to be known ag the court of 
Star Chamber exercised, criminal jurisdiction over offenders, and 
even issued its own decrees for the regulation of printing. The 
arbitrary action of this-court had no small share in bringing about 
the resistance to Charles I. But the fall of the royal authority did 
not mean the emancipation of the press. The Parliament had no in- 
tention of letting go the control which the monarchy had exercised ; 
the incidence of the coercion was to be shifted,-from themselves 
upon their opponents. . The Star Chamber was abolished, but its 
powers of search and seizure were transferred to the Company of 
Stationers. _ Licensing was to go on as before, but to be exercised 
by special commissioners, instead of by the Archbishop and the 
Bishop of London. Only whereas, before, contraband had con- 
sisted of Presbyterian books, henceforward it was Catholic and 
Anglican books which would be suppressed. 

Such was not Milton’s idea of the liberty of thought and speech 
ina free commonwealth, He had himself written for the Presby- 
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terians four unlicensed pamphlets. It was now open to him to 
write any number, and to get them licensed, provided’ they were 
written on the same side. This was not liberty, as he had learned 
it in his classics, “ ubi sentire: que velis; et que ‘sentias dicere 
licet.” “Over and above this encroachment on’ the ‘liberty of the 
free citizen, it so happened that at this. moment Milton himself was 
concerned to ventilate an opinion which was not’ Presbyterian, and 
had no chance of passing a Presbyterian licenser. “His Doctrine 
and Discipline of Divorce was just: ready for press when the ordin- 
ance of 1643 came into operation. He published it without license 
and without printer’s name, in defiance of the law, and awaited 
the consequences. There’ were no consequences.. He repeated 
the offence in’ a'second: edition in February, 1644, putting his 
name now (the first edition had been'‘anonymous), and dedi- 
cating it to the very Parliament’ ‘whose «ordinance he was set- 
ting at nought. This time the Commons,’ stirred ‘up by a peti- 
tion from the Company of: Stationers, referred’ the: matter’ to 
the committee of printing. It went no further. Either’ it'was 
deemed inexpedient ‘to molest’ so sound a Parliamentarian as 
Milton, or Cromwell’s “‘accommodation resolution ” of September 
13, 1644, opened the eyes of the Presbyterian zealots to‘the  exist- 
ence in the kingdom of amew, and much wider, phase of. opinion, 
which ominously threatened the compact little edifice of Presby- 
terian truth that they had been erecting with a-profound conviction 
of its exclusive orthodoxy. 

The occurrence had been sufficient to.give a new direction to 
Milton’s thoughts. Regardless of the fact that his: plea for liberty 
in marriage had fallen upon deaf.ears,.he would plead, for liberty 
of speech. The Arcopagitica, for the,Liberty of unlicensed Print: 
zag, came, out in November, .1644,.an unlicensed, unregistered 
publication, without printer’s or bookseller’s name. It was cast in 
the form of a speech addressed tothe Parliament...The motto 
was taken from Euripides, and printed .in.the, original,Greek, which 
was not, when addressed to the Parliament of 1644, the absurdity ' 
which it. would be now. The.title is less appropriate, being. bor-” 
rowed from the Arcopagitic Discourse of Isocrates, between which 
and Milton’s Speech there is no, resemblance either in subject or 
style. All that the two productions hayve|in common is their form. 
They are, both unspoken orations, written to the address. of a rep- 
resentative assembly—to, the Boulé or, Senate of, Athens; and to 
the Parliament of England., 

Milton’s Speech is in his. own best style; a copious flood of 
majestic eloquence, the outpouring of a ffoble soul with a divine 
scorn of narrow dogma and paltry aims. But it is a mere pamphlet 
extemporised in, at most, a,month or two, without research or 
special knowledge, with no attempt to ascertain general principles; 
and more than Milton’s usual disregard of method. A jurist’s 
question is here handled by a rhetorician. He has preached a 
noble and heart-stirring sermon on his text, but the problem for 
the legislator remains where it was, The vagueness and confusion 


54 MILTON. 


of the thoughts finds a vehicle in language which is too often over- 
crowded and obscure. I think the Areopagitica has few or no 
. Offences against taste; onthe other hand,it has few or none of those 
grand passages which redeem the scurrility of his political pam- 
phlets. The passage in:which Milton’s visit to Galileo “ grown old, 
a prisoner to. the Inquisition,”’ is mentioned, is often quoted for its 
biographical interest; and the terse dictum, “as good almost kill 
a man,as killa good book,” has passed into a current axiom. A 
paragraph at the close, where he hints that the time may be come 
to suppress the suppressors, intimates, but so obscurely as to be 
likely to escape notice, that Milton had already made up his mind 
that a, struggle with the Presbyterian party was to be the sequel of 
the overthrow of the Royalists. He has not yet arrived at the point 
he will hereafter reach, of rejecting the very idea of a minister of 
religion, but he, is already aggrieved by the implicit faith which the 
Puritan laity, who had cast out bishops, were beginning to bestow 
upon their pastor—* a factor to whose care and credit he may com- 
mit the whole managing of his religious affairs.” Finally, it must 
be noted that Milton,though he had come to see round Presbyterian- 
itm, had. not, in 1644, shaken off all dogmatic profession. His 
soleration of opinion was far from complete. He would call in the 
intervention of the executioner in the case of “mischievous and 
libellous books,”? and could not bring himself to contemplate the 
toleration of Popery and open superstition, “which as it extirpates 
all religious and civil supremacies, so itself should be extirpate ; 
provided first that all charitable and compassionate means be used 
to win and gain the weak and misled.” 
The Areopagitica, as might be expected. produced no effect 
upon the legislation of the Long Parliament, of whom (says Hallam) 
very few acts of political wisdom or courage are recorded.” In- 
dividual licensers became more lax in the performance of the duty, 
but this is reasonably to be ascribed to the growing spirit of inde- 
pendency—a spirit which was incompatible with any embargo on 
te utterance of private opinion. A curious epilogue to the history 
an publication is the fact, first brought to light by Mr. Masson, 
that the author of the Areopagitica, at a later time, acted himself 
inthe capacity of licenser. It was in 1651, under the Common- 
sh ey yaa leis ae Needham being editor of the weekly paper 
we lt Politicus, that Milton was associated with him 
_Or supervising editor. Mr. Masson conjectures, with 
some probability, that the leading articles ‘of the Wercurius, dur- 
Ing part of the year 1651, received touches from Milton’s hand. 
ae aes, fares at rather in the character of editor, whose 
: : at nothing improper goes into the paper, than 


in that of press licenserin the sese in which the Areopagitica had 
denounced it. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
BIOGRAPHICAL. 1640—1649. 


In September, 1645, Milton left the garden-house in Aldersgate 
for a larger house in Barbican, in the same neighbourhood, but a 
little further from the city gate, i.e. more in the country. The 
larger house was, perhaps, required for the accommodation of his 
pupils (see above, p. 31), but it served to shelter his wife’s family, 
when they were thrown upon the world bv the surrender of Oxford 
in June, 1646. In this Barbican house Mr. Powell died at the end 
of that year. Milton had been promised with his wife a portion of 
1ooo/.; but Mr. Powell’s affairs had Jong been in a very embar- 
rassed condition, and now by the consequences of delinquency that 
condition had become one of absolute ruin. Great pains have been 
bestowed by Mr. Masson in unravelling the entanglement of the 
Powell accounts. The data which remain are ample, and we can- 
not but feel astonished at the accuracy with which our national 
records, in more important matters so defective, enable us to set 
out a debtor and creditor balance of the estate of a private citizen 
who died more than 200 year asgo. But the circumstances are 
peculiarly intricate, and we are still unable to reconcile Mr. Pow- 
ell’s will with the composition records, both of which are extant. 
As a compounding delinquent, his fine, assessed at the customary 
rate of two years’ income, was fixed by the commissioners at 180/. 
The commissioners must have, therefore, been satisfied that his 
income did not exceed go/.a year. Yet by his will of date De- 
cember 30, 1646, he leaves his estate of Forest Hill, the annual 
value of which alone far exceeded go/., to his eldest son. This 
property is not mentioned in the inventory of his estate, real and 
personal, laid before the commissioners, sworn to by the delinquent, 
and by them accepted. The possible explanation is that the Forest 
Hill property had really passed into the possession, by foreclosure, 
of the mortgagee, Sir Robert Pye, who sat for Woodstock in the 
Long Parliament, but that Mr. Powell, making his will on his death- . 
bed, pleased himself with the fancy of leaving his son and heir an 
estate which was no longer his to dispose of. Putting Forest Hill 
out of the account, it would appear that the sequestrators had 
dealt somewhat harshly with Mr. Powell, for they had included in 
their estate one doubtful asset of 500/., and one non-existent of 
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4ool. This last item was a stock of timber stated to be at Forest 
Hill, but which had really been appropriated without payment by 
the Parliamentarians, and part of it voted by Parliament. itself 
towards repair of the church in the staunch Puritan town of Ban- 
bury. 

The upshot of the whole transaction is that, in satisfaction of 
his claim of 1s00/. (1000/. his wife’s dower, 500/. an old loan of 
1627), Milton came into possession of some property at Wheatley. 
This property, consisting of the tithes of Wheatley, certain cot- 
tages, and three and a half yards of land, had in the time of the 

_ disturbances produced only; 40/:a;year.). But as the value of all 
property improved when the civil war came to an end, Milton 
found the whole could now. be let for 80/.. But then out of this 
he had to pay Mr. Powell’s composition, reduced to 130/. on 
Milton’s. petition, and, the widow’s jointure, computed at 26/. 135. 
4d. per annum. What of income remained after these disburse- 
ments he might apply towards repaying himself the old loan of 
1627. This was all Milton ever saw of the t1ooo/. which Mr. 
Powell, with the high-flying magnificence of a cavalier who, knew 
he was ruined, had promised as his daughter’s portion. 

Mr. Powell’s death was followed in less than three months by 
that of John Milton, senior., He died in the house in Barbican, 
and jthe entry, “John Milton, gentleman, 15 (March),” among the 
burials in March, 1646, is still to be seen in the register of the 
parish of St. Giles’s, Cripplegate. A host of eminent men have 
traced the first impulse of their genius to their mother. Milton 
always acknowledged with just, gratitude that it was to his father’s 
discerning taste and fostering care that he owed the encourage- 
ment of his studies, and the leisure which rendered them possible. 
He has registered this gratitude in both prose and verse... The 
Latin hexameters, “Ad patrem,” written at Horton, are inspired 
by a.feeling far beyond commonplace , filial piety, and a warmth 
which is rare indeed in neo-Latin versification. And when, in his 
prose pamphlets, he has occasion to speak of himself, he does not 
omit the acknowledgment of “the ceaseless diligence.and care of 
my father, whom God recompense.” . (Reason of Church Govern- 
ment). ., ’ 

After the death of his father, being now more at.ease-in his 
circumstances, he gave up taking pupils, and quitted the large 
house in, Barbican. for,a.smaller in High Holborn, opening back- 
wards into Lincoln’s Inn Fields. This removal was about Michael- 
mas, 1647. . ; 

During this period, 1639-1649, while his interests were engaged 
by the all-absorbing events of the civil strife, he wrote no poetry, 
or none deserving the name. All artists, have intervals of non- 
productiveness, usually caused by, exhaustion. This. was. not, 
Milton’s case. His genius was not his:master, nor could ‘it. pass, 
like that of Leonardo de Vinci,. unmoved through, the most tragic 
scenes, He deliberately suspended it at the call of, what he be- 
lieved to be duty to his FOUNITY, His unrivalled power,of expres 
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sion was placed at the service of a passionate political conviction. 
This prostitution of faculty avenged itself; for when he dia turn 
to poetry. his strength was gone from him. The period is chiefly 
marked by sonnets, not many, one in a year, or thereabouts. That 
On the religious memory of Mrs. Catherine Thomson, in 1646, 
is the lowest point touched by Milton in poetry, for his metrical 
psalms do not deserve the name. 

The sonnet, or Elegy on Mrs. Catherine Thomson in the form 
of a sonnet, though in poetical merit not distinguishable from the 
average religious verse of the Caroline age, has an interest for the 
biographer. It breathes a holy calm that is in sharp contrast with 
the angry virulence of the pamphlets, which were being written at 
this very time by the same pen., Amid his intemperate denuncia- 
tions of his political and. ecclesiastical foes, it seems that Milton 
did not inwardly forfeit the peace which passeth all understanding. 
He had formerly said himself. (Doctrine and Disc.), “ nothing more 
than disturbance of mind,suspends us from approaching to God.” 
Now, out of all the clamour and the bitterness of the battle of the 
sects, he can retire and be alone with his heavenly aspirations, 
which have lost none of their ardour by having laid aside all their 
sectarianism. His genius has forsaken him, but his soul still glows 
with the fervour of devotion. 

The sonnet (xv.) Ox the Lord-General Fairfax at the siege of 
Colchester, written in 1648, is again a manifesto of the writer’s 
political feelings, nobly uttered, and investing party\with a patriotic 
dignity not unworthy of the man, Milton. It isa hortatory lyric, a 
trumpet-call to his party in the moment of victory to remember the 
duties which that victory imposed upon them. It is net without 
the splendid resonance of the Italian canzone. But it can scarcely 
be called poetry, expressing, as it) does, facts directly, and not in- 
directly through their imaginative equivalents. Fairfax was, doubt- 
less, well worthy that Milton should have commemorated him in a 
higher strain. Of Fairfax’s eminent qualities the sonnet only 

dwells on two, his personal valour, which had been tried in many 
fights—he had been three times. dangerously wounded in the York- 
shire campaign—and his superiority to sordidinterests. Of his gen- 
eralship, in which he was second to Cromwell only, and of his love 
of arts and learning, nothing is.said, though the last was the passion 
of his life, for which at forty he renounced ambition. Perhaps in 
1648 Milton, who lived a very retired life, did not know of these 
tates, and had not heard that it was by Fairfax’s care that the 
Bodleian library was saved from wreck on the surrender of Oxford 
in 1646. And it was not till later, years after the sonnet was 
written, that the same Fairfax, “ whose name in arms through Eu- 
rope rings,” became a competitor of Milton in the attempt to para- 
purase the Psalms in metre. ‘ 

Milton’s paraphrase of the Psalms belongs to history, but to the 
history of psalmody, not that of poetry. At St. Paul’s School, at 
fifteen, the boy had turned two psalms, the 114th and the 136th, by 
way of exercise, That in his day of plenary inspiration, Milton, 
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who disdained Dryden as “a rhymist but no poet,” and has re- 
corded his own impatience with the “drawling versifiers,” should 
have undertaken to grind down the noble antistrophic lyrics of the 
Hebrew bard into ballad rhymes for the use of Puritan worship, 
would ‘have been impossible.» But the idea of being useful to his 
country had acquired exclusive possession of his mind. Even his 
faculty of verse should be employed in the good cause. If Parlia- 
ment had set him the task, doubtless he would have willingly un- 
dertaken it, as Corneille, in the blindness of Catholic obedience, 
versified the /7zztatio Christi at the command of the Jesuits. Mil- 
ton was not officially employed, but voluntarily took up the work. 
The Puritans were bent upon substituting a new version of the 
Davidic Psalms for that of Sternhold and Hopkins, for no other 
reason than that the latter formed part of the hated°Book of Com- 
mon Prayer. The Commons had pronounced in favor of a version 
by one of their own members, the staunch Puritan M. P. for Truro, 
Francis Rouse. The Lords favoured a rival book, and numerous 
other claimants were before the public. Dissatisfied with any of 
these attempts, Milton would essay himself. In 1648 he turned 
nine psalms, and recurring to the task in 1653, “did into verse ” 
eight more. He thought these specimens worth preserving, and 
annexing to the volume of his poems which he published himself 
in 1673. As this doggerel continues to encumber each succeeding 
edition of the Poetical Works,it is as\ well that Milton did not 
persevere with his experiment and produce a complete Psalter. . 
He prudently abandoned a task in which success is impossible. A 
metrical psalm, being a compromise between the psalm and the 
hymn, like other compromises, misses, rather than combines, the 
distinctive excellences of the things united. That Milton should 
ever have attempted what poetry forbids, is only another proof how 
entirely at this period more absorbing motives had possession of 
his mind and overbore his poetical judgment. It is a coincidence 
worth remembering that Milton’s cotemporary, Lord Clarendon, 
was at this very time solacing his exile at Madrid by composing, 
not a version, but a commentary upon the Psalms, “applying those 
devotions to the troubles of this time.” , 

Yet all the while that he was thus unfaithful in practice to his 
art, it was poetry that possessed his real affections, and the reputa- 
tion of a poet which formed hisambition. It was a temporary sep- 
aration, and not a divorce which he designed. In each successive 
pamphlet he reiterates his undertaking to redeem his pledge of a 
great work, as soon as liberty shall be consolidated in the realm. 
Meanwhile, as an earnest of what should be hereafter, he permitted 
the publication of a collection of his early poems. 

This little volume of some ‘200 pages, rude in execution as it is, 
ranks among the highest prizes of the book collector, very few 
copies being extant, and those ‘mostly in public libraries. It ap- 
peared in 1645, and owed its appearance, not to the vanity of the 
author, but to the zeal of a publisher. Humphrey Moseley, at the 
sign of the Prince’s Arms, in St, Paul’s Churchyard, suggested the 
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collection to Milton, a undertook the risk of it, though knowing, 
as he says in the prefixed address of The Stationer to the Reader, 
that “the slightest pamphlet is nowadays more vendible than the 
works of learnedest men.” It may create some surprise that, in 
1645, there should have been any public in England for a volume 
of verse. Naseby had been foughtin June, Philiphaugh in Septem- 
ber, Fairfax and Cromwell were continuing their victorious career 
in the west, and the King was reduced-to the single stronghold of 
Oxford. It was clear that the conflict-was decided in favour of the 
Parliament, but men’s minds must have been strung to a pitch of 
intense expectation as'toiwhat kind of settlement was to come. 
Yet, at the very crisis of the civil strife we find a London publisher 
able to bring out the Poems of Waller (1644), and sufficiently en- 
couraged by their reception to follow them up, in the next year, 
with the Poems cf Mr. John: Miiton. Are we warranted in infer- 
ring that ‘a finer public was beginning to loathe the dreary theo- 
logical polemic of which it had hada surfeit, and turned to a book 
of | poetry as that which was most unlike the daily garbage, just as 
a latter public absorbed five thousand copies of Scott’s Lay of the 
Last Minstrel in the year of Austerlitz? One would like to know 
who were the purchasers of Milton and Waller, when the cavalier 
families were being ruined by confiscations and compositions, and 
Puritan families would turn with pious horror from the very name 
of a Mask. ( 

Milton was himself editor of his own volume, and prefixed to 

it, again out of Virgil’s Eclogues, the characteristic motto, “ Bac- 

care frontem Cingite, ne vati noceat mala lingua futuro,” indicating 
that his Soe was ail to come. 
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~ CHAPTER VIII. 
THE LATIN SECRETARYSHIP. 


THE Crown having fallen on January 30, 1649, and the House 
of Lords by the vote cf February 6 following, the sovereign power 
in England was for the moment in the hands of that fragment of 
the Long Parliament which remained after the various purges and 
expulsions to which it had been subjected. Some of the excluded 
members were allowed to return, and by occasional new elections 
in safe boroughs the number of members was raised to one hun- 
dred and fifty, securing an average attendance of about seventy. 
The future government of the nation was declared to be by way 
ofa republic, and the writs ran in the name of the Keepers of the 
Liberty of England, by authority of Parliament. But the real 
centre of power was the Council of State, a body of forty-one 
members, nominated for a period of twelve months, according to a 
plan of constitution devised by the army leaders. In the hands of 
this republican Council was concentrated a combination of power 
such as had never been wielded by any English monarch. But, 
though its attribution of authority was great, its exercise of the 
powers lodged with it was hampered by differences among its mem- 
bers, and the disaffection of various interests and parties. The 
Council of State contained most of the notable statesmen of the 
Parliamentary party, and had before it a vast task in reorganising 
the administration of England, in the conduct of an actual war in 
Ireland, a possible war in Scotland, and in the maintenance of the 
honour of the republic in its relations with foreign princes. 

The Council of State prepared the business for its considera- 
tion through special committees for special departments of the 
public service. The Committee for Foreign Affairs consisted of 
Whitelocke, Vane, Lord Lisle, Lord Denbigh, Mr. Marten, Mr. 
Lisle. A secretary was required to translate despatches, both 
those which were sent out and those which were received. Noth- 
ing seems more natural than that the author of the Tenure of Kings 
and Magistrates, who was at once a staunch Parliamentarian, an 
accomplished Latin scholar, and conversant with more than one of 
the spoken languages of the Continent, should be thought of for 
the office. Yet so little was Milton personally known, living as he 
did the life of a retired student, that it was the accident of his hav- 
ing the acquaintance of one of the new Council to which he owed 
the appointment, 
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The post was offered him, but would he accept it? He had 
never ceased to revolve in his mind subjects capable of poetical 
treatment, and to cherish his own vocation as the classical poet of 
the English language. Peace had come, and leisure was within 
his reach. He was poor, but his wants were simple, and he had 
enough wherewith to meet them. Already in 1649 unmistakable 
symptoms threatened his sight, and warned him of the necessity 
of the most rigid economy in the use of his eyes. The duties 
that he was now asked to undertake were indefinite already in 
amount, and would doubtless extend themselves if zealously dis- 
charged. 

But the temptation was strong, and he did not resist it. The 
increase of income was, doubtless, to Milton the smallest among 
the inducements now offered him. He had thought it sufficient 
and an honourable employment to serve his country with his pen 
as a volunteer. Here was an offer to become her official, author- 
ised servant, and to bear a part, though a humble part, in the great 
work of reorganisation which was now to be attcmpted.’ Above 
all other allurements to a retired student, unversed in men, and 
ready to idealise character, was the opportunity of becoming at once 
‘personally acquainted with all the great men of the patriotic party, 
whom his ardent imagination had invested with heroic qualities. 
The very names of Fairfax, Vane, and Cromwell, called up in him 
emotions for which prose was an inadequate vehicle. Nor was it 
only that in the Council itself he would be in daily intercourse with 
such men as Henry Marten, Hutchinson, Whitelocke, Harrington, 
St. John, Ludlow, but his position would introduce him at once to 
all the members of the House who were worth knowing. It was 
not merely a new world; it was ¢#e world which was here opened 
for the first time to Milton. And we must remember that all 
scholar as he was, Milton was well convinced of the truth that 
there are other sources of knowledge besides books. He had 
himself spent “many studious and contemplative years in the 
search of religious and civil knowledge,” yet he knew that, for a 
mind large enough to “take in a general survey of humane things,” 
it was necessary to know— 


“The world, 5 4". her ‘glory, : i 
Empites and monarchs, and their radiant courts, 
Best school of best experience.” 


He had repeatedly, as if excusing his political interludes, renewed 
his pledge to devote all his powers to poetry as soon as they should 
be fully ripe. To complete his education as a poet, he wanted 
initiation into affairs. Here was an opening far beyond any he had 
ever dreamed of. The sacrifice of time and precious eyesight 
which he was to make was costly, but it was not pure waste; it 
would be partly returned to him in a ripened experience in this 


“Tnsight 
In all things that to greatest actions lead.” 
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He accepted the post at once without, hesitation. , On March 
13, 1649, the Committee for Foreign Affairs was directed to make 
the offer to him; on March 15 he attended at Whitehall to be ad- 
mitted to office. Well would it have been both for his genius and 
his fame if he had declined it. His genius might have reverted to 
its proper course, while he was in the flower of age, with eyesight 
still available, and a spirit exalted by the triumph of the good 
cause. His fame would have been saved from the degrading in- 
cidents of the contention with Salmasius and, Morus, and from 
being tarnished by the obloquy of the faction which he, fought, 
and which conquered him. No man can with impunity insult and 
trample upon his fellow-man, even in the best of causes. _ Especially 
if he be an artist, he makes it impossible to obtain equitable appre- 
ciation of his work. 

So far as Milton reckoned upon a gain in experience from his 
secretaryship, he doubtless reaped it. Such a probation could not 
be passed without solidifying the judgment, and correcting its 
tendency to error. And this school of affairs, which is indis- 
' pensable for the historian, may also be available for the poet. Yet 
it would be difficult to point in Milton’s subsequent poetry to any 
element which the poet can be thought to have imbibed from the 
foreign. secretary. Where, in Milton’s two epics and Samson 
Agonistes, the personages are all supernatural or. heroic, there is 
no room for the employment of knowledge of the world. Had 
Milton written comedy, like Moliere, he might have said with 
Moliere after he had been introduced at court, “Je n’ai plus que 
faire d’étudier Plaute et Terence; je n’ai qu’a étudier le monde.” 

The office into which Milton was now inducted is called in the 
Council books that of Secretary for foreign tongues. Its duties 
were chiefly the translation of despatches from and to foreign 
governments. The degree of estimation in which the Latin 
secretary was held may be measured by the amount of salary 
assigned him. For while the English chief Secretary had a salary 
of 7302. (==2200/. of our day), the Latin Secretary was paid only 
2882. 135. 6d. (=9oo/.), For this, not very liberal pay, he was told 
that all his time was to be at the disposal of the government. 
Lincoln’s Inn Fields was too far off for a servant of the Council 
who might have to attend meetings at seven in the morning. He 
accordingly migrated to Charing Cross, now become again Charing 
without the cross, this work of art having been an early (1647) 
victim of religious barbarism. In November he was accommodated — 
with chambers in Whitehall. But from these he was soon ousted 
by claimants more considerable or more importunate, and in 1651 
he removed to “a pretty garden-house ” in Petty France, in West- 
minster, next door to the Lord Scudamore’s, and opening into St. 
James’s Park. The house was extant till 1877, when it disappeared, 
the last of Milton’s many London residences. It had long ceased 
to look into St. James’s Park, more than one Yow of houses, en- 
croachments upon the public park, having grown up between. 
The garden-house had; become a mere ordinary street house in. 
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York Street, only distinguished from the squalid houses on either 
side of it by a tablet affixed by Bentham, inscribed “sacred to 
Milton, prince of, poets.”’ Petty France lost its designation in the 
French Revolution, in obedience to the childish petulance which 
obliterates the name of any one who may displease you at the 
moment, and become one of the seventeen, York Streets of the 
metropolis. Soon after the rebaptism of the street, Milton’s house 
was occupied by William Hazlitt, who rented it of Bentham. 
Milton had lived in it for nine years, from 1651 till a few weeks 
before the Restoration. Its nearness to Whitehall where the Coun- 
cil sat was less a convenience than a necessity. 

For Milton’s life now became one of close attention and busy 
service. As Latin secretary and Weckherlin’s successor, indeed, 
his proper duties were only those of a clerk or translator. But 
his aptitude for business of a literary kind soon drew on him a 
great variety of employment. The demand for a Latin transla- 
tion of a despatch was not one of frequent occurrence. The Let- 
ters of the Parliament, and of Oliver and Richard, Protectors, 
which are, intrusively, printed among Milton’s works, are but 
one hundred and thirty-seven in all. This number is spread over 
ten years, being at the rate of about fourteen per year; most of 
them are very short. For the purposes of a biography of Milton, 
it is sufficient to observe that the dignified attitude which the 
Commonwealth took up towards foreign powers lost none of its 
elevation in being conveyed in Miltonic Latin. Whether satisfac- 
tion for the murder of an envoy is to be extorted from the arrogant 
court of Madrid, or an apology is to be offered to a humble count 
of Oldenburg for delay in issuing a salvaguardia which had been 
promised, the same equable dignity of expression is maintained, 
equally remote from crouching before the strong and hectoring 
the weak. 

His translations were not all the duties of the new secretary. 
He must often serve as interpreter at audiences of foreign envoys. 
He must superintend the semi-official organ, the Jercurius 
Politicus. He must answer the manifesto of the Presbyterians of 
Ireland. The Odservations on the peace of Kilkenny are Milton’s 
composition, but from instructions. By the peace the Irish had 
obtained home rule in its widest extent, release from the oath of 
supremacy, and the right to tie their ploughs to the tail of the 
horse. The same, peace also conceded to them the militia, a trust 
which Charles I. had said he would not devolve on the Parliament 
of England, “not for an hour!” ‘Milton is indignant that these 
indulgences, which had been. refused to their obedience, shduld 
have been extorted by their rebellion and the massacre of ‘200,000 
Protéstants.” This is an exaggeration of a butchery sufficiently 
tragic in its real proportions, and in a later tract (Zzkonohklastes) 
he reduces it to1§4,000. Though the savage Irish are barbarians, 
uncivilised and uncivilisable, the Odservatzons distinctly affirm the 
new principle of toleration. Though popery be a superstition, the 
death of all true religion, still conscience is not within the cogni- 
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sance of the magistrate. The civil sword is to be employed against 
civil offences only. In adding that the one exception to this 
toleration is atheism, Milton is careful to state this limitation as 
the toleration professed by Parliament, and not as his private 
opinion. s 
. So well satisfied were the Council with their secretary’s 
Observations on the peace of Kilkenny, that they next imposed 
upon him a far more important labour, a reply to the Ezkon Basziliké. 
The execution of Charles I. was not an act of vengeance, but a 
measure of public safety. If, as Hallam affirms, there mingled in 
the motives of the managers any strain of personal ill-will, this was 
merged in the imperious necessity of securing themselves from 
this vengeance, and what they had gained from being taken back. 
They were alarmed by the reaction which had set in, and had no 
choice but to strengthen themselves by a daring policy. But the 
first effect of the removal of the King by violence was to give a 
powerful stimulus to the reaction already in progress. The groan 
which burst from the spectators before Whitehall on January 29, 
1649, was only representative of the thrill of horror which ran 
through England and Scotland in the next ten days. This reac- 
tionary feeling found expression in a book entitled “ Ezkon Ba- 
stltké, the portraiture of his sacred majesty in his solitude and 
sufferings.”? The book was composed by Dr. Gauden, but pro- 
fessed to be an authentic copy of papers written by the King. It 
is possible that Gauden may have had in his hands some written 
scraps of the King’s meditations. ‘If he had such, he only used 
them as hints to work upon. Gauden was a churchman whom his 
friends might call liberal and his enemies time-serving. He was a 
churchman of the stamp of Archbishop Williams, and preferred 
_ bishops and the Common-prayer to presbyters and extempore 
sermons, but did not think the difference between the two of the 
essence of religion. In better times Gauden would have passed 
for broad, though his latitudinarianism was more the result of love 
of ease than of philosophy. Though aroyalist, he sat in the West- 
minster Assembly, and took the covenant, for which compliance he 
nearly lost the reward which, after’ the Restoration, became his 
due. Like the university-bred men of his day, Gauden was not a 
man of ideas, but of style... In the present instance the idea was 
supplied by events. ‘The saint and martyr, the man of sorrows, 
praying for his murderers, the King, who renounced an earthly 
kingdom to gain a heavenly, and who’ in return for his benefits re- 
ceived from an unthankful people a crown of thorns—this was the 
theme supplied to the royalist advocate. Poet’s imagination had 
never invented one more calculated’'to touch the popular heart. 
This zmztatio Christi,to which every private Christian theoretically — 
aspires, had been realised bya true prince upon an actual scaffold 
with a graceful dignity of demeanour of which it may be said that 
nothing in life became him like the leaving it. ee 
This moving situation Gauden, no mean stylist, set out in the 
best academical language of the period. Frigid and artificial it 
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may read now, but the. passion.and pity, which is not in the book, 
was. supplied by the readers of the time. And men are now dainty 
as to phrase when they meet with an expression. of their own. senti- 
ments. The readers of Ezkon Basiliké—and forty-seven. editions 
were necessary to supply the. demand of a population of. eight, mil- 
lions—attributed to the pages of the book emotions raised in them- 
selves by the tragic catastrophe. They never doubted that the 
meditations were those of the royal martyr, and, held the book, in 
the words of Sir Edward, Nicholas, for, “the most,exquisite, pious, 
and princely piece ever written,’’? The Parliament thought them- 
selves called upon to put forth a reply... If one book could cause 
such a commotion of spirits, another-book could allay it—the ordi- 
nary illusion of those who do not, consider that the vogue of a 
printed appeal depends, not on, the contents of the appeal, but on 
a predisposition of the public temper. 

Selden, the, most learned man, not only of his party, but of 
Englishmen, was first thought of, but the task was finally assigned 
to the Latin Secretary. Milton’s ready pen;completed, the answer, 
Eikonoklastes, a quarto of 242 pages, before October, 1649... It is, 
like all answers, worthless as a book... Eikonoklastes, the Image- 
breaker, takes the Image, Eikon, paragraph by paragraph, turn- 
ing it round, and asserting the negative. To the Royalist view of 
the points in dispute Milton opposes the Independent view. A re- 
futation, which follows each step of an adverse book, is necessarily 
devoid of originality. But Milton is worse than tedious; his reply 
is in a tone of rude railing and insolent swagger, which would 
have been always unbecoming, but which at this moment was 
grossly indecent. 

Milton must, however, he acquitted of one charge which has 
been made against him, viz., that he taunts the King with his famil- 
iarity with Shakspeare. The charge rests on a misunderstanding. 
In quoting “chard IT/. in illustration of his own meaning, Milton 
says, “I shall not instance an abstruse author, wherein the King 
might be less conversant, but one whom we well know was the 
closet companion of these his solitudes, William Shakspeare.” 
Though not an overt gibe, there certainly lurks an insinuation to 
Milton’s Puritan readers, to whom stage plays were an! abomina- 
tion—an unworthy device of rhetoric, as appealing to a super- 
stition in others which the writer himself does not share. In 
Milton’s contemptuous reference to Sidney’s Arcadia as a vain 
amatorious poem, we feel that the finer sense of the author of 
L’ Allegro has suffered from immersion in the slough of religious 
and political faction. 

Gauden, raking up material from all quarters, had inserted in 
his compilation a prayer taken from the Arcadia. Milton merci- 
lessly works this topic against his adversary. It is surprising that 
this plagiarism from so well-known a book as the Arcadia should 
_not have opened Milton’s eyes to the unauthentic character of the 

Lttkon. He alludes, indeed, to a'suspicion which was abroad that 
one of the royal chaplains was a secret coadjutor. But he knew 
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nothing of Gaudcn ‘at' the time of ' writing the Zzkonok/astes, and it 
is probable he never’ came to Know. ’ The secret of the authorship 
of the Zzzon'was well kept, being known only to a very few persons 
the ‘two royal ‘brothers, Bishop. Morley, the Earl of Bristol, and 
Clarendon. | ‘These were all'safe'men, and Gauden was not likely 
to proclaim himself an' impostor.’ He pleaded it; however, succéss- 
fully as'a'¢laim to preférment at the Restoration, when the Church 
spoils caine to’ be ‘partitioned’ among the *conquerors, and he re- 
ceived thé bishopric of Exéter.' A’ bishopric—because less than 
the highest’ perfermeht could not’ be offéréd to’ one whose pen 
had done’ such ‘signal! service’ and’ Exeter—because the ‘poorest 
see (then valued at 5002, a year) was’ good €nough for’ a man’ who 
had taken the’ covenant and complied With the” usurping govern- 
ment. -By ceaselessly importunity the author of the Zzkox Basilike 
obtained afterwards the see of Worcester; while the’ portion of the 
author of ‘Ezzonoklastes' was poverty, infamy, and'calumny. A 
céntury after Milton’s death it was'safe for the most ‘popular writer 
of the'day to’ say that'the prayer from''the 4rcadia had been inter- 
polatedin the Zzkon by Miltow himself. and’ ‘then by him charged 
mee the ee as a plagiarism. QJohnson, Lives of the Poets. y 
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Be CHAPTER IX. 
MILTON AND SALMASIUS—BLINDNESS. 


THE mystery which long surrounded the authorship of Azzon 
Basiliké \ends a literary interest to Milton’s share in that contro- 
versy which does not belong to his next appearance in print. 
Besides, his pamphlets against Salmasius and’ Morus-are written 
in Latin, and to the general reader in’ England and America inac- 
cessible in consequence. ‘In Milton’s day it was otherwise; the 
widest circle of readers'could only be reached through Latin. For 
this reason, when Charles II. wanted a public vindication ‘of his 
father’s memory, it was indispensible that it should be composed 
in that language, : The Zzkox was accordingly turned into Latin, 
by one of the royal chaplains, Earle, afterwards Bishop of Salisbury. 
But this was not enough; a defence in form was necessary, an 
Apologia Socratis, such as Plato composed for his master after 
his death. It must not only be written in Latin, but in ‘such Latin 
as'to ensure its being read. 

In 1647 Charles I]. was living at jthe Hague, and it so hap- 
pened that the man who was in the highest repute'in all Europe as 
a Latinist was professor at the neighbouring university of Leyden. 
Salmasius (Claude de Saumaise) was'commissioned to prepare a 
manifesto, which should be at once a vindication of Charles’s mem- 
ory, and an indictment against the regicide. government. Salma- 
sius was a man of enormous reading and no judgment. He says 
of himself that he wrote Latin more easily than his mother-tongue 
(French). And his Latin was all the more readable because it was 
not classical or idiomatic: With’ all his reading—and Isaac Casau- 
bon had said of him'when in his teens that he had incredible eru-- 
dition—he was still, at sixty, quite unacquainted with public affairs, 
_ and had neither the politician’s tact necessary to draw a state paper 
as Clarendon would have drawn it, nor the literary tact which had | 
enabled Erasmus to command the ear of the public. Salmasius 
undertook his task as a professional advocate, though without pay, 
and Milton accepted the duty of replying as advocate for the 
Parliament, also without reward ; he was fighting for a cause which 
was not another’s, but his own. ee 

~ Salmasius’s Defensio regia—that was the title of his book— 
reached England before the end of 1649. The Council of State, 
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in very unnecessary alarm, issued a prohibition. On 8th January, 
1650, the Council ordered “ that Mr. Milton do prepare something 
in answer to the book of Salmasius.” Early in March, 1651, 
Milton’s answer, entitled Pro Populo Anglicano Defensio, was out. 

Milton was as much above Salmasius in mental power as he 
was inferior to him in extent of book knowledge. But the con- 
ditions of retort which he had chosen to accept neutralised this 
superiority. His greater power was spent in a greater force of 
invective. Instead of setting out the case of the Parliament in all 
the strength of which it was capable, Milton is intent upon trip- 
ping up Salmasius, contradicting him, and making him odious or 
ridiculous. He called his book a Defence of the People of England; 
but when he should have been justifying his clients from the 
charges of rebellion and regicide before the bar of Europe, Milton 
is bending all his invention upon personalties. He exaggerates 
the foibles of Salmasius, his vanity, and the vanity of Madame 
Salmasius, her ascendancy over her husband, his narrow pedantry, 
his ignorance of everything but grammar and words. He exhausts 
the Latin vocabulary of abuse to pile up every epithet of contumely 
and execration on the head, of his adversary. It but amounts to 
calling Salmasius fool and knave through a couple of hundred 
pages, till the exaggeration of the style defeats the orator’s purpose, 
and we end by regarding the whole. not as a serious pleading, but 
as an epideictic display. Hobbes said truly that the two books 
were “like two dieclamations, for and against, made by one and the 
same man as a rhetorical exercise” (Behemoth). 

Milton’s Defexszo was not calculated to advance the cause of 
the Parliament, and there is no evidence that it produced any effect 
upon the public beyond that of raising Milton’s personal credit. 
That England, and Puritan England, where humane studies were 
swamped in a biblical brawl, should produce a man who could 
write Latin as well as Salmasius, was a great surprise to the learned 
world in Holland. Salmasius was unpopular at Leyden, and there 
was therefore a predisposition to regard Milton’s book with favour. 
Salmasius“was twenty years older than Milton, and in these literary 
digladiations readers are always ready to side with a new writer. 
The contending interests of the two great English parties, the 
wider issue between republic and absolutism, the speculative in- 
quiry into the right of resistance, were lost sight. of by the specta- 
tors of this literary duel. The only question was whether Salma- 
sius could beat the new champion, or the new man beat Salmasius, 
at a match of vituperation. 

Salmasius of course put in a rejoinder.. His rapid pen found 
no difficulty in turning off 300 pages of fluent Latin. It was his 
last occupation. . He died at Spa, where he was taking the waters, 
in September, 1653, and his reply was not published till 1660, after 
the Restoration, when all interested had died out of the contro- 
versy. If it be true that the work was written at Spa, without 
books at hand, it is certainly a miraculous effort of memory. It 
does no credit to Salmasius.. He had raked together, after the exe 
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ample of Scioppius against Scaliger, all the tittle-tattle which the 
English exiles had to retail about Milton and his antecedents. | 
Bramhall, who bore Milton a special grudge, was the channel of 
some of this scandal, and Bramhall’s source was possibly Chappell, 
the tutor with whom Milton had had the early misunderstanding. 
(See above p. 10.) If any one thinks that classical studies of them- 
selves cultivate the taste and the sentiments, let him look’ into 
Salmasius’s Responsio. There he will see the first scholar of his 
age not thinking it unbecoming to taunt Milton with his blindness, 
in such language as this: “A puppy, once my pretty little man, 
now blear-eyed, or rather a blindling; having never had any mental 
vision, he has now lost his bodily sight; a silly coxcomb, tancying 
himself a beauty; an unclean beast, with nothing more human 
about him than his guttering eyelids: the fittest doom for him 
would be to hang him on the highest gallows, and set his head on 
the Tower of London.” These are some of the incivilities, not by 
any means the most revolting, but such as I dare reproduce, of this 
literary warfare. 

Salmasius’s taunt about Milton’s' venal pen is no less false than 
his other gibes. The places of those who served the Common- 
wealth were places of “hard work and short rations.’’ | Milton 
never received for his Defenszo a sixpence beyond his official salary. 
It has indeed been asserted that'he was paid 1ooo/. for it by order 
of Parliament, and this falsehood having beén adopted by Johnson 
—himself a pensioner—has passed into all'the biographies, and 
will no doubt continue to be repeated to the end of time. “This’ is 
a just nemesis upon Milton, who on his part had twitted Salmasius 
with having been complimented by the exiled King with a purse of 
too Jacobuses for his performance. The one insinuation was as 
false as the other. Charles IJ. was too’ poor to offér more than 
thanks. Milton was too proud to receive for defending his country 
what the Parliament was willing to pay. Sir Peter Wentworth, of 
Lillingston Lovell. in Oxfordshire, left in his will roo/. to Milton 
for his book against Salmasius. But’ this was Jong after the Res- 
toration, and Milton did not live to receive the legacy. 

Instead of receiving an honorarium for his payers of the Eng- 
lish People, Milton had paid for it a sacrifice for which money 
could not compensate him. His eyesight, though quick, as he was 
a proficient with the rapiér, had never been strong. His constant 
headaches, his late study, and (thinks Phillips) his perpetual tam- 
pering with physic to preserve his sight, concurred to bring the 
‘calamity upon him. It had been steadily coming on for a dozen 
years before, and about 1650 the sight of the left eye was gone. 
He was warned by his doctor that if he persisted in using the 
remaining eye for book-work, he would lose that too. “The choice 
lay before me,” Milton writes in the Second Defence, between 
dereliction of a supreme duty and loss of eyesight; in such a case 
I could not listen to the physician, not if Aesculapius himself had 
spoken from his sanctuary; I could not but obey that inward 
monitor, I know not what, that spake to me from heaven. I con- 
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sidered with myself that many had purchased less good with worse 
ill, as they who give their lives to reap only glory, and I thereupon 
concluded, to employ the little remaining eyesight I was to enjoy in 
doing this, the greatest service to the common weal it was in my 
power to render.” ; 

It was about the early part of the year 1652 that the calamity 
was consummated. At the age of forty-three he was in total dark- 
ness. Lhe deprivation of sight, one of the severest afflictions of 
which humanity is capable, falls more heavily on the man whose 
occupation lies among books than upon others. He who has most 
to lose, loses most. To most persons books are but an amuse- 
ment, an interlude between the hours of serious occupation. The 
scholar is he who has found the key to knowledge, and knows his 
way about im the world of printed books. To find this key, to 
learn the map of. this, country, requires a long apprenticeship. 
This is a point few men can hope to reach much before the age 
of forty. Milton had attained, it only to find fruition snatched from 
him. He had barely time to spell one line in the book of wisdom, 
before, like the, wizard’s volume, in, romance, it was hopelessly 
closed against him for ever. ..Any human being is shut out by loss 
of sight from accustomed pleasures, the..scholar is shut out from 
knowledge. Shut out at forty-three, when his great work was not 
even begun! He consoles himself with the fancy that in his 
pamphlet, the Defensio, he had done a great work (guanta 
maxima guivi) for his country. This poor delusion helped him 
doubtless to.support his calamity. He could not foresee that, in 
less than ten, years, the great work would be totally annihilated, his 
pamphlet would be merged in the obsolete mass of civil war tracts, 
and the Defensio, on which he had expended his last year of eye- 
sight, only mentioned, because it had been written by the author 
of Paradise. Lost. ‘ 

The nature of Milton’s disease is not ascertainable from the 
account he has given of it. In the well-known passage of Paradise 
Lost, iii. 25, he hesitates between amaurosis (drop serene) and 

taract (suffusion)— 


“So thick a drop serene hath quench’d their orbs, 
Or dim suffusion veil’d.” 


4 

A medical friend, referred to by Professor Alfred Stern, tells 
him that some of the symptoms are more like glaucoma. Milton 
himself has left such an account as a patient ignorant of the 
anatomy of the organ could give. It throws no light on the nature 
of the malady. But it is characteristic of Milton that even his 
affliction does not destroy his solicitude about his personal. ap- 
pearance. The taunts of his enemies about “the lack-lustre eye, 
guttering with prevalent rheum,’’ did not pass unfelt. In his 
Second Defence Milton informs the world that his eyes “are 
externally uninjured,. They shine with an unclouded light, just 
like the eyes of one whose vision is perfect. This is the only 
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‘point in which I am, against my will, a hypocrite. The vindi- 
“cation appears again in Sonnet xix. “ These eyes, though clear to 
outward view of blemish or of spot.” In later years, when the 
exordium of Book iii. of Paradise Lost was composed, in the 
pathetic story of his blindness this little touch of vanity fades away 
as incompatible with the solemn dignity of the occasion. . 
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CHAPTER X. 


MILTON AND MORUS—THE SECOND DEFENCE—THE DEFENCE FOR 
HIMSELF. 


Civit history is largely a history of wars between states, and 
literary history is no less the record of quarrels in print between 
jealous authors. Poets and artists, more susceptible than prac- 
tical men, seem to live a life of perpetual wrangle. The history of 
these petty feuds is not healthy intellectual food, it is as best 
amusing scandal. But these quarrels of authors do not degrade the 
authors in our eyes, they only show them to be, what we knew, 
as vain, irritable, and opinionative as other men. Ben Jonson, 
Dryden, Pope, Voltaire, Rousseau, belabour their enemies, and we 
see nothing incongruous in their doing so. It is not so when the 
awful majesty of Milton descends from the empyrean throne of 
contemplation to use the language of the gutter or the fish-market. 
The bathos is unthinkable. The universal intellect of Bacon 
shrank to the paltry pursuit of place. The disproportion between 
the intellectual capaciousness and the moral aim jars upon the 
sense of fitness, and the name of Bacon, wisest, meanest, has 
passed into a proverb. Milton’s fall is far worse. It is not here a 
union of grasp of mind with an ignoble ambition, but the plunge of 
the moral nature itself from the highest heights to that despicable 
region of vulgar scurrility and libel which is below the level of 
average gentility and education. |The name of Milton is a syno- 
nym for sublimity. He has endowed our language with the loftiest 
and noblest poetry it possesses, and the same man is found 
employing speech for the most unworthy purpose to which it can 
be put, that of defaming and vilifying a personal enemy, and an 
enemy so mean that ar to have been mentioned by Milton had 
been an honour to him. / In Salmasius, Milton had at least been 
measuring his Latin against the Latin of the first classicist‘f the 
age. In Alexander Morus he wreaked august periods of Roman 
eloquence upon a vagabond preacher, of chance fortunes and 
tarnished reputation, a greculus esuriens, who appeared against 
Milton by the turn of accidents, and not as the representative of 
the opposite principle. In crushing Morus, Milton could not 
beguile himself with the idea that he was serving a cause. 

In 1652 our country began to reap the fruits of the costly efforts 
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it had made to obtain good government. A central authority was _ 
at last established, stronger than any which had existed since 
Elizabeth, and one which extended over Scotland and Ireland, no 
less than over England. The ecclesiastical and dynastic aims of 
the Stuart monarchy had been replaced by a national policy, in 
which the interests of the people of Great Britain sprang to the 
first place. The immediate consequence of this union of vigour 
and patriotism, in the government, was the self-assertion of Eng- 
land as a commercial, and therefore as a naval power. This 
awakened spirit of conscious strength meant war with the Dutch, 
who, while England was pursuing ecclesiastical ends, had possessed 
themselves of the trade of the world. War accordingly broke out 
early in 1652. Even before it came to real fighting, the war of 
pamphlets had recommenced. The prohibition of Salmasius’s 
Defensio regia annulled itself as a matter of course, and Salmasius 
was free to prepare a second Defenszo in answer to Milton; for the 
most vulnerable point of the new English Commonwealth was 
through the odium excited on the Continent against regicide. 
And the quarter from which the monarchical pamphiets were hurled 
against the English republic was the press of the republic of the 
- United Provinces, the country which had set the first example of 
successful rebellion against its lawful prince. 

_.. Before Salmasius’s reply was ready, there was launched from 
the Hague, in March, 1652, a virulent royalist piece in Latin, under 
the title of Regi sanguinis clamor ad celum (Cry of the King’s 
blood to Heaven ‘against the English parricides). Its 160 pages 
contained the usual royalist invective in a rather common style of 
hyperbolical declamation, such as that ‘“‘in comparison of the ex- 
ecution of Charles L., the guilt of the Jews in crucifying Christ was 
as nothing.” Exaggerated praises of Salmasius were followed by 
scurrilous and rabid abuse of Milton: In the style of the most 
shameless Jesuit lampoon, the Amphitheatrum or the Scaliger 
hypobolimeus, and with Jesuit tactics, every odious crime is im- 
puted to the object of the satire, without regard to truth or prob- 
ability. Exiles are proyerbially credulous, and it is likely enough 
that the gossip of the English’refugees at the Hague was much 
employed in improving or inventing stories about the man who had 
dared to answer the royalist champion in Latin as good as his own. 
Salmasius in his Defensio had employed these stories, distorting 
the events of Milton’s life to discredit him. But for the author of 
the Clamor there was no such excuse, for the book was composed 
in England, by an author living in Oxford and London, who had 
every opportunity for informing himself accurately of the facts 
about Milton’s life and conversation. He chose rather to heap up 
at random the traditional vocabulary of defamation which the Cath- 
olic theologians had employed for some generations past as their 
best weapon against their adversaries. In these infamous pro- 
ductions, hatched by celibate pedants in the foul Voges of 
the Jesuit colleges, the gamut of charges always ranges from bad 
grammar to unnatural crime. The only circumstance which can 
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| 
be alleged in. mitigation of, the excesses, of the Reg7? sanguinis 
clamor is that Milton.had provoked the, onfall by his own violence. 
He who throws dirt must expect that dirt will be thrown back at 
him, and when it comes, to mud-throwing, the blackguard. has, as 
itis right that,.he should have, the best of it. e 
The author of the Claszor was, Peter Du Moulin, a son of the 
celebrated French; Calvinist,,preacher,,of the, same name. . the 
author, not daring to.intrust his pamphlet to an English press, had 
sent it over to Holland, where it. was printed under. the supervision 
of Alexander, Morus. ..This Morus, (More or Moir) was of Scottish 
parentage, but born (1616) at Castres, where, his father was prin- 
cipal of the, Protestant college... Morus fitted the €Zamor with a 
preface, in which Milton was further reviled, and styled a _“ mon- 
strum horrendum, informe, .ingens;,.cui, lumenademtum.”. The 
secret, of the, authorship was strictly kept, and, Morus, having been 
known to,be concerned in,the publication, was soon transformed in 
public belief, into. the author. So it. was reported to Milton, and so 
Milton, believed. | He nursed his, wrath, and took two years to 
meditate his blow. ,.He.caused inquiries, to be, made.into Morus’s 
antecedents. , It, happened that Morus’s conduct had been want- 
ing in. discretion, especially in his relations with women... He had 
been equally imprudent in his utterances on some of the certainties 
of Calvinistic; divinity. It was easy ,to,colleet any amount of 
evidence under both these heads... The system, of kirk discipline 
offered a ready;made, machinery of espionage and delation.. The 
standing, jest/of the fifteenth century on the “ governanie ” of the 
curé was, replaced,.in, Calvinistic countries, by the anxiety of every 
minister to,detect his brother minister in any intimacy upon which 
a. scandalous construction could be put. 
| Morus endeavoured, through every channel at his command, to 
convince Milton, that, he: was,not,the author of the Clamor, He 
could have saved. himself, by revealing the real author, who was 
lurking all, the while close to, Milton’s elbow, and whose safety 
depended on Morus’s silence. .. This, high-minded respect for an- 
other’s, secret .is more to. Morus’s:honour than any of, the petty 
gossip about, him is to his, discredit... He had. nothing to offer, 
therefore, but negative assurances, and mere denial weighed noth- 
ing with Milton, who, was fully,conyinced that Morus lied from ter- 
ror.,, Milton’s Defeusio Secunda came out in May, 1654. . In this 
piece (written in Latin), Morus is throughout assumed to. be the 
author of, the Clamor, and,as, such is pursued through many pages 
in a strain of invective, in.which banter is: mingled with ferocity. 
The Hague tittle-tattle about Morus'’s love-affairs is set forth in the 
pomp.of Milton’s loftiest Latin. . Sonorous periods could hardly be 
more disproportioned to their material content. To have kissed a 
girl is painted asthe blackest of crimes... The sublime and the 
ridiculous are here, blended without|the step between. Milton de- 
scends even to abuse the publisher, Vlac, who had officially signed 
his name to Morus’s preface,. |The mixture of fanatical choler and 
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grotesque jocularity, mm which he rolls forth his charges) of, inconti- 
nence, against Morus, and of petty knavery,against Vlac, are. only 
saved from being unseemly by being ridiculous. The comedy 1s 
complete when we remember that. Morus, had not written the 
Clamor, nor Viac the preface. .Milton’s rage blinded him; he, is 
mad Ajax castigating innocent sheep instead of Achzans, 

The Latin pamphlets are indispensable to a knowledge of Mil- 
ton’s disposition. We see in them his grand disdain of his Oppo- 
nents, reproducing the concentrated intellectual scorn of the Latin 
Persius ; his certainty of the absolute justice of his own cause, 
and the purity of his own motives. This lofty cast of thought is 
combined with an eagerness to answer the meanest taunts. The 
intense subjectivity of the poet breaks out in these paragraphs, 
and while he should be stating the case of the republic, he holds 
Europe listening to an account of himself, his accomplishments, 
his studies and travels, his stature, the colour of his eyes, his skill 
in fencing, etc. These egotistic utterances must have seemed to 
Milton’s cotemporaries to be intrusive and irrelevant vanity. 
Paradise Lost was not as yet, and to the Council of State Milton 
was, what he was to Whitelocke, ‘a blind man who wrote Latin.” 
But these paragraphs, in which he talks of himself, are to us the ° 
only living fragments out of oe hundred worthless pages. 

To the Defensio Secunda there was of course a reply by Morus. 
It was entitled F7zaes Publica, because it was largely composed 
of testimonials to character. When one priest charges another 
with unchastity, the world looks on and laughs. But it is no laugh- 
ing matter to the defendant in such an action. He can always 
bring exculpatory evidence, and in spite of any evidence he is 
always believed to be guilty. The effect of Milton’s furious de- 
nunciation of Morus had been to damage his credit in religious 
circles. and to make mothers of families shy of allowing him to 
visit at their houses. 

Milton might have been content with a victory which, as Gibbon 
said of his own, “over such an antagonist was a sufficient humilia- 
tion.” Milton’s magnanimity was no ) match for his irritation. He 
published .a rejoinder to Morus’s /zdes Publica, reiterating his be- 
lief that Morus, was author of the Clawor, but that it was no 
matter whether he was or not, since by publishing the book,-and 
furnishing it with a recommendatory preface, he had made it his 
own. | The charges against Morus’s character he reiterated, and 
strengthened byt new “ “facts, » which Morus’s enemies had hastened 
to contribute fo the budget of calumny. These imputations on 
character, mixed with insinuations of unorthodoxy such as are 
ever rife in clerical controversy, Milton invests with the moral in- 
dignation of a prophet denouncing the enemies of Jehovah. He 
expends a wealth of vituperative “Latin which makes us tremble, 
till we remember that it is put in motion to crush an insect. 

This Pro se defensio (Defence for himself) appeared in August, 
1655. Morus met it by asupplementary /7zdes Piudica, and Milton, 
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resolved to have the last word, met him by a Supplement to the 
Defence. The reader will be glad to hear that this is the end of 
the Morus controversy. We leave Milton’s victim buried under 
the mountains of opprobrious Latin here heaped upon him—this 
“ circumforaneus pharmacopola, vanissimus circulator, propudium 
hominis et prostibulum.” 
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CHAPTER XI. é 


LATIN SECRETARYSHIP COMES TO AN END—MILTON’S FRIENDS. 


IT is no part of Milton’s biography to relate the course of pub- 
lic events in these momentous years, merely because, as Latin 
Secretary, he formulated the despatches of the Protector or of his 
Council, and because these .Latin letters are incorporated in Mil- 
ton’s works. On the course of affairs Milton’s voice had no in- 
fluence, as he had no part in their transaction. Milton was the 
last man of whom a practical politician would have sought advice. 
’ He knew nothing of the temper of the nation, and treated all that 
opposed his own view with supreme disdain. On the other hand, 
idealist though he was, he does not move in the sphere of specu- 
lative politics, or count among those philosophic names, a few in 
each century, who have influenced not action, but thought. Ac- 
cordingly his opinions have for us a purely personal interest. 
They are part of the character of the poet Milton, and do not be- 
long to either world, of action or of thought. 

The course of his political convictions up to 1654 has been 
traced in our narrative thus far. His breeding at home, at school, 
at college, was that of a member of the Established Church, but 
of the Puritan and Calvinistic, not of the Laudian and Arminian, 
party within its pale. By 1641 we find that his Puritanism has de- 
veloped into Presbyterianism ; he desires, not to destroy the Church, 
but to reform it by abolishing government by bishops, and substi- 
tuting the Scotch or Genevan discipline. When he wrote his ea- 
son of Church Government (1642), he is still a royalist; not in the 
cavalier sense Of a person attached to the reigning sovereign, or 
the Stuart family, but still retaining the belief of his age that 
monarchy in the abstract had somewhat of divine sanction. Be- 
fore 1649 the divine right of monarchy, and the claim of Presby- 
tery to be scriptural, have yielded in his mind to a wider conception 
of the rights of the man and the Christian. To use the party 
names of the time, Milton the Presbyterian has expanded into 
Milton the Independent. There is to be no State Church, and in- 
stead of a monarchy there is to be a commonwealth. Very soon 
the situation develops the important question how this common- 
wealth shall be administered—whether by a representative assem- 
bly, or by a picked council, or a single governor. This question 


® 


78 MILTON. 


was put to a practical test in the Parliament of 1654. The expert- 
ment, begun in September, 1654, broke down, as we know in Janu- 
ary, 1655. Before it was tried we find Milton in his Second Defence, 
in May, 1654, recommending Cromwell to govern not by a Parlia- 
ment, but by a council of officers; i. e., he is a commonwealth’s 
man. Arrived at this point, would Milton take his stand upon 
doctrinaire republicanism, and lose sight of liberty in the attempt 
to secure equality, as his friends Vane, Overton, Bradshaw would 
have done? Or would his idealist exaltation sweep him on into 
some one of the current fanaticisms, Leveller, Fifth Monarchy, or 
Muggietonian ?. Unpractical as he was, he was close enough to 
state affairs as Latin Secretary to see that personal government by 
the Protector was, at the moment, the'only Solution. If the liber- 
ties that had been conquered by the sword were to be maintained, 
between levelling chaos on the one ‘hand, and royalist reaction on 
the other, it was the Protector alone to whom those who’ prized 
liberty above party names could look.’ Accordingly Milton may be 
regarded from the year 1654 onwards as an’ Oliverian, though with 
particular reservations. He saw—it was impossible for a man in 
his situation not to, see—the unavoidable necessity which forced 
Cromwell, at this moment, to undertake to govern without a ‘repre+ 
sentative assembly. The political necessity of ‘the''situation was 
absolute, and all reasonable men who’ were embarked in the cause 
felt it to be so. 

Through all these stages Milton passed in the space of twenty 
years—Church-Puritan, Presbyterian, Royalist, Independent, Com- 
monwealth’s man, 'Oliverian. “These political phases were not the 
acquiescence of a placemah, or indifferentist; in’ mutations: for 

‘which he does not care ; still less were they changes either’ ‘of 
party or of opinion. Wena ver he’ thought, Milton thought and 
felt intensely, and expressed emphatically; and ‘even his enemies 
could not accuse him of a shadow of inconsistency or wavering in 
his principles. VOn the contrary, tenacity, or persistence of idea, 
amounted in him, to a serious défect of character.) A’ conviction 
once formed dominated him, so that, as in the cohtroversy with 
Morus, he could not be persuaded that he had made a mistake. 
No mind, the history of which we have an opportunity of intimately 
studying, could be more of one piece and texture than was that of 
Milton from, youth to age. Thé names which ‘we are obliged to 
give to his successive political stages do’ not, indicate shades of 
colour adopted from the prevailing political ground, but the’ gen- 
uine development of the public ‘consciousness of Puritan England 
repeated in an individual. Milton moved forward, not because 
Cromwell and the rest advanced, but with Cromwell and the rest. 
We may perhaps describe the motive force as a passionate attach- 
ment to personal liberty, liberty of thought and action. This ideal 
force working in the minds ofa few, “those worthies which are 
the soul of that enterprise ”’ (Tenure of Kings), had been the main- 
spring of the whole revolution. The Levellers, Quakers, Fifth 
Monarchy men, and the wilder Anabaptist ‘sects, only showed the 


workings of the’ same idea in'men’whose intellects had not been 
disciplined by education! or experience. The idea'/of liberty, for- 
mulated into a doctrine, and bowed down'to asa holy créed, made 
some of its best ‘disciples, such as' Harrison and Overton, useless 
at the most critical ‘juncture.’ ‘The ‘party of anti-Oliverian repub- 
licatis, the intransigentes, became one of the greatest difficulties of 
‘ the Government. © Milton, with his idealism, his thoroughness, and 
obstinate persistence, was not unlikely to have’ shipwrecked upon’ 
the same rock. " He was saved by his constancy to’the principle of: 
religious liberty, which was found with the party that had destroyed 
the ‘King because he would not' be’ ruled’ by a Parliament, while in 
1655 it supported the Protector'in' governing without a Parliament. 
Supreme authority in itself ‘was not ‘Cromwell’s aim’; he’ used ‘it’ 
only ‘to’ secure''the ‘fulfilment of those ideas of religious liberty, 
civil order, and Protestantascéendancy in’ Europe which filled his 
whole soul. To Milton) as to Cromwell, forms, whether of worship 
or government, were but means to an ‘end, and were to be changed 
whenever expediency might require. «| LOS AiM 

In 1655, then, Milton was an Oliverian; but with reservations.’ 
The most important ‘of these’ reservations regarded the relation of’ 
the’ state to the church. ‘Cromwell never wholly dropped the 
scheme of a national church. It’ was, indeed, to be as comprehen- 
sive as‘possible ; Episcopacy was ‘pulled down, Presbytery was not 
set up) but individual ministers’ might be Episcopalian or Pres-’ 
byterian in sentiment, provided'they satisfied a certain standard, 
intelligible enough ‘to’ that’ generation, of ““godliness.” Here 
Milton seeins to’ have ‘remained’ throughout upon the old Indépen- 
dent platform; he will not have the'civil power step over its limits 
into the’ province of religion’ atvall.. Many matters, in which the 
old preJatic church ‘had’ ‘usurped’ upon the ‘domain of the state, 
should be replaced under the secular authority.’ But the spiritual 
region was inatter of conscience, and not of external regulation. 

A further ‘réservation which’ Milton would make related to en- 
dowments, or ‘the mainténance of ministers. The Protectorate, 
and ‘the constitution of 1657, maintained ‘an established clergy ‘in 
the enjoyment of tithes or’ other settled stipends.“ Nothing was 
more abhorrent to Milton’s sentiment than ‘state payment in relig- 
ious things. |The minister who’téceives such pay becomes’a state 
pensioner, a hireling. ‘The law of tithes is a Jewish law, repealed 
by the Gospel, under which the minister is only maintained by the 
freewill offerings of the congregation to which he ministers. This 
antipathy to hiréd preachers was ‘one of Milton’s earliest convic 
tions. It thrusts itself, rather importunately, into Lyczdas (1636), 
and reappears in the Sonnet to Cromwell (Sonnet xvil., 1652), before 
it 1s dogmatically expounded in the pamphlet Constderations touch-' 
ing means to remove Hirelings out of the Church (1659). Of the 
two corruptions of the church'by the secular power, ‘one’ by force, 
the other by pay, Miltoh regards the last as the most’ dangerous. 
“Under force, though no thanks to the forcers, true religion oft- 
times best thrives and flourishes ; but the corruption of teachers, ° 
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most commonly the effect of hire, is the very bane of truth in them 
who are so corrupted.” Nor can we tax this aversion to a salaried 
ministry, with being a monomania of sect. It is essentially in- 
volved in the conception of religion as a spiritual state, a state of 
grace. A soul in this state can only be ministered to by a brother 
in a like frame of mind. To assign.a place with.a salary, is to offer 
a pecuniary inducement to simulate this qualification. This prin- 
ciple may be wrong, but it is not unreasonable. It is the very 
principle on which the England of our day has decided against the 
endowment of science. The endowment of the church was to 
Milton the poison of religion, and in so thinking he was but true 
to his conception of religion. Cromwell, whatever may have been 
his speculative opinions, decided in favour of a state endowment, 
upon the reasons, or some of them, which have moved modern 
statesmen to maintain church establishments. 

With whatever reservations, Milton was an Oliverian. Sup- 
porting the Protector’s policy, he admired his conduct, and has 
recorded his admiration in the memorable sonnet x11. How the 
Protector thought of Milton, or even that he knew him at all, there 
remains no evidence. Napoleon said of Corneille that, if he had 
lived in his day, he would have made him his first minister. 
Milton’s ideas were not such as could have vaiue in the eyes of a 
practical statesman. Yet Cromwell was not always taking advice, 
or discussing business. He who could take a liking for the genuine 
inwardness of the enthusiast George Fox might have been ex- 
pected to appreciate equal unworldliness joined with culture and 
reading in Milton.‘ If” says Neal, ‘‘there was a man in England 
who excelled in any faculty or science, the Protector would find 
him out and reward him.” But the excellence which the Protector 
prized was aptness for public employment, and this was the very 
quality in which Milton was deficient. 

The poverty of Milton’s state letters has been often remarked. 
Whenever weighty negociations are going on, other pens than his 
are employed. We may ascribe this to his blindness. Milton 
could only dictate, and therefore everything intrusted to him must 
pass through an amanuensis, who might blab. One exception to 
the commonplace character of the state papers there is. The 
massacre of the Vaudois by their own sovereign, Charles Emanuel 
II., Duke of Savoy, excited a thrill. of horror in England greater 
than the massacres of Scio or of Batak roused in our time. For 
in Savoy it was not humanity only. that was outraged, it was a 
deliberate assault of the Papal half of Europe.upon an outpost of 
the Protestant cause. , 

One effect of the Puritan revolution had been to alter entirely 
the foreign policy of England. By nature, by geographical position, 
by commercial occupations, and the free spirit of the natives, these 
islands were marked out to be members. of the Northern confede- 
racy of progressive and emancipated Europe. The foreign policy 
of Elizabeth had been steady adhesion to this law of nature. The 
two first Stuarts, coquetting with semi-catholicism at home, had 
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leaned with all the weight of the crown and ot government towards. 
Catholic connexions. The country had always offered a vain resist- 
ance; the Parliament of 1621 had been dismissed for advising 
James to join the Continental Protestants against Spain. It was 
certain, therefore, that when the government becatne Puritan, its 
foreign policy would again become that of Elizabeth. This must 
have been the case even if Cromwell had not been there. He saw 
not only that England must be a partner in thé general Protestant 
interest, but that it fell to England to make the combination 
and to lead it. He acted in this with his usual decision. He 
placed England in her natural antagonism to Spain; he made peace 
with the Dutch ; he courted the friendship of the Swiss Cantons, 
and the alliance of the Scandinavian and German Princes ; and to 
France, which had a divided interest, he made advantageous offers 
provided the Cardinal would’ disconnect himself from the Ultra- 
montane party. } 

It was in April, 1655, that’ the Vaudois atrocities suddenly 
added the impulse ‘of religious sympathy to the permanent gravita- 
tion of the political forcés. In all Catholic countries the Jesuits 
had by this time made themselves masters of the councils of the 
‘princes. The aim of Jesuit policy in the seventeenth century was 
nothing less than the entire extirpation of Protestantism and Pro- 
testants in the countries which they ruled. The ifhabitants of 
certain Piedmontese valleys had held from time immemorial, and 
long before Luther, tenets and forms of worship very like those to 
which the German reformers had sought to bring back the church. 
The Vaudois were wretchedly poor, and had beén incessantly the 
objects of aggression and persecution. In January, 1655, a sudden 
determination was. taken by the Turin government to make them 
conform to the Catholic religion by force.. The whole of the 
inhabitants of. three valleys were ordered to quit the country within | 
three days, under pain of death and confiscation of yoods, unless 
they would become, or undertake to’ become, Catholic. They sent 
their humble remonstrances to the court of Turin against this edict. 
The remonstrances were disregarded, and military execution was 
ordered. On April 17, 1655, the soldiérs, recruits from all coun- 
tries—the Irish are specially mentioned—were let loose upon the 
unarmed population. Murder and rape and burning are the ordi- 
nary incidents of military execution. These were not enough to 
satisfy the ferocity of the Catholic soldiery, who revelled for many 
days in the infliction of all that brutal lust or savage cruelty can 
suggest to men. " ieege 

It was nearly a month before the news reached England. A cry 
of horror. went through the country, and Cromwell said it came 
“as near his heart as if his own nearest and dearest had been con- 
cerned.” A day of humiliation was appointed, large collections 
were made for the sufferers, and a special envoy was) despatched , 
to remonstrate with the Duke of Savoy. *Cardinal Mazarin, how-’ 
ever, seeing the importance which the Lord Protector would acquire 
by taking the lead on this occasion, stepped in, and patched up a 
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hasty arrrangement, the treaty of Pigneroi, by which some sort of 
fallacious protection was ostensibly secured to the survivors of the 
massacre. ; 
- All the despatches in this business were composed by Milton. 
But, he only found the words ; especially in the letter to the Duke 
of Savoy, the tone of whichis much more moderate than we should 
have expected, considering that. Blake was in the Mediterranean, 
and master of the coasts of the Duke’s dominions. It is impossi- 
ble, to extract from these letters any characteristic trait, unless it is 
from the speech which the envoy, Morland, was instructed to de- 
liver at Turin, in which it is said that all the Neros of all ages had 
never, contrived inhumanities so atrocious as what had.taken place 
in the Vaudois valleys. Thus restricted in his official communica- 
tions, Milton gave vent to his personal, feelings on the occasion in 
the well-known sonnet (xvull.) “ Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughtered 
saints, whose bones lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold.” 
It has. been, already said that. there remains no trace of 
any personal intercourse between Milton and Cromwell. He 
seems to,have,remained equally unknown to, or unregarded by, the 
other, leading men, in the Government or the,Council. | It is vain 
to conjecture the. cause of this general neglect. Some have found 
it.in the coldness. with which Milton regarded, parts at least of, the 
policy of the Protectorate.. Others refer it to the haughty nature 
of the man, who will neither, ask a favour nor make the first.ad- 
vances towards intimacy. . This last supposition is nearer the truth 
than the former. _An expression he uses in a private letter may be 
cited in its support... Writing to Peter Heimbach in 1657, to 
excuse himself from giving him a recommendation to the English 
_ ambassador in Holland, he says: “ J am sorry that I am not able 
_to do this; Ihave very little acquaintance with those in power, 
inasmuch as I keep very, much to my own house, and prefer to do 
so.” Something. may also beset down to the character of the 
Puritan leaders, alien to all literature, and knowing no books but 
the Bible... ; 
Lhe mental isolation in which the great poet lived his life is a 
remarkable feature of his biography. It was not only after the 
Restoration that he appears lonely and friendless ; it was much the 
“same. during the previous period of the Parliament and the Pro- 
' tectorate. Just at. one time, about, 1641, we hear from our best 
~ authority, Phillips, of his cultivating the society of men of his own 
_age,.and “ keeping a gawdy-day,” but this only once in three weeks 
or.a month, with “ two gentlemen of Gray’s Inn.” He had, there- 
~. fore, known what it was to be sociable. But the general tenor of 
his life. was other; ,proud, reserved, self-contained, repellent ; 
brooding over his own ideas, not easily admitting into his mind the 
- ideas of others. It is indeed an erroneous estimate of Milton to 
attribute to him a hard or austere nature. He had all the quick 
‘sensibility which belongs to the poetic temperament, and longed to 
be Joved that he, might love again. But he had to pay the penalty 
“of all who believe in their own ideas, in that their ideas come be- 
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tween them and the persons that approach, them, and constitute a 
mental barrier which can only be broken down by sympathy. And 
sympathy for ideas is hard to find, just in proportion as those ideas 
are profound, far-reaching, the fruit of long study and meditation. 
Hence it was that Milton did not associate readily with his cotem- 
poraries, but was affable and instructive in conversation with young 
persons, and) those who would approach him in the attitude of 
disciples. His daughter Deborah, who could teli so little about 
him, remembered. that he was. delightful, company, the life of a 
circle, and that he was so through a flow of subjects and an un- 
affected cheerfulness and civility. I would interpret this testimony, 
the authenticity of which is indisputable, of his demeanour with the 
young, and those who were modest enough to wait upon his utter- 
ances. His isolation from his coevals, and from those who offered 
resistance, was the necessary consequence of his force of character, 
and the moral tenacity which endured no encroachment on. the 
narrow scheme of thought over which it was incessantly brooding. 

Though “his literature was immense,” there was, no humanity 
in it; it was fitted immovably into a scholastic frame-work. Hence 
literature was not a bond of sympathy between him and other men. 
We find him in no intimate relation with any of the contemporary 
men of learning, poets, or wits... From,such.of them as, were of the 
cavalier party he was estranged by politics. | That it-was Milton’s 
interposition which saved Davenant’s life in 1651,,even were, the 
story better authenticated than it is, is not an evidence of intimacy. 
The three men most eminent for learning (in .the usually received 
sense of the word) in England at that day were: Selden (d. 1654), 
Gataker (d. 1654), and Archbishop Usher (d. 1656), all of whom 
were to be found in London. - With none of the three is there any 
trace of Milton ever having had intercourse. 

It is probable, but not certain, that it was at. Milton’s interces- 
sion that the Council proposed to subsidise Brian Walton in his 
great enterprise—the Polyglot Bible.. This, the noblest monument 
of the learning of the Anglican Church, was projected and executed 
by the silenced clergy.. Fifteen years of spoliation and. humilia- 
tion thus bore better fruits of learning than the. two centuries. of 
wealth and honour which have since elapsed. _ As Brian, Walton 
had, at one time, been curate of Allhallows, Bread Street, Milton 
may have known him, and it has. been inferred that by. Twells’s ex- 
pression—“ The Council of State, before whom some, having re/a- 
tion to them, brought this business ”—Milton is meant. ie 

Not with John Hales, Cudworth, Whichcote, Nicholas, Bernard, 
Meric Casaubon, nor with any of the men of letters who were 
churchmen, do we. find Milton in correspondence. The interest 
of religion was more powerful.than the interest of knowledge; and 
the author of Zzkonok/astes must have been held in special abhor- 
rence by the loyal clergy. , The general sentiment of this party is 
expressed in Hacket’s tirade, for which the reader is Wee to 
his Life of Archbishop Williams. : 

From, Presbyterians, such as Theophilus Gale or Baxter, Mil- 
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‘ton was equally separated by party. Of Hobbes, Milton’s widow 
told Aubrey “that he was not of his acquaintance; that her hus- 
band didnot like him at all, but would acknowledge himto be a 
‘man of great parts.” 

Owing to these circumstances, the circle of Milton’s intimates 
contains ‘few, and those undistinguished, names. One exception 
there was. In Andrew Marvel Milton found one congenial spirit, 
incorruptible amid poverty, unbowed. by defeat.. Marvel was 
twelve years Milton’s junior, and a Cambridge man (Trinity), like 
himself. He had had better training still, having: been for two 
years an inmate of Nunappleton, in the capacity of instructor to 
Mary, only daughter of the great’ Lord Fairfax. In 1652, Milton 
had recommended Marvel for the appointment of assistant secre- 
tary to himself; now that he was partially disabled by: his blind- 
ness. | The recommendation was-not effectual at the time, another 
man; Philip Meadows, obtaining the post. It was not till 1657, 
when Meadows was sent on’ a ‘mission to Denmark; that Marvel 
became Milton’s’ colleague. - He remained attached'to himoto the 
last.’ | It: were to be wished that he had left'some reminiscences of 
his intercourse with 'the poet in his later years, some authentic no- 
tice of him in his prose letters, instead of a copy of verses, which 
attest, at once, his affectionate admiration for Milton’s ‘great epic, 
and his own little skill in versification. © ' . 

Of Marchmont Needham and Samuel Hartlib mention has been 
already made. During the! eight years of his sojourn in the house 
in Petty France, “he was frequently visited by persons ‘of quality,” 
says Phillips. The only name he gives is- Lady Ranelagh.’ ‘This 
lady, by birth a Boyle, sister of Robert Royle, had placed first her 
nephew, and then her’ son, under Milton’s ‘tuition! ‘Of an excel- 
lent understanding, and liberally cultivated, she sought Milton’s 
society, and as he could not go to visit her, she'wentto him. There 
are no letters of Milton addressed to her, but he mentions her once 
as “a most superior woman,” and when, in 1656, she left London 
for Ireland, he “ grieves for the loss of the’ one acquaintance which 
was worth to him all'the rest.” These names, with that of Dr. Pa- 
get, exhaust the scanty list of Milton’s intimates during this period. 

To these older friends, however, must be added his former 
pupils, now become men, but remaining ever attached to their old 
tutor, seeing him often when in London, and when ‘absent’ corre- 
sponding with him. With them he was “affable and instructive 
in conversation.” Henry Lawrence, son of 'the Président of 
Oliver’s Council, and Cyriac Skinner, grandson “of Chief Justice 


Coke, were special favourites. With these he' would sometimes 


“by the fire help waste a sullen day ;.” and it was these two who 
called forth from him the only utterances” of thistime which are 
not solemn, serious, or sad. Sonnet XvI. is a poetical invitation to 
Henry Lawrence, “ of virtuous father virtuous son,” 'to a “neat ret 
past,” not without wine and song, to cheer the winter season: 
Besides these two whose. names. are familiar’ “o us through the 
Sonnets, there was Lady Ranelagh’s son, Richard Jones, who went, 
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in 1656, to Oxford, attended by his tutor, the German. Heinrich 
Oldenburg. . We.have two. letters (Latin). addressed to Jones at 
Oxford, which are curious as showing that Milton was as dissatisfied 
with that university even after,the reform, with Oliver Chancellor, 
and Owen Vice-Chancellor, as he had béen with Cambridge. 

His two nephews, also his pupils, must-have ceased at a very 
early period to be acceptable either as friends or’ companions. 
They had both—but the younger brother, John, more decidedly 
than Edward—passed into the opposite camp. This is a-result of 
the uncle’s strict system of Puritan discipline, which will surprise 
no one who has observed that, in education, mind reacts against 
the pressure of will. The teacher who seeks to impose his views 
raises antagonists, and not disciples. ‘The generation of young 
men who grew up under the Commonwealth were in intellectual 
revolt against the constraint of Puritanism before they proceeded 
to political revolution against its authority. Long before the reac: 
tion embodied itself in the political fact of the Restoration, it had 
manifested. itself, in; popular literature. . The theatres. were still 
closed by the police, hut Davenant found a public iu London to 
applaud an “entertainment by declamations and music, after the 
manner of the ancients.” (1656). . The press began timidly to ven- 
ture on books of amusement, in a style of humour. which seemed 
ribald and heathenish to the staid’ and’ sober, covenanter., . Some- 
thing of the jollity and merriment of old Elizabethan days seemed 
to be in the air. But with a vast difference. Instead of “dallying 
with the innocence. of love,” as in Augland’s Felicon (1600), or 
The Passionate Pilgrim, the sentiment, crushed and maimed by 
unwise repression, founda less honest and less refined expression. 
The strongest and most universal of human passions when allowed 
freedom, light, and air, becomes: poetic inspiration.’ The same 
passion coerced by police is but driven underground. 

So it:came to pass that, in these years, the Protector’s Council 
of State was much, exercised by attempts of ‘the London press to 
supply the public, weary of sermons, with some light literature 
of the, class now.(1879) known as facetious,;, On April 25, 1656, 
the august body which had upon its hands, the government of 
three kingdoms and, the, protection of the Protestant. interest 
militant throughout Europe, could:find nothing better to do than 
to take into consideration a book, entitled Sportive Wet, or the 
Muse’s Merriment.. Sad to relate, the book was found to. con- 
tain “much lascivious and profane matter.” And the editor ?— 

-no other than John Phillips. . Milton’s youngest nephew! It is 
as if nature, in. reasserting herself, had made. deliberate selection 
of its agent. The pure poet of Comus, the man who had ‘publicly 
boasted his chastity, had trained up a pupil to become the editor 
of an immodest drollery! Another, and more original production 
of John Phillips, the Satyr against Hpyocrites, was an open attack, 
with mixed banter and serious indignation, on the established re- 
ligion, “It affords,” says Godwin, “ unequivocal indication of the 
company now kept by the author with cavaliers, and Jon vivans, 
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and demireps, and men Of ‘ruined fortunes. Edward Phillips, the 
elder brother, followed-with the Mysteries of Love and Eloquence 
(1658), a book, according to Godwin, “entitled to no insignificant 
rank among the multifarious: productions issued from the’ press, to 
debauch the manners of the nation, and to bring back the King.” 
Truly, a man’s wotst vexatioris come ‘to him from his own relations. 
Milton had the double anioyance of the public exposure before 
the Council of State; and thé private reflection on the failure of 
his own ‘system of education. : j ; 

The homage which was’ wanting to the prophet in his own 
country was more liberally tendered by foreigners. Milton, it 
must be remembered, was yet only known in England as the pam- 
phleteer of strong republican, but somewhat eccentric, opinions. 
On the Continent he was the answerer of Salmasius, the vindicator 
of liberty against despotic power. ‘Learned foreigners of note,” 
Phillips tells us, “could not part out of this city without giving a 
visit to his uncle. -Aubrey even exaggerates this flocking of the 
curious, so far as to say that some came over into England only to 
see Oliver Protector and John Milton. That Milton had more 
than he liked of these sight-seers, who came to look at him when 
he could not sée'them, we can easily believe. Such visitors would 
of course be from Protestant countries. Italians, though admiring 
his elegant Latin, had'“ disliked him on account of his too severe 
morals.” A glimpse, and no more than a glimpse, of the impres- 
sion such visitors could carry away, we obtain in a letter written, 
in 1651, by. a Nuremberg pastor, Christopher Arnold, to a friend at 
home :—* The ‘strenuous defender of the new vég7e, Milton, enters 
readily into conversation; his speech is pure, his written style 
very pregnant. He has committed himself to a harsh, not to say 
unjust, criticism of the old English divines, and of their Scripture 
commentaries, which are’ truly learned, be witness the genius of 
learning himself!” It must not be supposed from this that Milton 
had discoursed with Arnold on the English divines. ‘The allusion 
is to that onfall upon the reformers, Cranmer, Latimer, &c., which 
had escaped from Milton’s pen in 1642 to the great grief of his 
friends. Ifthe information of a dissenting minister, one Thomas 
Bradbury, who professed to derive it from Jeremiah White, one of 
Oliver’s chaplains, may be trusted, Milton “was allowed by the 
Parliament a weekly table for the entertainment of foreign ministers 
and persons of learning, such especially as came from Protestant 
states, wh‘ch allowance was also continued by Cromwell.” 

Such homage, though it may be a little tiresome, may have 
gratified for the moment the political writer, but it would not 
satisfy the poet who was dreaming of an immortality of far other 
fame—" 

“Two equal’d with me in fate, 
So were I equal’d with them in renown.” 


And to one with Milton’s acute sensibility, yearning for sympathy 
and love, dependent, through his calamity, on the eyes, as on the 
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heart, of others, his domestic interior was of mo¥e Consequence td, 
him than outside demonstrations of respect. | Four years after the 
death of his first wifeshe* married again) “We ‘know nothing more 
of this second wife, Catharine Woodcock, than what maybe gath- 
ered from the Sonnet XIX, in ‘which he commemorated his “late 
espoused saint,” in whose’ person “love, sweetness, ‘goodness 
shin’d.” . After only fifteen months’ union she’ died (1658), after 
having given birth to a daughter, who lived Silly a few months. 
Milton was again alone.’ 

His public functions as Latin Scevelahy had been Contracted 
within narrow limits by his blindness. The heavier part of the 
duties had:been transferred to others, first to Weckherlin, then to 
Philip Meadows, and lastly to Andrew Marvel. ‘The more con- 
fidential diplomacy Thurloe reserved for his‘ own cabinet. But 
Milton continued up to the last to be occasionally called ‘upon for 
a Latin epistle: On September 3,'1658, passed away the mastér 
mind. which had hitherto compelled the jarring elements in’ the 
nation to co-exist together, and chaos was let loose. + Milton re- 
tained and éxercised his secretaryship under Richard Protéctor, 
and even under the restored Parliament. His latest’ Latin letter is 
_of date May 16, 1659. He is entirely outside all the combinations 
and complications which filled the latter half of that year, after 
Richard’s: retirement'in May. Itis little’ use writing to foreign 
potentates now, for, with one man’s life, England has fallen from 
her lead in Eutope, and is ‘gravitating towards ‘the Catholic’ and 
reactionary powers, France and Spain. Milton, thotigh he knows 
nothing more than one of the public, “ only what it appears to. us 
without doors,” he says, will yet write about it. The habit of pam- 
phleteering was on him, and he will write what no one will care to 
read. The stiff-necked commonwealth men, with their doctrinaire 
republicanism, were standing out for their constitutional ideas, blind 
to the fact that the royalists were all the while undermining the 
ground beneath the feet alike of Presbyterian and Independent, 
Parliament and army. The Greeks ‘of Constantinople denouncing 
the Azymite, when Mahmoud IT. was forming his lines round the | 
doomed city, were’ not more infatuated than these pedantic com- 
monwealth men with their parliamentarianism when Charles IT. 
was at Calais. 

Not !ess inopportune than the public men of the party, Milton 
chooses this time for inculcating his views on endowments. A 
fury of utterance was upon him, and he poured out, during the 
death-throes of the republic, pamphlet upon pamphlet, as fast as 
he could get them written to his dictation. These extemporised 
effusions betray in their style, hurry and confusion, the restlessness 
of a coming despair. The passionate enthusiasm of the early 
tracts is gone, and all the old faults, the obscurity, the inconsecu- 
tiveness, the want of arrangement, are exaggerated. In the Ready 
Way there is a monster sentence of thirty-nine lines, containing 
336 words. Though his instincts were perturbed, he was unaware 
what turn things were taking. In February, 1660, when all persons 
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of ordinary information saw that the restoration of monarchy was 
certain, Milton knew it not, and put out a tract to show his country- 
men a, Ready and easy way to established a free Commonwealth. 
With the same pertinacity with which he had adhered to his own 
assumption that Morus was author of the Clamor,he now refused to 
believe in the return of the Stuarts: Fast as his pen moved, 
events outstripped it, and he has to rewrite the Ready and easy 
way to suit their march, The second edition is overtaken by the 
Restoration, and it should seem was never circulated. Milton will 
ever “give advice to Sylla,” and writes a letter of admonition to 
Monk, which, however, never reached either the press or Sylla. 

The month of May, 1669, put a forced end to his illusion. 
Before the 29th of that month he had fled from the house in Peity 
France, and been sheltered by a friend in the city. In this friena’s 
house, in Bartholomew Close, he lay concealed till the passing of 
the Act of Oblivion, 29th August. | Phillips says that he owed his 
exemption from the vengeance which overtook so many of his 
friends to Andrew Marvel, “ who acted vigorously in his behalf, 
and made a, considerable party for him.” But in adding that “he 
was so far excepted as not to bear any office in the commonwealth,” 
Phillips is in error. Milton’s name does not occur in the Act. 
Pope used to tell that Davenant had employed his interest to 
protect a brother-poet, thus returning a similar act of generosity 
done to himself by Milton in 1650. Pope had this story from 
Betterton the actor. How far Davenant exaggerated to Betterton 
his, own influence or his exertions, we cannot tell. Another 
account assigns the credit of the intervention to Secretary Morris 
and Sir Thomas Clarges.., After all, it is probable that he owed his 
immunity. to his insignificance and his harmlessness. The formal- 
ity of burning two of his books by, the hands of the hangman was 
gone through. He was.also for some time during the autumn of 
1660 in the custody of the. serjeant-at-arms, for on 15th December 
there is an entry in the Commons journals ordering his discharge. 
It is characteristic of Milton that, even.in this moment of peril, he 
stood up for his rights, and refused to pay an overcharge, which 
the official thought, he might safely exact from a rebel and < 
covenanter. 
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THIRD. PERIOD. 1660--1674, 


CHAPTER XII. 
BIOGRAPHICAL.—LITERARY OCCUPATION.—RELIGIOUS OPINIONS. 


REVOLUTIONS are of two kinds; they are either progressive or 
reactionary. . A,revolution of progress is often destructive, sweep- 
ing away much which should have been preserved. But such a 
revolution has.a regenerating force; it renews the youth of a nation, 
and gives free play to its vital powers. Lost limbs are replaced by 
new. A revolution of reaction, on the other hand, is a benumbing 
influence, paralysing effort,,and levelling character. In such a 
conservative revolution,the mean, the selfish, and the corrupt come 
to the top ;, man seeks ease and enjoyment rather than duty ; virtue, 
honour, patriotism, ands disinterestedness .disappear altogether 
from a society which. has ceased to believe in them. 

The Restoration of 1660 was such a revolution. Complete and 
instantaneous inversion of the position of the two parties in the 
nation, it occasioned much individual hardship. But this was only 
the fortune of. war, the necessary consequence of party ascendancy. 
The Restoration was much more than a triumph of the party of the 
royalists over that of the roundheads; it was the deathblow to 
national aspiration, to all those aims which raise man above him- 
self. It destroyed and trampled under foot his ideal. The Res- 
toration. was a moral catastrophe. _ It was not that, there wanted 
good men among the churchmen, men as pious and virtuous as the 
Puritans whom they displaced. But the royalists came back as 
the party of reaction, reaction of the spirit of the world against 
asceticism, of self-indulgence against duty, of materialism against 
idealism. For a time virtue was a public laughing-stock, and the 
word “saint,” the highest expression in the language for moral per- 
fection, connoted everything that was ridiculous. I do not speak 
of the gallantries of Whitehall, which figure so prominently in the 
histories of the reign. Far too much is made of these, when they 
are made the scapegoat of the moralist. The style of court 
manners was a mere incident on the surface of social life. The 
national life was far more profoundly tainted by the discourage- 
ment of all good men, which penetrated eyery shire and eyery 
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parish, than by the distant reports of the loose behaviour of » 
Charles II. Servility, meanness, venality, time-serving, and a dis- 
belief in virtue diffused themselves over the nation like a pesti- 
lential miasma, the depressing influence of which was heavy, even 
upon those- souls which individually resisted the poison. The 
heroic age of England had passed away, not by gradual decay, by 
imperceptible degeneration, but in a year, in a single day, like the 
winter’s snow in Greece. It is for the historian to describe, and 
unfold the sources of this contagion. The biographer of Milton 
has to take note of the political change only as it affected the 
worldly circumstances of the man, the spiritual environment of the 
poet, and the springs of his inspiration. 

The consequences of the Restoration to Milton’s worldly for- 
tunes were disastrous. Asa partisan he was necessarily involved 
in the ruin of his party. As a matter of course, he lost his Latin 
secretaryship. There is a story that he was offered to be con» 
tinued in it, and that when urged to accept the offer by his wife, he 
replied, “Thou art in the right; you, as other women, would ride 
in your coach; for me, my aim is to live and die an honest man.” 
This tradition, handed on by Pope, is of doubtful authenticity. It 
is not probable that the man who had printed of Charles I. what 
Milton had printed, could have been offered office under Charles 
II. Even were court favour to be purchased by concessions, Mil- 
ton was not the man to make them, or to belie his own anteced- 
ents, as Marchmont Needham, Dryden, and so many others did. 
Our wish for Milton is that he should have placed’ himself from 
the beginning above party. But he had chosen to be the champion 
of a party, and he loyally accepted the consequences. He escaped 
with life and liberty. The reaction was not bloodthirsty. Milton 
was already punished by the loss of his sight, and he was now 
mulcted in three-fourths of his small fortune. A sum of 2000/. 
which he had placed in government securities was lost, the restored 
monarchy refusing to recognise the obligations of the protectorate. 
He lost another like sum by mismanagement, and for want of good 
advice, says Phillips, or, according to his granddaughter’s state- 
ment, by the dishonesty of a money-scrivener. He had also to 
give up, without compensation, some property, valued at 60/. a 
year, which he had purchased when the estates of the Chapter of 
Westminster were sold. In the great fire, 1666, his house in 
Bread Street was destroyed.’ Thus, from easy Circumstances, he 
was reduced, if not to destitution, at least to narrow means. He 
left at his death t500/., which Phillips calls a considerable sum. 
And if he sold his books, one by one, during his lifetime, this was 
because, knowing their value, he thought he could dispose of them 
to greater advantage than his wife would be able to do. 

But far outweighing such considerations as pecuniary ruin and 
personal discomfort, was the shock which the moral nature felt 
from the irretrievable discomfiture of all the hopes, aims, and aspir- 
ations which had hitherto sustained and nourished his soul. Ina 
few months the labour of twenty years was Swept away without a 
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trace of it being left. It was not merely a political defeat of his 
party, it was the total wreck of the principles of the social and 
religious ideal, with which Milton’s life was bound up. Others, 
whose convictions only had been engaged in the cause, could 
hasten to accommodate themselves to the new era, or. even to 
transfer their services.to the conqueror. But such. flighty allegi- 
ance was not possible for Milton, who had embarked in the Puritan 
cause not only intellectual convictions, but all the generosity and 
ardour of his passionate nature. “1 conceive myself to be,’ he 
had written in 1642, “not as mine own person, but as a member 
incorporate ‘into that truth whereof I’ was persuaded, and whereof 
I had declared myself openly to be the partaker.” It was now in 
the moment of overthrow that Milton became truly great. ‘ Wan- 
dellos im ewigen Ruin,” he stood alone, and became the party 
himself. He took the only course open to him, turned away his 
thoughts from the political disaster, and directed the fierce en- 
thusiasm which burned within upon an absorbing poetic task. His 
outward hopes were blasted, ‘and he returned with concentrated 
ardour to woo the muse, from whom he had'so long truanted. The 
passion which seethes beneath the stately march of the verse in 
Paradise Lost, is not the hopeless moan of cespair, but the in- 
tensified fanaticism which defies misfortune to make it “ bate one 
jot of heart or hope.” The grand loneliness of Milton after 1668, 
“is reflected in his three great poems by a sublime independence 
of human sympathy like that with which mountains fascinate and 
rebuff us.” 

Late then, but’ not too late, Milton, at the age of fifty-two, fell 
back upon the rich resources of his own mind, upon poetical com- 
position, and the study of good books, which he always asserted 
to be necessary to nourish and sustain a poet’s imagination. Here 
he had to contend with the enormous difficulty of blindness. He 
engaged a kind of attendant to read to him. But this only sufficed 
for English books——imperfectly even for these—and the greater 
part of the choice, not extensive, library upon which Milton drew, 
was Hebrew, Greek, Latin, and the modern languages of Europe. 
In a letter to Heimbach, of date 1666, he complains pathetically of 
the misery of having to spell out, letter by letter, the Latin words 
of the epistle to the attendant who was writing to his dictation. At 
last he fell upon the plan of engaging young friends, who occasion- 
ally visited him, to read to him and to write for him. In the preci- 
ous volume of Milton MSS. preserved in the library of Trinity 
College, Cambridge, six different hands have been distinguished. 
Who they were is not always known. But Phillips tell us that “he 
had daily about him one or other to read to him; some persons of 
man’s estate, who of their own accord greedily catch’d at the op- 
portunity of being his reader, that they might as well reap the 
benefit of what they read to him, as oblige him by the. benefit of their 
reading; others of younger years sent by their parents to the same 
end.” “Edward Phillips himself, who visited his uncle to the last, 
may have been among the number, as much as his own engages 
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ments as tutor, first to the only son of John Evelyn, then in the 
family of the Earl of Pembroke, and finally to the Bennets, Lord 
Arlington’s children, would permit him. Others of these casual 
readers were Samuel Barrow, body physician to Charles II., and 
Cyriac Skinner, of whom mention has been already made (above, 
. 84). : 
: To a. blind man, left with three little girls, of Whom the youngest 
was only eight at the Restoration, marriage seemed equally neces- 
sary for their sake as for his own. Milton consulted his judicious 
friend and medical adviser, Dr, Paget, who recommended to him 
Elizabeth Minshull, of a family of respectable position near Nant- 
wich, in Cheshire. She was some distant relation of Paget, who 
must have felt the terrible responsibility of undertaking to recom- 
mend. She justified his selection. ‘The marriage took place in 
February, 1663, and during the remaining eleven years of his life 
the poet was surrounded by the thoughtful attentions of an active 
and capable woman. There is but scanty evidence as to what she 
was like, either in person or character. Aubrey, who knew her, 
says she was “a gent. (? genteel) person, (of) a peaceful and agree- 
able humour.” Newton, Bishop of Bristol, who wrote in 1749, had 
heard that she was “a woman of most violent spirit, and a hard 
mother-in-law to his children.” It is certain that she regarded 
her husband with great veneration, and studied his comfort. Mary 
Fisher, a maid-servant in the house, deposed that at the end of his 
life, when he was sick and infirm, his wife having provided some- 
thing for dinner she thought he would like, he “spake to his said 
wife these or like words, as near as this deponent can remember: 
“God have mercy, Betty, I see thou wilt perform according to thy 
"promise, in providing me such dishes as I think fit while I live, and 
when I die thou knowest I have left thee all.” There is no evi- 
dence that his wife rendered him literary assistance. Perhaps, as 
she looked so thoroughly to his material comfort, her function was 
held, by tacit agreement, to end there. 

As casual visitors, or volunteer readers, were not always in the 
way, and a hired servant who could not spell Latin was of very 
restricted use, it was not unnatural that Milton should look to his 
daughters, as they grew up, to take a share in supplying his 
voracious demand for intellectual food. Anne, the eldest, though 
she had handsome features, was deformed and had an impediment 
in her speech, which made her unavailable as a reader. The other 
two, Mary and Deborah, might now have been of inestimable 
service to their father had their dispositions led them to adapt them- 
selves to his needs, and the circumstances of the house. Unfortu- 
nate it was for Milton that his biblical views on the inferiority of 
women had been reduced to practice in the bringing up of his own 
daughters. It cannot, indeed, be said that the poet whose imagi- 
nation. created the Eve of Paradise Lost regarded woman, as the 
household drudge, existing only to minister to man’s wants, Of 
all that men have said of women, nothing is more loftily conceived 
then the well-known passage at the end of Book viii,; 
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“When I approach 
Her loveliness, so absolute she seems, 
And in herself complete, so well to know 
Her own, that what she wills to do or say 
Seems wisest, virtuest, discreetest, best; 
All higher knowledge i in her presence falls 
Degraded; wisdom in discourse with her 
Loses discountenance’d, and like folly shows ; 
Authority and reason on her wait, - 
As one intended first, not after made 
Occasionally; and, to consummate all, 
Greatness of mind, and nobleness, their seat 
Build in her loveliest, and create an awe 
About her, as a guard angelic plac’d.” 


Bishop Newton thought that, in drawing Eve, Milton had in 
mind his. third wife, because: she had. hair. of the colour of Eve’s 
“golden tresses.” But Milton had never seen Elizabeth Minshull. 
If reality suggested any trait, physical or mental, of the Eve, it 
would certainly have been some woman seen in earlier years. 

But wherever Milton may have met with an. incarnation of 
female divinity such as he has drawn, it was not in his own family. 
We cannot but ask, how is it that one, whose type of woman is the 
loftiest known to English literature, should have brought up his 
own daughters on so different a model? | Milton is not one of the 
false prophets, who turn round and laugh at their own enthusiasms, 
who say one thing in their verses, and another thing over their 
cups. What he writes in his poetry is what he thinks. what he 
means, and what he will do. But in directing the bringing up of 
his daughters, he puts his own typical woman : entirely on one side. 
His practice is framed on the principle that 


“ Nothing lovelier can be found 
In woman, than to study household good.” 


Paradise Lost, ix. 233. 


He did not allow his daughters to learn any language, saying 
with a gibe that one tongue was enough fora woman. They were 
_ not sent to any school, but had some sort of teaching at home from 
a mistress: But in order to make them useful in reading to him, 
their father was at the pains to train them to read aloud in five or 
six languages, of none of which they understcod one word. When 
we think of the time and labour which must have been expended 
to teach them to do this, it must occur’ to us that a little more 
labour would have sufficed to teach them so much of one or two of 
the languages as would have made their reading a source of inter- 
est’ and improvement to themselves. This Milton refused to do. 
The consequence was, as might have been expected, the occupation 
became so irksome to them that they rebelled against it. In the 
case of one of them, Mary, who was like her mother i in person, and 
took after her in other respects, this restiyeness passed into open 
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revolt. She first resisted, then neglected, and finally came to hate, 
her father. When some one spoke in her presence of her father’s 
approaching marriage, she said, “that was no news to her of his 
wedding; but if she could hear of his death, that was something.” 
She combined with Anne, the eldest daughter, “to counsel his 
maid-servant to cheat him in his marketings.” They sold his 
books without ‘his knowledge. “They made nothing of deserting 
him,” he was often heard to complain. They continued to live 
with him five or six years after his marriage. But at last the situ- 
ation became intolerable to both parties, and they were sent out to 
learn embroidery in gold or silver, as a. means of obtaining their 
livelihood. Deborah, the youngest, was included in the same 
arrangement, though she seems to have been more helpful to her 
father, and to have been at one time his principal reader. Aubrey 
says that he “taught her Latin, and that:she was his amanuensis.” 
She even spoke of him when she was old—she lived to be seventy- 
four—with some tenderness. _ She was once, -in 1725, shewn 
Faithorne’s crayon drawing of the poet, without being told for 
whom it was intended. She immediately exclaimed, “O Lord! 
that is the picture of my father!” and stroking down the hair of 
her forehead, added, “Just so my father wore his hair.” 

One of Milton’s volunteer readers, and one to whom we owe 
the most authentic account of himin his last years, was a young 
Quaker, named Thomas Ellwood. | Milton’s Puritanism had been 
all his life slowly gravitating in the direction of more liberty, and 
though he would not attach himself to any sect, he must have felt in 
no remote sympathy with men who repudiated state interference in 
religious matters and disdained ordinances. »Some such sympathy 
with the pure spirituality of the Quaker may have disposed Milton 
favourably towards Ellwood. The acquaintance once begun, was 
cemented by mutual advantage. Milton, besides securing an in- 
telligent reader, had a pleasure in teaching ; and Ellwood, though 
the reverse of humble, was teachable from desire to expand him- 
self.- Ellwood took a lodging near the poet, and went to him every 
day, except “first-day,” in the afternoon, to read Latin to him. 

Milton’s frequent change of abode has been thought indicative 
of a restless temperament, seeking escape from petty miseries by 
change of scene. On emerging from hiding, or escaping from the 
serjeant-at-arms in 1660, ke lived for a short time in Holborn, near 
Red Lion Square. From this. he removed to Jewin Street, and 
moved again, on his marriage, in 1662, to the house of Millington, 
the bookseller, who was now beginning business, but who, before 
his death in 1704, had accumulated the largest stock of second- 
hand books to be found in London. . His last remove was to a 
house in a newly-created tow facing the Artillery-ground, on the 
site of the west side of what is nowcalled Bunhill Row... This was 
his abode from his. marriage till his death, nearly twelve years, a 
longer stay than he had made in any other residence. ,. This is the 
house which must be associated with the poet of Paradise Lost, as 
it was here that the poem was in part written, and wholly revised 
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and finished. But the Bunhill Row house is only producible by the 
imagination ; every trace of it has long been swept away, though 
the name Milton Street, bestowed upon a neighbouring street, pre- 
serves the remembrance of the poet’s connexion, with the locality. 
Here ‘an ancient clergyman, of Dorsetshire, Dr. Wright, found 
John Milton in a small chamber, hung with rusty green, sitting in 
an elbow-chair, and dressed neatly in.black; pale, but not caday- 
erous, his hands, and fingers gouty and with chalk-stones.” At 
the door of this house, sitting in the sun, looking out upon the Ar- 
tillery-ground, “in a grey, coarse cloth coat,” he would receive his 
visitors. On colder days he would walk for hours—three or four 
hours at a time—in his garden. A garden was a sine gua non,and 
he took care to have one to every house he lived in, 

His habit in early life had been to study late into the night. 
After he lost his sight, he changed his hours, and retired to rest at 
nine, Jn summer he rose at four, in winter at five, and began the 
day with having the Hebrew Scriptures read to him. “Then he 
contemplated. At seven his man came to him again, and then 
read to him and wrote till dinner. The writing was as much as 
the reading” (Aubrey). Then he took exercise, either walking in 
-the garden, or swinging ina machine. His only recreation, besides 
conversation, was music. He played.the organ and the bass-viol, 
the organ most. Sometimes he would sing himself, or get his wife 
to sing to him, though she had, he said, no ear, yet a good voice. 
Then he went up to his study to be read to till six. After six his 
friends were admitted to visit him, and would sit with him till 
eight. Ateight he went down to supper, usually olives or some 
light thing. He was very abstemious in his diet, having to con- 
tend with a gouty diathesis. . He was not fastidious in his choice 
of meats, but content with anything that was in season, or easy to, 
be procured. After supping thus sparingly, he smoked a pipe of 
tobacco, drank a glass of water, and then retired to bed. He was 
sparing in his use of wine. His Samson, who in this as in other 
things, is Milton himself, allays his. thirst “from the clear milky - 
juice.” 

Bed, with its warmth and recumbent posture, he found favour- 
able to composition. At other times he would compose or prune 
his verses, as he walked in the garden, and then, coming in, dictate. 
His verse was not at the command. of his will. Sometimes he 
would lay awake the whole night, trying but unable to make a sin- 
gle line. At other times lines flowed without premeditation, “ with 
a certain impetus and estro,’’ His vein, he said, flowed only from 
the vernal to the autumnal equinox. Phillips here transposes the 

_ seasons, though he has preserved the authentic fact of intermittent 
inspiration. _ It was the spring which restored to Milton, as it has 
to other poets, the buoyancy necessary to composition. What he 
composed at night, he dictated in the day, sitting obliquely in an 
elbow-chair, with his leg thrown over the arm.. He would dictate 
forty lines, as it were in a breath, and then reduce them to half 

‘the number, on j 
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Milton’s piety is admitted, even by his enemies; and it is a 
piety which oppresses his writings as well as his life. The fact 
that a man, with a deep sense of religion, should not have attended 
any place of public worship, has given great trouble to Milton’s 
biographers. And the principal biographers of this thorough- 
going non-conformist have been Anglican clergymen; Bishop 
Newton, Todd, Mitford; Dr. Johnson, more clerical than any 
cleric, being no exception. Mitford would give Milton a dispensa- 
tion on the score of his age and infirmities. But the cause lay 
deeper. A profound apprehension of the spiritual world leads to a 
disregard of rites. To a mind so disposed externals become, first 
indifferent, then impediment. Ministration is officious intrusion. 
I do not find that Milton, though he wrote against paid ministers 
as hirelings, ever expressly formulated an opinion against ministers 
as such. But as has already been hinted, there grew up in him, in 
the last period of his life, a secret sympathy with the mode of 
thinking which came to characterise the Quaker sect. Not that 
Milton adopted any of their peculiar fancies. “He affirms categori- 
cally the permissibility of oaths, of military service, and requires 
that women should keep silence in the congregation. But in neg- 
ativing all means of arriving at truth except the letter of Scripture 
interpreted by the inner light, he stood upon the same platform as 
the followers of George Fox. 

Milton’s latest utterance on theological topics is found in a 
tract published by him in the year before his death, 1673. The 
piece is entitled Of true religion, heresy, schism, toleration ; but 
its meagre contents do not bear out the compressiveness of the 
title. The only matter really discussed in the pages of the tract is 
the limit of toleration. The stamp of age is upon the style, which 
is more careless and incoherent even than usual. He has here dic- 
tated his extempore thoughts, without premeditation or revision, so 
that we have here a record of Milton’s habitual mind. Having 

_ watched him gradually emancipating himself from the contracted 
Calvinistic mould of the Bread Street home, it is disappointing to 
find that, at sixty-five, his development has proceeded no further 
than we here find him. He is now willing to extend toleration. to 
all sects who make the Scriptures their sole rule of faith. Sects 
may misunderstand Scripture, but to err is the condition of human- 
ity, and will be pardoned by God, if diligence, prayer, and sincerity 
have been used. The sects named as to be tolerated are—Luther- 
ans, Calvinists, Anabaptists, Arians, Socinians, Arminians. They 
are to be tolerated to the extent of being allowed, on all occasions, 
to give account of their faith, by arguing, preaching in their several 
assemblies, writing and printing. 

This tract alone is sufficient refutation of an idle story that 
Milton died a Roman Catholic. It is not well vouched, being hear- 
say three times removed. Milton’s younger brother, Sir Christopher, 
is said to have said so at a dinnerentertainment. If he ever did 
say as much, it must be set down to that peculiar form of credulity 
which makes perverts think that every one is about to follow their 
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example. In Christopher, Milton, “(a man, of no, parts.or ability, 
and a superstitious nature,” (Toland), such.credulity founda con- 
gemial soils it) ai a A ee Sah ian, 

In this pamphlet the principle of toleration is flatly, enunciated 
in opposition to the practice of the Restoration. But the principle 
is rested not, on, the, statesman’s, ground of, jthe, Wenpdgv aney of 
religious dispute,to good. government, but on the theological ground 
of the venial nature of religious, error. , And to permissible error 
there are, very narrow limits; limits which exclude Catholics. For 
Milton will exclude Romanists from toleration, not, on, the, states- 
- man’s ground of ‘incivism, but.on the theologian’s ground of. idol- 
atry....All his antagonismin this;tract is reserved for the Catholics. 
There is nota hint of. discontent with the prelatry, once intolerable 
to him,,, Yet that prelatry was now, scourging the non-conformists 
with scorpions instead.of with:whips, with its Act of Uniformity, 
its Conventicle Act, its Five-mile, Act, filling, the gaols with Milton’s 
own friends and fellow-religionists. Severaljtimes, in these thirteen 
pages, he appeals to the practice or belief of the Church of England, 
once even calling it“ ourehurch.? on) o Be 

This tract on tolérdtion ‘was Miltén’s latest published work. 
But'he was preparing for the press, at the time of his death, a 
more elaborate theological, treatise... Daniel,Skinner, a, nephew of 
his old friend.Cyriac, was serving as Milton’s, amanuensis in writing 
out a fair copy... Death. came before,a third of, the, work of. correc: 
tion had been completed, .106 pages out-of 735, of which, the whole 
rough draft. consists,,,. The, whole, remained in.Daniel Skinner’s 
hands in 1674, ..Milton, though in his, preface he is aware that his 
pages contain not.a,little which will.be unpalatable, to the reigning 
opinion in religion, would, have. dared publication, if he.could have 
passed.the censor,, But,Daniel Skinner, who was,a Fellow of 
Trinity, and had a career, before him, wasjnot equally free.. What 
could not appear in, London, howewer, might,,be,,printed. at Am- 
sterdam.., Skinner, accordingly, put; both, the theological, treatise, 
and the epistles.written by the, Latin Secretary, into. the hands. of 
Daniel Elzevir.. The English, government) getting. intelligence of 
the, proposed publication of, the foreign,,correspondence of: the 
Parliamentand the.Protector, interfered;,and. pressure was. put 
upon. Skinner, through .the,Master, of “Trinity, Isaac . Barrow. 
Skinner hastened, to, save. himself from the fate which, in 1681, befel 
Locke,, and; gave, up to, the, Secretary of, State, not only the Latin 
letters, but the MS. ofthe theological treatise... Nothing. further 
was known,.as to.the fate,of the MS, till 1823, when it,was disin- 
terred from.one of the, presses of the old.State Paper, Office... The 
Secretary of State, Sir Joseph Williamson, when he retired from 
office in. 1678, instead of carrying away, his correspondence as had 
been, the custom, left it behind him, . Thus it. was that the Zveadzse 
of Christian Doctrine first saw light one; hundred, and fifty years 
after the author’s death.) oo5.0%) 0) on . 

, In a work, which, had been written,as a, text-book for the use of 
earners, there cani,be little scope, for originality., And,Milton 


. 
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follows the division of’ the matter into heads usual in the manuals 
then current. ‘But it was impossible for Milton to handle the dry 
bones of a divinity compendium without stirring them into life. 
And divinity which is made ‘to live necessarily becomes unor- 
thodox. 7 

The usual method of the’school text-books of the seventeenth 
century was to exhibit dogma in the artificial terminology of the 
controversies of thé sixteenth century. For this procedure Milton 
substitutes the words of Scripture simply. The traditional terms 
of the text-books’ are retained, but they are employed only as heads 
under which ‘to arrange the words of Scripture. This process, ~ 
which in other hands would be ‘little better than index making, 
becomes here pregnant'with meaning. The originality which he 
voluntarily resigns, in employing only the words of the Bible, he 
recovers by his freedom of exposition.” He shakes himself loose 
from the trammels of traditional exposition, and looks at the text 
for himself. The truth was 


“Left only in those written records pure, 
Though not but by the spirit understood,” 


Paradise Lost xii. 510. 


Upon the points which interested ‘him most closely, Milton knew 
that his ‘understanding of the text differed from the standard of 
Protestant orthodoxy. ''That God created’ matter, not ‘out of 
nothing, but ‘out of Himself,'and that death is, in the course of 
nature, total extinction of being, though’ not opinions ' received, 
were not singular. More startling is‘his’assertion that polygamy 
is not, in itself, contrary to’ morality, though it may be inexpedient. 
More offensive to the religious sentiment of his day would have 
been his vigorous vindication of the free-will of man against the 
reigning Calvinism, and his assertion of the inferiority of the Son 
in’ opposition’ to the received Athanasianism. ‘Hé labours this 
point of the nature of God with especial care, showing how greatly 
it occupied ‘his thoughts.’ ‘He arranges his texts so as to exhibit 
in Scriptural language the semi-Arian scheme, 2. 2., a scheme which, 
admitting ‘the’ co-essentiality, denies ‘the’ eternal’ generation. 
Through allthis manipulation of ‘texts we seem’ to see that’ Milton 
is not the school logician erecting a consistent fabric of words,’ but 
that he is dominated’by an imagination’ peopled with concrete per- 
sonalities, and labouring to assign their places to the Father and 
Son as separate agents in'the mundane drama. ‘ The De Doctrina 
Christiana ‘is the prose counterpart of Paradise Lost’ and Re- 
gained, a Caput mortuum of the poems, with’ every ethereal particle 
evaporated. i Rane Wi 

In the royal injunctions of 1614, James I. had ordered ‘students 
in the universities not to insist too long upon compendiums, but to 
study the Scriptures, and to bestow their’ time upon ‘the ‘fathers’ 
and councils. In his attempt to express dogmatic theology in the 
words of Scripture, Milton was unwittingly obeying this injunction. 
The other part of the royal direction as to fathers and councils it 
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was not in Milton’s ‘plan to carry out.’ Neither, indeed, was it in 


his power. He had not ‘the necessary learning. M. Scherer: says 


that Milton “Jaid all antiquity,’ sacred and profane, under contri: 
bution.”’ So far is this from’ being the’'case, that while’he exhibits, 
in this treatise, an intimate! knowledge of the’ text of the canonical 
books, Hebrew and Greek, there is: an absence of that average 
acquaintance with Christian antiquity which formed the profes- 
sional outfit of the episcopal divine. Milton’s ‘references’ to the 
fathers are perfunctory and second-hand.’ The only citation’ of 
Chrysostom, for instance, which T’have noticed is in these words : 
“the same is said to be the opinion of Chrysostom, ‘Luther, and 


other moderns.”” He’did not esteem the judgment of the’fathers | 


sufficiently to deem them worth studying. In the interpretation of 


texts, as in other matters of opinion, Milton’ withdrew within the. 


fortress of ne absolute personality. 


I have now to relate the external Hinetory of the composition of 
Paradise Lost. When Milton had ‘to skulk ‘for a: time’ in''1660, he 
was_already in steady work upon’the’''poem. '''Though‘a few lines 
of it were composed as early as 1642, it was not till 1658 that he took 
up the task of composition continuously. | If we may trust our only 
authority (Aubrey-Phillips), he had finished it in 1663, about the 
time of his marriage. In polishing, ‘rewriting, and writing out fair, 
much might remain to be done, after the poem was, in a way, fin- 
ished, It is in 1665 that we first make acquaintance ‘with Paradise 
Last in a complete state. This was’ the year of the’ plague, known 
in our annals as the Great Plague, to distinguish its desolating 
ravages from former slighter visitations of the epidemic. Every 
one who could fled from the city of destruction. Milton applied 
to his young friend Ellwood to find‘him a‘shelter.. Ellwood, who 
was then living ‘as tutor in the house’ of the Penningtons, took a 
cottage for Milton in their neighbourhood, at Chalfont St. Gil s, in 
the county of Bucks. “Not only | the Penningtons, but General Fleet- 
wood had also his residence near this village’: and a report’ is men- 
tioned by Howitt that it was Fleetwood who provided the ex-secre- 
tary with a refuge, The society of neither'of these friends was 
available for Milton. ‘For Fleetwood was ‘a’ séntenced ‘regicide’; 
and in July Pennington and Ellwood were hurried off to Aylesbury 
gaol by an indefatigable justice of the peace, who was desirous of 
giving evidence of his zeal for the king’s government. That the 
Chalfont cottage “was'not pleasantly ‘situated,” must have been 
indifferent to the blind old man, aSs'much so as that the immediate 
neighbourhood, with its heaths and wooded uplands, reproduced 
the. scenery he ‘had loved when he wrote L’ Allegro. 

__ As ‘soon as Ellwood ‘was relieved from imprisonment, he re- 
turned to'Chalfont. Then it was that Milton put into his hands the 


completed Paradise Lost, “ bidding me take it home with me, and. 


read it at my leisure, and when I’ had so done, return it to him with 
my judgment thereupon.” On returning it, besides giving the 


author the benefit of his judgment—a judgment not’ preserved, and: 
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not indispensable—the Quaker made. his famous speech, “ Thou 
hast said much here of, Paradise lost, but what hast thou to say of 
Paradise found?” Milton afterwards, told Ellwood that to this 
casual question was due his writing Paradise Regained. The later 
poem was included in the original conception, if not in the scheme 
of the first. epic. But we do get from Ellwood’s reminiscence a 
date for the beginning of Paradise Regained, which must have 
been at Chalfont in the autumn of 1665. 

When the plague was abated, and the city had become safely 
habitable, Milton returned to Artillery Row. He had not been 
long back when London was devastated by a fresh calamity, only 
less terrible than the plague, because it destroyed the home, and not 
the life The Great Fire succeeded the Great Plague. Two-thirds 
of the city, 13,000 houses, were, reduced to ashes, and the whole 
current of life and business entirely suspended, Through these 
two overwhelming disasters Milton must have been supporting his 
solitary spirit. by. writing Paradise Regained, Samson Agonistes, 
and giving the final. touches to Paradise Lost. He was now so 
wholly unmoved by. his, environment, that we look in vain in the 
poems for any traces of this season of suffering and disaster. The 
past and his own meditations, were, now all in all to him; the 
horrors of the) present were.as nothing to a man who had outlived 
his hopes... Plague and fire, what were they, after the ruin of the 
noblest of causes? The stoical compression of Paradise Regained 
is in perfect keeping with the fact that it was in the middle of the 
ruins of London that Milton, placed his poem in the hands of the 
licenser. 

For licenser there was now, the Archbishop of Canterbury, to 
wit, for religious literature. Of course, the Primate read by deputy, 
- usually one of his chaplains. The reader into whose hands Para- 
aise Lost came, though an Oxford man, and a cleric on his prefer- 
ment, who had, written his pamphlet against the dissenters, hap- 
pened’ to, be. one whose antecedents, as Fellow of All Souls, and 
Proctor (in. 1663), ensured his taking a less pedantic and bigoted 
view of his duties. Still, though Dryden’s dirty plays would have 
encountered no objection before such a tribunal, the same facilities 
were not likely to be accorded to anything which bore the name of 
John Milton, secretary to Oliver, and himself an austere republican. 
Tomkyns—that was the young chaplain’s name—did stumble at a 
phrase in Book i. 598, 

“ With fear of change 
Perplexes monarchs,” 


‘There had been in England, and were to be again, times when 
men had hanged for less than this. . Tomkyns, who was sailing on 
' the smooth sea of preferment with a fair wind, did not wish to get 
into trouble, but at last he let the book pass, . Perhaps he thought 
it was only religious verse written for the sectaries, which would 
never be heard of at court, or among the wits, and that therefore it 
was of little consequence what it contained. 
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A publisher was found, notwithstanding that Paul’s, or as it 
now was, St. Paul’s, Churchyard had ceased to exist, in Aldersgate, 
which lay outside the circuit of the conflagration. The agreement, 
still preserved in the National Museum, between the author, “ John 
Milton, gent. of the one parte, and Samuel Symons, printer, of the 
other parte,” is among the curiosities of our literary history. The 
curiosity consists not so much in the illustrious name appended 
(not in autograph) to the deed, as ‘in the contrast between the pres- 
ent fame of the book, and the waste-paper price at which the copy- 
right is being valued.’ The’ author received’ 57. down; was to 
receive a second 5Z. when the first edition should be sold; a third 
52. when the second; a fourth 52. when the third ‘edition should be 
gone. Milton lived to receive the second 527:, and no more—ro/. 
in all, for Paradise Lost.’ 1 cannot bring myself to join in the 
lamentations of the biographers over this ‘bargain. Surely it’ is 
better sos’ better to’ know that’ the noblest monument of English 
letters had no money value, than to think of it'as having been paid 
for at a pound the line. 

The agreement with Symons is dated 27th April, the entry in 
the register of Stationers’ Hall is 20th August. ~It was, therefore, 

_in the autumn of 1667 that Paradise Lost was in the hands’ of the 
public. We have no data for the time occupied in the’ composition 
of Paradise Regained and Samson Agonistes. Wehave seen that 
the former poem was begun at Chalfont in 1665, and it may be 
conjecturally stated that’ Samson was finished ‘before September, 
1667. At any rate, both the poems’ were published together in the 
autumn of 1670. 

Milton had four years more of life granted him after this publi- 
cation. ‘But he wrote no more poetry. It was as‘if:be had ex- 
hausted his strength in a last effort, in the’ Promethean agony of 
Samson, and knew that his hour of inspiration was passed ‘away. 
But, like all men who hav¥é once tasted the joys and pangs of com- 
position, he could not now do’ without its excitement: The occu- 
pation, and the indispensable solace ‘of the last ten'‘sad years, had 
been his poems: He would not write more verse, when the estrus 
was not on him, but he must write. “He took up ail the dropped 
threads of past years, ambitious plans formed in tle fulness of 
vigour, and laid aside, but not abandonéc: | He was the very oppo- 
site of Shelley, who could néver look at a piece of his own compo- 
sition a second time, but when he had thrown it off at a heat, 
rushed into something else. Milton’s adhesiveness was such’ that 
he could never give up a design once entered upon. In these four 
years, as if conscious that'his time was now nearly out, he laboured 
to complete five such early undertakings. | 

(1.) Of his Compendium of Théeology \ have already spoken. 
He was overtaken by death while preparing this for the press. 

(2.) His History of Britian must have cost him’ much labour, 
bestowed upon comparison of the conflicting authorities: It is the 
record of’ the studies he had made for his abandoned’epic poem, 
and'is evidence how' much ‘the subject’occupied his mind. . 
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The History of Britain, 1670, had been preceded by (3) a Latin 
grammar, in 1669, and was followed by (4) a Logic on the method of 
Ramus, 1672. : 

In 1673, he, brought out.a new edition of his early volume of 
Poems. \n this volume he printed for the first time the sonnets, 
and other pieces, which had been written in the interval of twenty- 
seven years since the date of his first edition. _ Not, indeed, all the 
sonnets which we now have. Four—in which Fairfax, Vane, Crom- 
well, and the Commonwealth are spoken of, as, Milton would speak 
of them—were necessarily kept back, and not put into print till 
1694, by Phillips, at the end of his life of his uncle. 

In, proportion, to the trouble which Milton’s, words cost him, 
was his, care in. preserving,them. His few Latin letters to his 
foreign friends are remarkably barren either of fact or sentiment. 
But Milton liked them well enough to have kept copies of them, 
and.now allowed a publisher, Brabazon. Aylmer, to issue, them in 
print, adding to them, witha view to make out a volume, his coilege 
exercises, which he had also preserved. ‘ 

Among the papers which, he left at his death, were, the begin- 
nings, of two undertakings, either of them of overwhelming magni- 
tude, which he, did not live, to complete... We have seen that he 
taught his pupils geography,outof Davzty, Description de [ Untuers. 
He was.not.-satisfied with. this, or with any existing compendium. 
They werejall dry ; exact enough with their latitudes and longitudes, 
but omitted such, ‘uninteresting. stuff.as manners, government, re- 
ligion, &c.... Milton would, essay a,better system. . All he had ever 
executed was Russia, taking the pains to turn over and extract for 
his purpose all the: best travels in that.country.» This: is the frag- 
ment.which figures.in his Works as.a Brief History of Muscovia. 

The. hackneyed, metaphor of Pegasus harnessed to:a luggage 
trolley will recur to, us when we think of) the) author of L’Adlegro 
setting himself.to compile a. Latin lexicon... If, there.is;any literary 
drudgery more. mechanical than; another, it is generally) supposed 
to be that of making a dictionary... Nor. had, he taken to this in- 
dustry asa resource in age, when the genial flow of invention had 
dried, up, and original,composition. had,ceased to be in his power. 
The three folio volumes of MS. which, Milton left were the work of 
his youth ; it, was a work which the loss of eyesight of necessity 
putan endto. It is not Milton only, but all students who. read 
with an alert mind, reading to grow, and: not to remember, who 
have felt the want.of. an occupation which. shall fill those hours 
when mental vigilance is,.impossible, and vacuity unendurable. 
Index-making or cataloguing has been.the resource of many in such 
hours. But it was not, I think, asa mere shifting of mental posture 
that Milton undertook to, rewrite Robert Stephens ; it was as part of 
his language training. Only by diligent practice and incessant ex- 
ercise of attention and care; could Milton have educated his suscep- 
tibility to the specific power of, words, to. the nicety which he at- 
tained beyond any other of our poets.’ Part of this,education is 
recorded in, the seemingly withered leaves of his, Latin Thesaurus, 
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though the larger part must have been achieved, not by a reflective 
and critical collection of examples, but by a vital and impassioned 
reading. 

Milton’s complaint was what the profession of that day called 
gout. ‘He would be very cheerful even in his gout fits, and sing,” 
says Aubrey. This gout returned again and again, and by these 
repeated attacks wore out his resisting power. He died of the 
“ gout struck in,” on Sunday, 8th November, 1674, and was buried, 
‘near his father, in the chancel of St. Giles’s, Cripplegate. The 

funeral was attended, Toland says, ‘by all his learned and great 
friends in London, not without a friendly concourse of the vulgar.”’ 
The disgusting profanation of the leaden coffin, and dispersion of 
the poet’s bones by the parochial authorities, during the repair of 
_the church’in August, 1790, has been denied, but it is to be feare? 
that the fact is too true. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 


PARADISE LOST;-PARADISE, REGAINED—;SAMSON AGONISTES. 

“ MANy men of forty,” it has been said, “are dead poets ;.” and 
it might seem that Milton, Latin secretary, and party pamphleteer, 
had died to poetry about the fatal age. In 1645 when he made a 
gathering of his early pieces for the volume published by Hum- 
phry Moseley, he wanted three years of forty. That volume con- 
tained, besides other things, Comus, Lyctdas, L’Aligero, and // 
Penseroso; then, when produced, as they remain to this day, the 
finest flower of English poesy. But, though thus like a wary hus- 
bandman, garnering his sheaves in presence of the threatening 
storm, Milton had no intention of bidding farewell to poetry. On 
the contrary, he regarded this volume only as first-fruits, an 
earnest of greater things to come. 

The ruling idea of Milton’s life, and the key to his mental his- 
tory, is his resolve to produce a great poem. Not that the aspira- 
tion in itself is singular, for it is probably shared by every young 
poet in his turn. As every clever school-boy is destined by him- 
self or his friends to become Lord Chancellor, and every private in 
the French army carries in his haversack the baton of a marshal, 
so it is a necessary ingredient of the dream on Parnassus, that it 
should embody itself in a form of surpassing brilliance. What 
distinguishes Milton from the crowd of young ambition, “audax 
juventa,”’ is the constancy of resolve. He not only nourished 
through manhood the dream of youth, keeping under the importu- 
nate instincts which carry off most ambitions in middle life into the 
pursuit of placé, profit, honour—the thorns which spring up and 
smother the wheat—but carried out his dream in its integrity in old 
age. He formed himself for this achievement, and for no other. 
‘Study at home, travel abroad, the arena of political controversy, 
the public service, the practice of the domestic virtues, were so 
many parts of the schooling which was to make a poet. 

The reader who has traced with me thus far the course of 
Milton’s mental development will perhaps be ready to believe that 
this idea had taken entire possession of his mind from a very early 
age. The earliest written record of it is of date 1632, in Sonnet 
II. This was written as early as the poet’s twenty-third year; and 
in these lines the resolve is uttered, not as then just conceived, 
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but as one long brooded upon, and its non-fulfilment matter of self- 
reproach. eeyer SPeeane ea 

If this sonnet stood alone, its relevance to a poetical, or even a 
literary performance, might be doubtful. But at the time of its com- 
position it is enclosed ina letter toan unnamed friend, who seems 
to have been expressing his surprise that the Cambridge B. A was 
not settling himself, now, that his, education was complete, to a 
profession. Milton’s apologetic letter is extant, and. was. printed 
by Birch in 1738. It intimates that Milton did not consider his 
education, for the purposes he had in view, as anything like com- 
plete. It is not “the endless delight of speculation,” but “a re- 
ligious advisement how best'to undérgo} not taking thought of 
being late, so it give advantage ‘to be more fit.” He repudiates 
the love of learning for its own sake ; knowledge is not an end, it 
is only equipment for performance. There is here no specific en- 
gagement as to the nature of the performance, ‘But what it is to 
be, is suggested’ by the enclosure of the “ Patriarchian stanza” 
(z. e., the sonnet). This notion’ that his life was, like Samuel’s, a 
dedicated life, dedicated to a service which required a long proba- 
tion, recurs again more than’ once in his writings. It is emphat- 
ically repeated, in 1641, in ‘a'passage of the pamphlet’ No. 4: i 


“None hath by moré studiouS ways endeavoured, and with more un- 
wearied spirit none shall—that I dare almost aver of myself, as far as life 
and full license will extend: » Neither do I think it shame to covenant with 
any knowing reader that forisome few years yet I may go on trust with 
him towards the payment of what J|am now indebted, as being a work not 
to. be raised from the -heat, of youth,,or the vapours. of .. wine, like. that 
which flows at waste from the pen of some vulgar amorist, or the trencher 
fury of a rhyming parasite, nor to be obtained. by the invocation of Dame 
Memory and her siren daughters, but by. devout prayer to that Eternal 
Spirit who can enrich with all utterance and knowledge, and sends out his 
seraphim with the hallowed fire of ‘his altar to touch and purify the life of 
whom he pleases. To this must bé added ‘industrious and select reading, 
steady observation, insight into ‘all’ séemly and generous acts’and affairs. 
Till which insome measure be:compassed, at’mine own peril and cost, I re- 
fuse not to sustain this expectation; from /as many:as are not loth to/hazard 
so much credulity upon-the, best, pledges I can-give.them.” 


“In 1638, at the age of, aicuant twenty, Milton has already de- 
termined that, this lifework shall -be a poem, an epic poem, and that 
its subject shall probably,be the. Arthurian legend. | ’ 


“Si quando indigenas revocabo in carmina reges, 

Arturumque etiam sub tetris bella moventem, 

Aut dicam invicté ‘sociali foedere mensz 

Magnanimos heéroas, ‘et/‘o’modo spiritus adsit '! 

Frangam Saxonicas Britonum sub marte phalangas.” 

“May I find such a‘friend .,.., when, if ever, I shall revive in song 

our native princes, and among, pute ot oe to the fray even in the 
nether world, and when I will, if only:‘God’s Spirit aid’ me, break the 


Saxon bands ‘before our Britons’ prowess.” 
P 
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The .same, announcement is reproduced in the. £pztaphium 
Damonis, 1639, and, in Pamphlet No. 4, in the often quoted words: 


“Perceiving that some:trifles which J, had:.in memory, composed at 
under twenty, or thereabout, met with acceptance, . ... I began to assent 
to them (the Italians) and divers of my friends here at home, and not less 
to an inward prompting which nows grows daily upon me, that my labour 
and intent study, which I take to’ be'my portion in this life, joined with the 
strong propénsity of nature, I might perhaps leave ‘something’ so written 
to aftertimes as they should not willingly let it die.” 


Between the publication of the.collected Poems in 1645, and the 
appearance of Paradise, Lost in 1667, a.period.of twenty-seven 
years, Milton gave no public ; sign of. redeeming, this, pledge... He 
seemed to his cotemporaries to; have renounced the follies of his 
youth, the gew-gaws of verse, and to,have sobered down into, the use- 
ful citizen... ““ Le bon poéte,” thought, Malherbe, “n’est pas..plus 
utile, a 1’état qu’un,bon joueur, de quilles,”.,, Milton had postponed 
his poem, in 1641, till “the land had once enfranchised herself from 
this, impertinent, yoke of prelatry, under whose inquisitorious and 
tyrannical duncery no free and splendid, wit can,flourish.’’,,. Prelatry 
was swept away,and he asked. for further remand on. account of 
the war. Peace was concluded, the country was settled under. 
the strong government of a Protector, and, Milton’s: great work did 
not appear. It was not even, preparing. He was writing not 
poetry but. prose,.and that most ephemeral .and valueless kind of 
prose, pamphlets, extempore articles onthe topics»of the day. He 
poured out reams of them, in simple unconsciousness ‘that they had 
no influence’ whatever ion the current of ‘events. Pa 

Nor was it that; during these five-and-twenty years, Milton was 
meditating in secret what he could not bring forward in public ; 
that he was only holding back from ‘publishing, because there. was 
no. public ready to listen to his song. .In these years: Milton was 
neither writing nor thinking poetry.) .Of. the twenty-four sonnets, 
indeed—twenty-four, reckoning the twenty-lined piece, ‘‘ The forcers 
of conscience,” as'a sonnet—eleven belong to this: period. » But 
they do not! form a continuous series;such as do Wordsworth’s 
Ecclesiastical Sonnets, nor do they évince a sustained’ mood of 
poetical meditation. On the contrary, their very force and beapty 
consist in' their being the ‘momentary'‘and spontaneous explosion 
of an emotion welling up from the depths of ‘the soul, and forcing 
itself into metrical expression, as it were, in ‘spite of the writer. 
While the first eight sonnets, written before 1645,.are sonnets of 
reminiscence and intention, like those.of the Italians, or the ordi- 
nary English sonnnet, the eleyen,sonnets of Milton’s silent period 
—from 1645, to 1658—are records of present, feeling kindled by 
actual facts... In their naked, unadorned simplicity of language, 
they may easily seem, to a readerfresh from Petrarch, to be homel 
and prosaic. Place them in relation to the circumstance on whic 
each piece turns, and we begin to feel the superiority for poetic 
effect of real emotion ovér emotion meditated and revived. His- 
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tory has in it that which can touch us more abidingly than any 
fiction. It is this actuality which distinguishes the sonnets of 
Miltom from any other sonnets. Of this, difference Wordsworth 
was conscious when he struck out the phrase, “In his. hand the 
thing became a trump.”, Macaulay compared the, sonnets in their 
majestic severity to the collects... They remind us of a Hebrew 
psalm, with its. undisguised outrush of rage, revenge, exultation, 
or despair, where nothing is due to art or artifice, and whose poe- 
try is the expression of the heart, and not a branch of literature. 
It is in the sonnets we most, realise the force of Wordsworth’s 
image— _, * 


“ Thou hadst:a voice whose sound was like the sea.” 


We are not then to look in the sonnets for latent traces of the 
suspended. poetic creation. .They come: from: the other side of 
Milton’s nature, the political, not the artistic. They are akin to 
the prose pamphlets, not to Paradise Lost. Just when the sonnets 
end, the composition of the: epic was taken in hand. The last: of 
the sonnets (23 in the ordinary numeration) was written in 1658; 
and it was to the same year that our authority, Aubrey-Phillips, 
refers his beginning to occupy himself with Paradise Lost. He 
had by this time settled the two’ points about which he had been 
long in doubt, the subject.and the form.;: Long’ before bringing 
himself to the point of composition, he had-decided upon,the fall 
of man as subject, and upon;the narrative, or epic, form, in prefer- 
ence to the dramatic. It is:even possible that a few isolated pas- 
sages of the poem, as it now stands, may have been written before. 
Of, one, such passage we have Aubrey’s assurance that it was 
written fifteen;or sixteen years before 1658, and while he: was still 
contemplating a drama.; ‘The lines are Satan’s speech, P. L. iv. 
32, beginning— 


“ O, thou that with surpassing glory crowned.” 


These lines, Phillips says. his uncle recited to him, as forming the 
opening of his. tragedy. .. They’are modelled, ‘as the classical reader 
will perceive, upon Euripides. » Possibly) they were: not) intended 
for the very first lines, since if Milton intended to follow the prac- 
tice of his model, the lofty lyrical tone of this.address should have 
been introduced by a prosaic matter-of-fact \setting forth of the sit- 
uation, as in the Euripidean prologue. There are other passages 
in the poem which have the air of: being insitious in the place where 
they stand.) The» lines, in Book iv., now in question; may reason- 
ably be referred to 1640-42, the date of those leaves, inthe Trinity 
College MS., in which ‘Milton has written down, with his own hand, 
various sketches of tragedies, which might possibly be adopted as 
his final choice. ith 

A passage in Zhe Reason of Church Government, written at 
the same period, 1641, gives us the fullest account of his hesitation. 
It was a hesitation caused ‘partly by the wealth of matter which his 
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reading suggested to him, partly by the consciousness that he ought 
not to begin in haste while each year was ripening his powers. Every 
one who has undertaken a work of any length has made the exper- 
ence, that the faculty of composition will not work with ease until the 
reason is satisfied that the subject chosen is a congeniai one. 
Gibbon has told us himself that many periods of history upon 
which he tried his pen, even after the memorable 15th October, 
1764, when he “sate musing amid the ruins of the Capitol, while 
the barefooted friars were singing vespers in the temple of Jupiter.” 
We know how many sketches of possible tragedies Racine would 
make before he could adopt one as the appropriate theme, on which 
he could work with that thorough enjoyment of the labour, which is 
necessary to give life and verve to any creation, whether of the 
poet or the!orator.: 

The leaves of the Trinity College MS., which are cotemporary 
with his confidence to the readers of his tract Of Church Gover n- 
ment, exhibit a list of nearly one hundred subjects, which had oc- 
curred to him from time to time as practicable subjects. From the 
mode of entry we see that, already in 1641, a scriptural was likely 
to have the preference over a profane subject, and that among 
scriptural subjects Paradise Lost (the familiar title appears in this 
early note) stands out prominently above the next: The historical 
subjects are all taken from native history, none are foreign, and all 
from the time before 'the Roman conquest. The scriptural sub- 
jects are partly from the Old, partly from the New, Testament. 
Some of these subjects are named and nothing more, while others 
are slightly sketched. out. Among ‘these latter are Bapfistes, on 
the death of John the Baptist; and: Christus Patiens, apparently 
to be confined to the agony inthe garden. Of Paradise Lost there 
are.four drafts in greater detail than any of the others. © These 
drafts of the plot or action, though none of them that which was 
finally adopted, are sufficiently near to the action of the poem as it 
stands. to reveal:to us'the fact that the author’s imaginative con- 
ception of what he intended to produce was generated, cast, and 
moulded’ at a comparatively early age. The commonly received 
notion, therefore, with which’ authors, as they age, are’ wont to 
comfort themselves, that one of the greatest feats of original in- 
vention achieved by man was begun after fifty, must be thus far 
modified. Paradise Lost was’ composed after fifty, but was con- 
ceived at thirty-two. »-Hence the high degree of perfection realised 
in the total'result. For there were combined to produce it the op- 
posite virtues of two distinct periods of mental development ; the 
daring imagination and fresh emotional play of early manhood, 
with the exercised judgment and chastened taste of ripened years. 
We have regarded the twenty-five years of Milton’s life between 
1641 and the commencement of Paradise Lost, as time ill laid out 
upon inferior work which any one could do, and which was not 
worth doing by any one. | Yet it may be made a question if in any 
other mode than by adjournment of ‘his early design, Milton could 
have attained ‘to that union of original strength with severe re- 
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straint, which, distinguishes) from all other poetry, except. that of 
Virgil, the three great:poems, of his old age. If the fatigue of age 
is sometimes felt in Paradise Regained, we feel in Paradise Lost 
only (in the words of Chateaubriand), “la maturité de lAge a travers 
les passions. des légéres années 5 une charme extraordinaire de 
-vieillesse et de jeunesse.’ - 

A still further inference is warranted. by the Trinity College 
jottings of 1641. Not the critics, merely, but,readers ready t 
sympathise, have been sometimes inclined to wish that: Milton had 
devoted his power. to a more human subject, in| which, the poet’s 
invention could have had freer play, and for which his reader’s 
interest could have been more} ready... And it. has, been thought 
that the choice of a Biblical subject indicates the narrowing effect 
of age, adversity, and blindness combined. .. We now know ‘that the 
Fall was the theme, if not determined on, at least. predominant 
in Milton’s thoughts,.at the age of thirty-two... His ripened judg- 
ment only approved a selection made in earlier years, and in days 
full of hope... That in selecting a scriptural, subject he was not in 
fact exercising any choice, but was determined. by. his» circum- 
stances, is only what must be, said ofall choosing. With.all his 
originality, Milton was still a man.of-his age... A) Puritan poet, ina 
Puritan environment, could not. have done otherwise. But,even, 
had choice been in his. power, itis doubtful if he would. have had 
the same success with a subject taken from history, , 

First, looking at his:public. | He, was to writein English. This, 
which had at one time been matter, of doubt, had at an 1 early stage 
come to be his, decision.. Nor: had the choice; of English. been 
made for the sake of popularity, which he despised. He did. not 
desire to write for the many, but for the few..,, But he was en- 
thusiastically patriotic. He) had entire contempt for the shouts. of 
the mob, but the English nation, as embodied in the persons of the 
wise and good, he honoured and reverenced with all the depth. of 
his nature... It was for the sake of his nation that.he was ‘to devote 
his life to, a work, which was, to. ennoble’ her tongue among the 
languages. of Europe. 

He was then to write in English, for the English, not popularly, 
but nationally... This, resolution at once limited ‘his subject.,, He 
who aspires to be the poet of anation is bound to adopt a hero who 
is already dear to that people, to. choose.a subject and characters 
which are already familiar to them... This is no rule of literary art 
arbitrarily enacted by the critics, it is a dictate, of reason, and has 
been the practice of all the, great national poets. The more 
obvious examples will occur to every reader,,., But. it may be ob- 
served that even. the Greek tragedians, who addressed, a more 
limited audience than the epic poets, took their plots from the best 
known legends touching the fortunes of the royal houses, of the 
Hellenic race. Now.to.the English reader of) the seventeenth 
century—and the same holds good to this day—there were only 
two cycles.of persons, and events sufficiently known beforehand to 
admit of being, assumed by,a poet. He. must go either, to, the 
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Bible, or to the annals of England. Thus far Milton’s choice: of 
subject was limited by the consideration of the public for whom he 
wrote. : 

Secondly, he was still farther restricted by a condition which 
the nature of his own intelligence imposed upon himself. It was 
necessary for Milton that the events and personages, which were 
to arouse and’ detain his interests, should be real events and_per- 
sonages. The mere'play of fancy with the pretty aspects of things 
could not satisfy him’; he wanted ‘to feel beneath him a substantial 
world of reality. “He had not the'\dramatist’s imagination’ which 
can body forth fictitious characters with such life-like reality’ that 
it can and’ does itself believe in ‘their existence. Macaulay ‘has 
truly said that'Milton’s genius is lyrical, not dramatic.’ His lyre 
will only echo real emotion, and his*imagination is only stirred by 
real circumstances. ‘In his youth he had ‘been within the’ fasci- 
nation of the romances of ‘chivalry, as well in their original form 
as in the ‘reproductions’ of Ariosto’'and Spenser. While under 
this influence, he’ had thought of seeking his: subject among the 
heroes of these lays of old minstrelsy.. And as one of his principles 
was that his hero must be a national hero, it was of ‘course- upon 
the Arthurian cycle that his aspiration’ fixed... When he did’so, he 
no doubt believed at ‘least the historical ‘existence of Arthur. As 
soon, however, as he came to'‘understand the fabulous basis''of the 
Arthurian legend, it became unfitted for his'use. In ‘the Trinity 
College MS. of 1641, Arthur has already disappeared from the list 
of possible subjects—a list which contains thirty-eight suggestions 
of names from British or Saxon history, such as Vortigern, Edward 
the Confessor, Harold, Macbeth, &c! ‘While he demanded the 
basis ‘of reality tor his personages, with a true instinct he at’ 'the 
same time rejected all that fell within the period of well-ascertained 
history. | He made the Conquest the lower limit of his choice. In 
this negative decision against’ historical’ romance we recognise 
Milton’s judgment,'and his correct estimate of his own ‘powers. 
Those who have beén thought to succeed best in engrafting fiction 
upon history, Shakspeare or Walter Scott, have been eminently 
human poets, and have achieved their measure of ‘success by in- 
vesting some well-known name withthe attributes of ordinary hu- 
manity such as we all know it. ‘This was precisely what Milton 
could not have done. He had none of ‘that sympathy with which 
Shakspeare embraced all natural’ and’ common affections of his 
brother men. Milton, burning as he did with a consuming fire’ of 
passion, and yearning for rapt communion with select souls, had 
withal an aloofness from ordinary men and’ women, and a proud 
disdain of commonplace’ joy and sorrow, which has led hasty biog- 
raphers and’critics to represent him/as hard, austeré—an iron man 
of iron mould. This want of interest in common life ‘disqualified 
him for the task of revivifying historic scenes. ‘9 


Milton’s mental constitution, then, demanded, in the ‘material 


- 


upon which it was to work, a combination of qualities such as very: 
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few subjects could offér. * The events'and personages must be real 
and substantial, for he could not occupy himself seriously with airy 
nothings and creatures of ae fancy. Yet they must hot be such 
events and personages as history had portrayed to’ us with well- 
known characters, and all ‘their ‘virtues, faults, foibles, and | péculi- 
arities. And,’ lastly, it waS* requisite that ‘they should’ ’be the 
common property and the familiar interest of a wide circle of Eng- 
lish readers. si . SES AMOR 

These being the conditions required in the subject, it is obvious 
that no choice was left to the poet in the England’ of the’ seven- 
teeth century but a biblical subject. And among the many ‘pic- 
turesque episodes which the Hebrew Scriptures present, the narra- 
tive of the Fall stands out’ with’a character of all-embracing’ com- 
prehensiveness which belongs to no other’ single event in ‘the 
Jewish annals. The first section of the Book of Genesis’ clothes 
in a dramatic form the dogmatic idea from’ which was developed in 
the course of the ages the whole scheme of Judaico-Christian an: 
thropology. In this world-drama, Heaven above and Hell beneath, 
the powers of light and those of darkness are’ both’ brought upon 
the scene in conflict with each other, over the’ fate of the inhabit- 
ants of our globe—-a minute ball of matter suspended between two 
infinities. “ This ‘gigantic and unmanageable material is ‘so'com~ 
pletely mastered by ‘the poet’s imagination, that’we are made to 
féel at one and the same’ time the petty dimensions of our earth in 
comparision with primordial’space and almighty power, and the'pro- 
found import to us of the’issue depending on the conflict. Other 
poets, of inferior powers, have from time to time attempted, with dif- 
ferent degrees of success, some of the minor’ Scripturalhistories': 
Bodmer, the Noachian Deluge’ Solomon: Gessner, the ‘Death: of 
Abel, &c. And ‘Milton himself, after he had spent his full strength 
upon his ‘greater theme, recurred in Samson Agonistes to one such 
episode, which he had deliberately set aside before, as not giving 
verge enough for the sweep-of ‘his: soaring conception. 

These considerations duly weighed, it will ‘be found that the 
subject of the Fall of Man was not so much Milton’s: choice: as 
his necessity.. Among all the traditions of the peoples:of the 
earth, theré is not extant another story’ which) could have been 
adequate to his demands. Biographers may have’ been ’somewhat 
misled by his speaking of -himself as: “‘ long choosing-and: begin- 
ning late.” He did not begin'till 1658, when he was already fifty, 
and it has been somewhat: hastily inferred that he: did not choose 
till the date at which’ ‘he »began.:’ But-as' we have seen, he had 
already chosen at least as early as: 1642, when the plan of a drama 
on the subject, and under the title of Paradise Lost, was fully de- 
veloped. \ In the interval between’ 1642 and 1658, he changed. the 
form from ‘a drama’ to an epic, but his choice remained unaltered. 
And as the address to ‘the sun (Paradise Lost, iv. 32)' was com- 
posed at the earlier of these dates, it appears that he had already 
formulated even the rhythm and cadence. of the poem) that: was 
to be. i ES) on 
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I have said that this subject of the Fall.was Milton’s necessity, 
being the only subject. which his mind, “in the spacious circuits 
of her musing,” found large enough... But as it was no abrupt or 
arbitrary choice, so it was, not forced upon him from without, in 
the way in which the Deeds of the Roman People (Gesta Populi Ro- 
mant) were forced upon the reluctant Virgil. We must again remind 
ourselves that Milton had.a.Calvinistic bringing up, And Calvinism 
in pious Puritan souls of that fervent age was not the attenuated 
creed of the eighteenth century, the Calvinism which went not be- 
yond the personal gratification of safety for myself, and for the rest 
damnation. When Milton was being reared, Calvinism was not old 
and effete, a mere doctrine. -It was adiving system of thought, and 
one which carried the. mind. upwards, towards the Eternal will, 
rather than,downwards, towards my personal security. Keble has 
said of the old Catholic:views, founded on sacramental symbolism, 
that they are more poetical,than,any others in the church. But it 
must be acknowledged that a predestinarian scheme, leading the 
cogitation upwards to dwell upon “the heavenly things before the 
foundation of the world,” opens.a conception and_ poetical frame- 
work with, which none other in the*whole cycle of human thought 
can compare. Not election and reprobation as set out in the petty 
chicanery of) Calvin’s./mstctu¢es, but.the prescience of absolute 
wisdom revolving all the possibilities of time, space, and matter. 
Poetry has been defined,as “the suggestion of noble grounds for 
the noble emotions,” and, in this .respect, none of the world-epics 
—there are at most five such jin ,existence—can compete with 
Paradise Lost. . The imelancholy.,pathos of. Lucretius, indeed, 
pierces the heart with a two-edged sword more keen than Milton’s, 
but the compass of Lucretius’ horizon,is: much less, being limited 
to this earth and its inhabitants. The horizon of Paradise Lost 
is not narrower than’ all.space, its*chronology not shorter than 
eternity ; the globe of our earth a mere:spotiin the physical universe, 
and that universe itself a drop suspended in the infinite empyrean. 
His aspiration had thus reached)“ one of the highest acrs that 
human contemplation circling upwards can make from the glassy sea 
whereon’ she stands” (Doctr.\and Disc). Like his cotemporary 
Pascal; his mind had: beaten her wings against the prison walls 
of human thought. 

The vastness of the scheme! of Paradise Lost may become 
more apparent to us ifswe remark ithat, within its embrace, there 
seems to be equal place for both the systems of physical astronomy 
which were current in/the seventeenth century. In England, about 
the time Paradise Lost was being written. the Copernican theory, 
which placed the sun inthe centre:of our system. was already 
the established belief of the few well-informed. The old Ptole- 
maic or ‘Alphonsine system, which explained the phenomena on 
the hypothesis of nine (or ten), transparent hollow spheres wheel- 
ing round the stationary earth, was still the received astronomy of 
ordinary people. ‘These two» beliefs, the one. based on science, 
though still wanting the calculation which Newton was to supply 


MILTON. 113 


to make it demonstrative, the other supported» by the tradition of 
ages, were, at the time we speak of, in presence of each other in 
the public mind. They are in presence of each other also.in Mil- 
ton’s epic... And the! systems confront each other in the poem, in 
much the same relative position which they occupy in the mind of 
the public. The ordinary, habitual mode: of speaking: of ‘celestial 
phenomena is Ptolemaic (see Paradise Lost, viis 339; iii. 481). 
The conscious, or doctrinal, exposition of the same phenomena is 
Copernican (see Paradise Lost, viii. 122)... Sharp as'is the con- 
trast between the two systems, the one being the direct contradic- 
tory of the other, they are lodged together, not harmonised, within 
the vast circuit of the poet’s imagination. The precise mechanism 
of an object so little as'is our world in comparison with the /im- 
mense totality may be justly disregarded. ‘ De minimis non curat 
poeta.” In the universe of being the difference between a helio- 
centric and a geocentric theory of our solar’systemis of: as: small 
moment as the reconcilement of fixed: fate, free-will foreknowledge 
absolute is in the realmof absolute intelligence: The one is the 
frivolous pastime of devils; the other the:Great Architect 


“Hath left to their disputes, perhaps to move 
His laughter at their) quaint opinions wide.” 


As one, and the principal,.inconsistency, in Milton’s present- 
ment of his-matter has now been mentioned, a general remark 
may be made upon the conceptual incongruities in, Paradise Lost. 
The poem abounds in such, and the «critics, from Addison down- 
wards, have busied themselves in finding.out more and more of 
them. Milton’s geography of the world is as obscure and unten- 
able as that of Herodotus... The notes of time cannot stand to- 
gether. To give an example : Eve says (Paradise Lost, iv. 449)— 


“That day I oft remember, when from Sleep 
I first awak’d.” 


But in the chronology of the poem, Adam himself, whose creation 
preceded that of Eve, was but three days old at the time this re- 
miniscence is repeated to him. The mode in which thé Son of God 
is spoken of is not either consistent Athanasianism or consistent 
Arianism. Above all, there is an incessant confusion of' material 
and immaterial in the acts ascribed to the angels.’ Dr. Johnson, 
who wished for consistency, would have ‘had it’ preserved “ by 
keeping immateriality out of sight.” And a general’ arraignment 
has been laid against Milton of a vagueness and looseness ofimagery 
which contrasts unfavourably with the vivid and precise detail of 
other poets—of Homer or of Dante, for example.’ 5 

. Now first, it must be said that Milton is not’one of the poets of 
inaccurate imagination. He could’ never, like Scott, have let the 
precise picture of the swan on “still Saint Mary’s lake’” slip into 
the namby-pamby “sweet Saint Mary’s lake.” When. he intends 
“a picture, he is unmistakably distinct 5 his outline is firm and hard. 


114 MILTON. 


But he is ‘not’ often: intending pictures. .He is not, like Dante, 
always seeing—he is mostly thinking in a dream, or as Coleridge 
bést ‘expressed it, he is not a picturesque, but a musical poet. The 
pictures in' Paradise Lost are like the paintings on the walls of 
some’ noble hall+-only part of the total magnificence. He did:not 
aim at that finish of minute parts in which each bit fits into every 
other... For it was only \im:this way that the theme he had chosen 
could be handled at all. «The impression’ of vastness, the sense 
that everything, as Bishop Butler says, “runs up: into infinity,” 
would have been impaired if he had«drawn attention to the details 
of his figures). “Had he had: upon his canvas only a single human 
incident, with ordinary human agents, he; would have known, as 
well-as) other far inferior artists, how to secure perfection of illusion 
by:exactness ofidetail. But he had undertaken to present, not the 
world of human ‘experience, but a:supernatural world, peopled by 
supernatural beings,-God and his) Son, angels and archangels, 
devils’; a! world in which Sin and Death may be personified with- 
out palpable absurdity, Even his one human pair are exceptional 
beings, from’ whom we are prepared not to demand: conformity to 
the laws of life which now prevail in our world. Had he presented 
all these spiritual personages indefinite form to the eye, the result 
would have been degradation. 'We should have had the ridiculous 
instead of the sublime, as in the scene of the //zad, where Diomede 
wounds Aphrodite in the hand, and sends her crying home to her 
father) Once or twice Milton has ventured too near'the limit of 
material adaptation, trying to explain Zow angelic natures subsist, 
as in the passage (Paradise Lost, v. 405) where Raphael tells Adam 
that angels eat'and digest food like man. Taste here receives a 
shock, because’ the incongruity, which before was latent, is forced 
upon ‘our ‘attention. We are threatened ‘with being transported 
out-of the conventional world of Heaven, Hell, Chaos, and Paradise, 
to which we had well adapted ourselves, into the real world in 
which we know that such beings could not breathe and move. 

For the world of Paradise. Lost is an ideal, conventional world, 
quite.as much.as|the world of the Arabian LVights, or the world of 
the.chivalrous romance,,or that.of the pastoral novel. Not only 
dramatic, but all,,poetry is founded on. illusion. We must, though 
it be ‘but for, the moment, suppose it true. _ We must be transported 
out,of the actual world into that world in which the given scene is 
laid. \It is chiefly the business of the poet to affect this transpor- 
tation, but,the reader (or, hearer) must aid: “ Willst du Dichter 
ganz verstehen, musst in Dichter’s Lande, gehen.” If the reader’s 
imagination is. not active enough to assist the poet, he must at 
least not resist him, When we are once, inside the poet’s heaven, 
our critical faculty, may justly require that what takes place 
there,,.shall , be..consistent,. with. itself, with the laws ofthat 
fantastic. world... But; we may not begin by objecting that it ‘is 
impossible.,that such a world should exist. If, in any age, the 
power jof imagination is: enfeebled, the reader becomes more unable 
to make this effort ; he ceases to co-operate with the poet. Much 
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of the criticisim which we meet withion ‘Paradise Lost resolves itself 
into a refusal on the! part of the:critic to make that initial abandon- 
ment to the conditions which: the ‘poet demands ;,.a determination 
to insist that his heaven, peopled with deities, dominations, princi- 
palities, and powers, shall have the same material: laws which 
govern our planetary system. Itis not, as we often hear it said, 
that the critical faculty is. unduly ‘developed in the nineteenth 
century. It is that the imaginative faculty fails us; and when that 
is the case, criticism is’ powerless—it has no fundamental cotarnleh 
tion upon which its judgments; can proceed. 

It is the triumph of Milton’s skill to have madé his ist world 
actual, if not to every English mind’s“eye, yet:to alarger number 
than have ever been reached by any other poetry in’ our language. 
Popular (in the common use of the word) Milton has not been, and 
cannot be. But the world: he created has taken possession of the 
public mind. Huxley:complains: that the false cosmogony, which 
will not yield to ‘the conclusions iof: scientific research, is derived 
from the seventh book of: Paradise Lost; rather than from Genesis. 
This success Milton’ owes: partly. tou his selection of his subject, 
partly to his skili in handling: it.’ | In his handling, he presents his 
spiritual existences with just so must relief as to’endow them with 
life and personality, and not-with that visual distinctness which 
would at once ireveal/ theinospectralsimmateriality, and so give a 
shock to the illusion. . We might almost say of his personages that 
they are shapes, “if shape it might be called:that shape had none.” 
By his art of suggestion by association, he'doesall he can to/aid us 
to realise his agents, and:at the moment when distinctness would 
disturb, he withdraws. the object into a ‘mist, and'so disguises the 
incongtuities which he «could not avoid: The tact that avoids 
difficulties inherent in the nature of things is'an art which gets the 
least appreciation either ‘in life or'in literature. '' But if we would 
have some measure of the'skill'which'in Paradise Losthas made 
impossible beings ‘possible to’ the imagination, we may find it in 
contrasting them with the incarnated abstraction ‘and spirit voices, 
which we encounter at every turn’ in Shelley, creatures who leave 
behind them no more distinct impression than ‘that we have been in 
a dream peopled with ghosts. Shelley, too, 


“ Voyag’d th’ unreal, vast, unbounded deep 
Of horrible confusion.” Paradise Lost, x. 470, 


and left it the chaos which he found it. Milton has elicited from 
similar elements a conception so’ life-like that his poetical version 
has inseparably| grafted itself upon, if it has not taken the place of, 
the historical narrative of the original creation. 

So much Milton has effected ‘by his skilful treatment. But the 
illusion was greatly facilitated by his choice, of subject. He had 
not to create. his supernatural personages, they were already there. 
The Father, and the Son, the Angels, Satan, Baal and Moloch, 
Adam and Eve, were in full:possession of the: popular imagination, 
and more familiar to it than any other/set of known names. Nor 
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was the belief accorded to them a half belief, a bare admission of 
their possible existence, such as prevails at other times or in some 
countries. In the England of Milton, the angels and devils of the 
Jewish Scriptures were more real beings, and better vouched than 
any historical personages could be. The old chronicles were tull of 
lies, but this was Bible truth. - There might very likely have been 
a Henry VIII., and he might have been such as he is described, 
but atany rate he was dead:and gone, while Satan still lived and 
walked the earth, the identical Satan who ‘had deceived Eve. 

Nor was it only to the poetic: public that his’ personages were 
real, true, and living beings. The poet himself believes as entirely 
in their existence as did his readers.. I insist upon’this point, be- 
cause one of the first of living critics has declared of Paradise Lost 
that it is'a poem in which’ every artifice of invention is consciously 
employed, not.a single fact being, for an instant, conceived as ten- 
able. by any living faith. (Ruskin, Sesame and Lilies, p. 138). On 
the contrary, we shall mot rightly apprehend either the poetry or 
the character of the poet until we feel that through Paradise Lost, 
as in Paradise Regained and Samson, Milton felt himself to be 
standing on the sure. ground of fact and reality. It was not in Mil- 
ton’s nature ‘to be a showman, parading before an audience a phan- 
tasmagoria’ of'spirits, which he himself knew to be puppets tricked 
up for the'entertainment of an idle hour. We are told by Lockhart, 
that the old man who told the story of Gilpin Horner to Lady Dal- 
keith dond fide believed the existence of the elf. Lady Dalkeith 
repeated the tale to Walter Scott, who worked it up with consum- 
mate skill into the Lay of the Last Minstrel. This is a case of 
a really believed legend of diablerie becoming the source of a liter- 
ary fiction. Scott neither, believed in the reality of the goblin page 
himself, nor expected his readers to believe it.. He could not rise 
beyond the poetry of amusement, and no poetry with only this mo- 
tive.can ever be more’ than literary art. 

Other than this was Milton’s conception of his own function. 
Of the fashionable verse, such as was written in the Caroline age, 
or in any age, he: disapproved, not only because it was imperfect 
art, but because it was untrue utterance. Poems that: were raised 
“from the heat of youth, or the vapours of wine, like that which 
flows at waste from the pen of some vulgar encomiast, or the 
trencher fury of a rhyming parasite,” were in his eyes treachery to 
the poet’s high vocation. 


“ Poetical powers “are the inspired gift: of God rarely bestowed ... 
in every nation, and are.of power, beside the office of a pulpit, to imbreed 
and cherish in a great people the seeds of virtue and public civility, toallay 
the perturbation of the mind, and set the affections in right tune; to cele- 
brate'in glorious and lofty hymns the throne and equipage of God’s al- 
mightiness, and what he works, and what he suffers to be wrought with 
high providence in his church; to sing victorious agoni¢s of martyrs and 
saints, the deeds and triumphs of just and pious nations, doing valiantly 
through faith against the enemies of Christ ; to deplore the general re- 
lapses of kingdoms and states from justice and Gad’s true worship.’ ” 
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Sohe had written in 1642, and this lofty faith in his calling sup- 
ported him twenty years later, in the arduous labour of his attempt 
to-realise his ownideal. In setting himself down to compose Par- 
adise Lost and Regained, he regarded himself not as an author, but 
as a medium, the mouth-piece of “that eternal Spirit who can en- 
rich with all utterance and all knowledge: Urania, heavenly muse,” 
visits him nightly, 

“ And dictates to.me slumb’ring, or inspires 
Easy my unpremeditated verse .”— Paradise Lost, ix. 24. 


Urania bestows the flowing words and musical sweetness ; to God’s 
Spirit he looks to et x 


“Shine inward, and the mind’through all her powers 
Irradiate, there plant eyes, all mist from thence 
Purge and disperse, that I may see and tell’ 
Of things invisible to mortal sight.” Paradise Lost, 50. 


The singers with whom he would fain equal himself are not Dante, 
or Tasso, or, as Dryden would have it, S; enser, but 


“ Blind Thamyris, and blind Meonides, 
And Tiresias and Phineus, prophets old.” 


As he is equalled with these in misfortune—loss of sight—he would 
emulate them in function. Orpheus and Museus are the poets he 
would fain have as the companions of his midnight meditation 
(Penserosa). And the function of the poet is like those of the 
prophet in the:old dispensation, not to‘invent, but to utter. It is 
God’s truth which passes his lips—lips hallowed by the'touch of 
sacred fire. He is the passive instrument through whom flowed 
the emanation from on high; his words were! not his own, but a 
suggestion. ‘Even for style he ‘was indebted to his “celestial pa- 
troness who deigns her nightly visitation unimplor’d.” . 
__. Milton was not dependent upon a’dubious tradition in the sub- 
ject he had selected. Man’s fall and recovery were recorded in the 
Scriptures.: And the two media of truth, the internal and the ex- 
ternal, as deriving from the same source, must needs be in harmony. 
That the Spirit'enlightens the mind within, in this belief the Pu- 
ritan saint, the poet, and the prophet, who all. met in Milton, were 
. atone. That the Old Testament Scriptures were also a revelation 
from God, was an article of faith which he’ had never questioned. 
Nor did he only receive these books as conveying in substance a 
divine view of the world’s history, he regarded them as in the letter 
a transcript of fact. a] 

If the poet-prophet would tell the story of creation or redemp- 
tion, he is thus restrained not only by the general outline and im- 
agery of the Bible,'but by its very words.. And here we must note 
the skill of the poet in’surmounting an added or artificial difficulty, 
in the subject he had chosen as combined with his notion of inspi- 
ration, He'must not deviate in'a single syllable from the words of 
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the Hebrew books. He must take up into his poem the whole of . 
the sacred narrative. This he must:do, not merely: because his 
readers would expect such literal accuracy from: him, but because 
to himself that narrative was the very truth which he was undertak- 
ing to deliver. |The additions which his fancy or inspiration might 
supply must be restrained by this: severe law, they should be such 
as to aid the reader’s imagination to conceive how the event took 
place. They must by no means be suffered to alter, disfigure, tra- 
duce the substance’ or the letter of the revelation. This is what 
Milton has done. He has told the story of creation in the very 
words of Scripture. ‘Uhe whole of the seventh book is little more 
than a paraphrase of a few verses of Genesis. What he has added 
is so little incongruous with his original, that most English men and 
women would, probably have :some.difficulty in discriminating in 
recollection the part they derive from Moses, from that which they 
have added from the paraphrast., | In Genesis it is the serpent who 
tempts Eve, in. virtue of his natural wiliness. In Milton it is Satan 
who has entered into the body of a serpent, and supplied the intel- 
ligence. Here, indeed, Milton was only adopting’a gloss, as ancient 
at least as the Book’ of ‘Wisdom (ii. 24).. But it is the gloss, and 
not the text of Moses, which is in possession of our minds, and 
who has done.most to lodge it there, Milton or the commentators ? 
Again, it is Milton and not Moses who makes the serpent pluck and 
eat the first apple from the.tree. . But Bp. Wilson comments upon 
the words.of Genesis (iti: 6) as though) they,contained. this purely 
Miltonic circumstance. 

It could hardly but be, that one-or two of the incidents which 
Milton has supplied, the popular. imagination. has, been unable to 
homologate.': Such» an incident is) the placing of artillery in’ the 
wars in heaven. We ‘reject this suggestion, and find it mars prob 
ability... But it wouldnot-!seem so improbable to Milton’s co- 
temporariés, not only because it»was an article. of ‘the received 
poetic tradition (see, Ronsard 6, p. 40),, as because fire-arms had 
not quite ceased to be. regarded, asa devilish: enginery of a new 
warfare, unfair in the knightly code of honoar, a base substitute of 
mechanism for individual valour. It was gunpowder and not Don 
Quzxote which had.destroyed the.age of chivalry. é 

Another of Milton’s.fictions, which has been found too gro- 
tesque is the change P.Z., x. 508) of the demons into serpents, who 
hiss their Prince on his return ftom: his: embassy. | Here it is not, 
I think, so much the unnatural character of the incident itself, as 
its gratuitousness which offends. It doés not:help-us to conceive 
the ‘situation. A suggestion of Chateaubriand may, therefore, go 
some way towards reconciling the reader even to this caprice of 
imagination. It indicates; he says; the degradation of Satan, who, 
from the superb Intelligence of, the early scenes of the poem, is 
become at its close a hideous, reptile. He has not triumphed, but 
has failed, and is degraded. into the: old) dragon, who haunts among 
the damned. The bruising of his head -has already commenced. 

The bridge, again,.whichi Sin and Death construct (Paradise 
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Lost, x. 300), leading from the mouth, of ‘hell. to the wall.of-the | 
world, has a chilling effect upon the imagination of a modern 
reader. It does not assist the conception. of, the cosmical system 
which we accept in the earlier books... This clumsy, fictions seems 
more at home in the grotesque and lawless mythology of the ‘Turks; 
or in the Persian poet Sadi, who is said:\by, Marmontel to» have 
adopted it from the Turk. If Milton’s intention were 'to reproduce 
Jacob’sladder, he should, like. Dante (Parad. xxi; 25), have made it 
the means of communication between heaven and earth. | Tas. 

It is possible that Milton: himself, after the experiment of Para: 
dise Lost was fully before him, suspected that he had supplemented 
too much for, his purpose ;:that his: imagery, which was designed) 
to illustrate history, might stand in its light. ..For.in the composi 
tion of Paradise Regained (published 1671).he has adopted.a much 
severer style. . In this poem he has not only curbed his imagination, 
but has almost suppressed» it.,./ He:has amplified, but -has: hardly 
introduced any circumstanicé: which is not-in the original... Para 
aise Regained is little more \than.a paraphrase of the Temptation 
as found in the synoptical gospels. |.It is a marvel of ingenuity 
that more than two, thousand, lines of. blank verse can, have been 
constructed out! of some twenty lines. of prose, without the addition 
of any invented incident, cr the insertion of any irrélevant digres- 
sion. In the first three books of Paradise Regained there is nota 
single simile. Nor yet'can it be said that the version of the gospel 
narrative has the fault of most paraphrases, viz., that of weakening 
the effect, and obliterating the chiselled features of. the original. 
Let a reader take Paradise Regained not as a theme! |used) asia, 
canvas for) poetical» embroidery, an opportunity for).an| author: to 
show off his powers of writing, but as \a dondyide attempt to: im- 
press upon the mind the story.of the Temptation, and he willac- 
knowledge the concealed art of the genuine, epic poet, bent before 
all things upon telling his tale. It will still be) capable of! being 
alleged that the story told ‘does not interest; that the.composition: 
is dry, hard, barren; the style as of »set purpose divested of ‘the 
attributes of poetry. It is not necessary, indeed, that an, epic) 
should be in twelve books; but:we do,demand in an epic: poem 
multiplicity of character and. variety of incident.» In Paradise Ke- 
gained there are only two personages, both of whom: are, super) 
natural. Indeed; they can scarcely be) called personages ;.\ the 
poet, in his fidelity to the letter, not having thought fit to open up 
- the fertile vein of delineation which: was) afforded: by the ‘human 
character of Christ. The speakers are no;more. than the abstract 
principles of good and evil, two woices: who ‘hold a rhetorical dis- 
putation, through four books and two thousand lines. ont salt 

The usual explanation of the: frigidity of Paradise Regained is 
the suggestion, which is nearest at hand, viz, that it is! the effect: 
of age. Like Ben Jonson’s Vew Jun, it, betrays -the/feebleness: of 
senility, and has one of the»most certain. marks of that stage ‘of 
authorship, the attempt to imitate himself in| those points in which 
he was once strong. “When glad no more, He wears a faceofijoy, 
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because He has been glad of yore.” Orit is an “ceuvre de lassi- 
tude,” a continuation, with the inevitable defect of continuations, 
that of preserving the forms and wanting the soul of the original, 
like the second parts of Haust, of Don Quixote, and so many other 
books. ; 

Both these explanations of the inferiority of Paradise Regained 
have probability.’ Either of them may be true, or both may have 
concurred’to the common effect. In favour of the hypothesis of. 
senility is the fact, recorded by Phillips, that Milton “could not 
hear with patience any such thing when related to him.” ‘The 
reader will please to note that this is the original statement, which 
the critics have improved into the statement that he preferred 
Paradise Regained to Paradise Lost. But his approval of his 
work, even if it did not amount to preference, looks like the old 
man’s fondness for his youngest and weakest offspring. 

Another view of the matter, however, is at least possible. 
Milton’s theory as to the true mode of handling a biblical subject 
was, as I have said, to add no more dressing, or adventitious cir- 
cumstance, than should assist the conception of the sacred verity. 
After he had executed Paradise Lost, the suspicion arose that he 
had’ been’ too indulgent to his imagination ; that he had’ created 
too’ much. He would make a second experiment, in which he 
would enforce his theory with more vigour. In the composition 
of Paradise Lost he must have experienced that the constraint he 
imposed upon himself had generated, as was said of Racine, “a 
plenitude of soul.” He might infer that, were the compression’ 
carried still further, the reaction of the spirit might be: still in- 
creased.’ Poetry, he had said: long before,» should be “simple, 
sensuous, ‘impassioned” | (Zvactate of Education). Nothing en- 
hances ‘passion like simplicity. So in Paradise Regained Milton 
has carried simplicity of dress to the verge of nakedness. It is 
probably ‘the most unadorned poem extant in any language. | He 
has pushed severe abstinence to the extreme: point, possibly be- 
yond the point, where'a reader’s power is stimulated by the poet's 
parsimony. 

It may elucidate the intention of the author of Paradise Re- 
gained, if we contrast it for a moment with a poem constructed 
upon’ the opposite principle, that, viz., of the maximum of adorn- 
ment. Claudian’s Rape of Proserpine (A.D. 400) isone of the most 
rich and elaborate poems ever written. It has in common with 
Milton'the circumstance that its whole action is contained ina soli- 
tary event, viz., the carrying off of Proserpine from the vale of 
Henna’ by Pluto. All the personages, too, are superhuman; and 
the incident itself supernatural. Claudian’s ambition was to over- 
lay his story with the gold and jewellery of expression and inven- 
tion. Nothing is named without being carved, decked, and coloured 
from the inexhaustible resources of the poet’s treasury.’ This is, 
not done with ostentatious pomp, like the hyperbolical heroes of 
vulgar novelists, but always with taste, which though lavish is dise 
criminating, 
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Milton, like Wordsworth,. urged his .theory of parsimony. fur- 
ther in practice than he would have done had he not been possessed 
by a spirit of protest against prevailing error.\.Milton’s own ideal 
was the chiselled austerity of Greek, tragedy... But he was impelled 
to overdo the system of holding back, by his desire to challenge 
the evil spirit which was abroad.. He would separate himself not 
only from the Clevelands, the, Denhams, and: the Drydens, whom 
he did not account as poets at all, but even from) the Spenserians. 
Thus, instead of severe, he became rigid, and his plainness is not 
unfrequently jejune. eit 

““Pomp and ostentation of reading,” he had once written, “is 
admired among the vulgar ; but, in matters of religion, he is learned- 
est who is plainest.” As Wordsworth, had attempted to: regener- 
ate poetry by recurring to nature and,to common objects, Milton 
would revert to the pure, Word, of God. He, would present’ no’ 
human adumbration of goodness, but Christ Himself.. He saw that 
here absolute plainness was, best... In, the presence of: this unique 
Being silence alone became the poet... This “higher argument” 
was “ sufficient of itself’? (Paradise Lost, ix. 42). 

_ There are some painters whose work appeals only ‘to painters, _ 
and not to the public. So the judgment-of poets and critics has 
been more favourable to. Paradise Regained than the: opinion of 
the average reader. Johnson thinks; that ‘‘if it had been written; 
not by Milton, but .by some imitators, it would receive universal 
praise.” Wordsworth thought.it “the most perfect in execution 
of anything written by Milton.” And, Coleridge says of it, “in its 
kind it is the most perfect poem, extant.” 


_ There is a school of critics, which maintains that a poem is, like’ 
a statue or a, picture, a work of pure. art, of which beauty is the 
only characteristic of which the;reader should be cognisant. And 
beauty is wholly ideal, an absolute quality, out of relation’ to per- 
son, time, or circumstance.,..To such readers Samson Agonistes 
will seem tame, flat, meaningless, and artificial... From the point of 
view of the critic of the eighteenth century, itis “a tragedy which 
only ignorance would,admire and:bigotry applaud” (Dr. Johnson). 
Tf, on the other hand, it be readas a\pageé:oficotemporary history, it 
becomes human,. pregnant, with, real woe, the record of an’ heroic 
soul, not baffled, by temporary. adversity, but totally defeated by an 
irreversible fate,.and unflinchingly accepting the situation, in the 
firm conviction of the righteousness of the cause. If fiction is truer 
than fact, fact is,more tragic, than fiction. In the course of the 
long struggle of human, liberty against the church, there’ had been 
many terrible catastrophes. But the St. Bartholomew, the Revoca- 
tion of the Edict, the, Spanish Inquisition, Alva in the Low Coun- 
tries—these and other days of suffering and rebuke ‘have been left 
to the dull pen of the annalist, who has variously diluted their story 
in his literary circumlocution office: The triumphant royalist reac- 
tion of 1660, when the oldiserpent bruised the heel of freedom by 
totally crushing Puritanism, is singular in this, that the agonised 
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cry of the beaten party has been preserved in a cotemporary monu- 
ment, the intensest utterance of the most intense of English poets 
—the Samson Agonistes. LRN Sis 
In the-covert representation, which we have in this drama, of 
the actual wreck: of Milton, his party, and his cause, is supplied 
that réal basis of truth which was necessary to inspire him to write. 
It.is'of little, moment that the incidents of Samson’s life, do not 
form a strict parallel:to those! of: Milton’s life, or to the career of 
the Puritan cause. The resemblance lies in the sentiment and 
situation, not in the bare event. The glorious youth of the conse- 
crated deliverer, his’ signal overthrow of the Philistine foe with 
means so. inadequate’! that the hand of God was manifest in the 
victory; his final humiliation, which he owed to his own weakness 
and disobedience, and the present revelry and feasting of the uncir- 
cumcised,; Philistines in the temple of ‘their idol—all these things 
together constitute'a parable of which no reader of Milton’s day 
could possibly mistake the interpretation. More obscurely adum- 
brated is the:day of vengeance'when virtue should return to the 
repentant backslider, and: the idolatrous crew should be smitten 
with a swift destruction in the midst of their insolent revelry. 
Add to\these the two great personal misfortunes of the poet’s life, 
his first| marriage with'a Philistine’ woman, out of sympathy with 
him or his.cause, and his blindness ; and the basis of reality be- 
. comes so complete, that the nominal personages of the drama 
almost disappear behind the history which we read through them. 
But: while for the biographer of Milton Samson Agonistes is 
charged with a pathos, which as the expression of rea] suffering no 
fictiue tragedy can equal, it must be felt that as a composition the 
drama is, languid, nerveless}' occasionally’ halting, never brilliant. 
If the date of the composition of the Samson be 1663, this may have 
been the result of weariness ‘after ‘the effort of Paradise Lost. Vi 
this drama were: composedin) 1667, it'would be the author’s last 
poetical effort, and. the natural explanatién would then be that his . 
power over language was'failing:’ The power of metaphor, z. ¢., of 
indirect expression, is, accofding'to' Aristotle, the characteristic of 
genius. It (Springs from ‘vividness of ‘conception of the thing 
spoken of. It is evident that thisintense action of the presenta- 
tive faculty is no longer at the disposal of the’ writer of Samson. . 
In Paradise Regained we are conscious of 'a purposed restraint of 
strength... The simplicity of its style is an’ experiment, an essay of 
a new theory of poetic: words. ' The'simplicity of Samson Agonistes 
is a flagging of the forces, a drying up of the rich sources from 
which had once'flowed the golden stream of suggestive phrase which 
make, Paradise Lost.a unique monument of the English language. 
I could almost fancy that ‘the consciousness of decay utters itself 
in the lines, (594)— MBS 
‘‘T feel my'genial spirits droop, 
My hopes all flat, nature within me seems. 
In all her functions, weary: of herself, 
My race of glory run, and race of shame, 
AndT shall shortly be with them that rest.’’ 
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The point of view I have insisted on is'that Milton conceives a 
poet to be one who employs his imagination to make a revelation 
of truth; truth which the poet. himself ‘entirely believes. One ob- 
jection to this point of ‘view will at~ once: occur to the reader, the 
habitual employment: in both poems of the fictions of pagan myth- 
ology. This is an objection as old as Miltonic criticism. ‘The 
objection came from those readérs who had no difficulty in realis- 
ing the biblical scenes, or in accepting demoniac' agency, but who 
found their imagination repelled by the iritroduction of the gods of 
Greece or Rome.’ It is not thatthe biblical heaven and the Greek 
Olympus are incongruous, but it is the unreal blended with the real, 
in a way to destroy credibility. i 

To this objection the answer has’been supplied by De Qnincey. 
To Milton the personages of the heathen Pantheon were not merely 
familiar fictions, or established poetical properties ; they were evil 
spirits. This was the received creediof the early interpreters. In 
their demonology, the Hebrewand:the Greek poets had a common 
ground. Upto the advent of Christ, the fallen angels had been 
permitted to delude mankind: To Milton;as to Jerome, Moloch 
-was Mars, and Chemosh-Priapus: Plato knew of hell as Tartarus, 
and the battle of the giants in Hesiod is no fiction, but'an obscured 
tradition of the war once waged in heaven. What has been ad- 
verse to Milton’s art of illusion is, that the belief: that the gods of 
the heathen world were the rebellious angels has ceased to be part 
of the common creed of Christendom. Milton was nearly the last 
of our great writers who, was fully possessed of the doctrine. His 
readers now no longer share it with the poet.; In Addison’s time 
(1712) some of the imaginary, persons in) Paradise Lost were begin-~ 
ning to make greater demands upon the faith of readers than those 
cool rationalisic times could meet. | 

There is an element, of .decay.and death.in poems which we 
vainly style immortal.,, Some of the,sources of Milton’s power are 
already in process of drying up. I do not speak of the ordinary 
caducity of language, in. virtue. of, which every effusion of the human 
spirit is lodged in a,body, of.,death., Milton. suffers little as yet 
from this cause. There are few lines in his poems which are less 
intelligible now than they were at, the time they were written. This 
is partly to be ascribed to his limited vocabulary, Milton, in his 
verse, using not more than eight thousand words, or about half the 
number used by Shakspeare.' Nay,)the, position of our earlier 
writers, has been improved by the mere spread of the English 
language over a\wider area. . Addison.apologised for Paradise Lost 
falling short of the 4ezd, because of the inferiority of the language 
in which it was written. “So jdivine a poem in English is like a 
stately palace built of brick.” . The defects. of English for purposes 
of rhythm and harmonyare as great now as they ever were, but the 
space that our speech fills in the, world is, vastly increased, and this 
increase of consideration is reflected back upon-our older writers. 

But if, asa treasury/of poetic-speech, Paradise Lost has gained 
by time, it has lost far more as a storehouse of divine truth... We 
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at this day are better able than ever to, appreciate its force of ex- 
pression, its grace of phrase, its harmony of rhythmical movement, 
but it is losing its hold over our imagination. Strange to say, this 
failure of vital power in the constitution of the poem is due to the 
very selection of subject by which Milton sought to secure perpe- 
tuity. Not content with being the poet of men, and with describ- 
ing human passions and ordinary events, he aspired to present the 
destiny of the whole. race of, mankind, to tell the story of crea- 
tion, and to reveal the councils of heaven and hell. And he would 
raise \this structure upon no unstable base, but upon the sure 
foundation of the written word. It;would have been a thing in- 
credible to Milton that the hold of the Jewish Scriptures over the 
imagination of English men and women. could ever be weakened. 
This process, however, has already commenced. The demonology 
of the poem has already, with educated readers, passed from the 
region of fact into that of fiction. .Not so universally, but with a 
largenumber of readers, the angelology:can be no more than what 
the critics call machinery. And it requires a violent effort from 
any of our day to accommodate’ our conceptions to the anthropomor- 
phic theology of Paradise Lost. Were the sapping process to con- 
tinue at the same rate for two more centuries, the possibility of 
epic ‘illusion would be. lost'‘to the whole scheme and economy of 
the poem. Milton has taken a scheme of life for life itself. Had 
he, in the choice of subject, remembered the principles of the 
Aristotelean Poetic (which he otherwise highly prized), that men in 
action are the poet’s proper theme, he would have raised his im- 
aginative fabric on a more permanent foundation’; upon the ap- 
petites, passions, and emotions of men, their vices and virtues, 
their aims and ambitions, which are a far more constant quantity 
than any theological system. This; perhaps, was what Goethe 
meant when he pronounced the subject’ of Paradise Lost to be 
“abominable, with a fair outside, but rotten inwardly.” 

Whatever fortune may be in store for Paradise Lost in the 
time to come, Milton’s choice of subject was, at the time he wrote, 
the only one which offered him the guarantees of reality, authen- 
ticity, and divinetruth which he required. We need not, there- 
fore, search the annals’ of literature to find the poem which may 
have given the first suggestion of the fall of man as a subject. 
This, however, has been done by curious antiquaries, and a list of 
more than two dozen ‘authors has been made, from one or other 
of whom Milton may have taken either the general idea or parti- 
cular hints for single incidents. Milton, without being a very wide 
reader, was likely to have seen the Adamus Exu/of Grotius (1601), ' 
and he certainly had read Giles Fletcher’s Christ's Victory and 
Triumph (1610)... There are traces of verbal reminiscence of 
Sylvester’s translation of Dw Bartus. But out of the long cata-’ 
logue of his predecessors there appear only three who can claim to 
have:conceived the same theme with anything like the same breadth} 
or on the same scale'as Milton has done. These are the so-cllaed 
Cedmon, Andreini, and Vondel. 
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1, The anonymous Anglo-Saxon poem which passes under the 
name of Cadmon has this one point of resemblance to the plot of 
Paradise Lost, that in it the seduction of Eve is Satan’s revence 
for his expulsion from heaven. As Francis Junius’ was much oc- 
cupied upon this poem, of which he published the text in 1655, it 
is likely enough that he should have talked of it with his friend 
Milton. . 

2. Voltaire related that Milton’ during his tour in Italy (1638) 
had seen performed ZL’ Adamo, a sacred’ drama by the Florentine 
Giovanni Battista Andreini, and that he ‘‘took from that ridiculous 
trifle” the hint of the “noblest product ‘of human imagination.”’ 
Though Voltaire relates this as a matter of fact, it is doubtful if it 
be more than an o# dit which he, had picked.up in London society. 
Voltaire could not have seen Andreini’s drama, for it is not at alla 
ridiculous trifle. Though much of the dialogue is as insipid as 
dialogue in operattas usually is, there is great invention in the plot, 
and animation in the action. Andreini is incessantly offending 
against taste, and is infected with the vice of the Marinists, the 
pursuit of concettz, or far-fetched analogies between things unlike. 
His infernal personages are grotesque and disgusting, rather than 
‘terrible; his scenes in heaven childish—at once familiar and fan- 
tastic, in the style of the Mysteries of the age before the drama. 
With all these faults the Adamo is a lively and spirited represen- 
tation of the Hebrew legend, and not unworthy to have been the 
antecedent of Paradise Lost. There is no question of plagiarism, 
for the resemblance is not even that of imitation or parentage, or 
adoption. The utmost that can be conceded is to concur in Hay- 
ley’s opinion that, either in representation or in perusal, the Adamo 
of Andreini had made an impression on the mind of Milton; had, 
as Voltaire says, revealed to him the hidden majesty of the subject. 
There had been at least three editions of the Adamo by 1641, and 
Milton may have brought one of these with him among the books 
which he had shipped from Venice, even if he had not seen the 
drama on the Italian stage, or had not, as Todd suggests, met 
Andreini in person. 

So much appears to me tobe certain from the internal evidence 
of the two compositions as they stand. But there are further 
some slight corroborative circumstances. (i.) The Trinity College 
‘sketch, so often referred to, of Milton’s. scheme, when it was 
intended to be dramatic, keeps much more closely, both in its per- 
sonages and inits ordering, to Andreini. (ii.) In Phillips’s 7hatrum 
Poetayum, a compilation in which he had his uncle’s help, An- 
dreini is mentioned as author “of a fantastic poem entitled Olivas- 
tro, which was printed at Bologna, 1642.”, If Andreini was known 
to Edward Phillips, the inference is that he was known to Milton. 

3. Lastly, though external evidence is here wanting, it cannot 
be doubted that Milton was acquainted with the Lwuczfer of the 
Dutch poet, Joost van den Vondel, which appeared in 1654. This 
‘poem is a regular five-act drama in the Dutch language, a language 
which Milton was able to read. In spite of commercial rivalry 
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and naval war there was much intercourse between the two repub- 
lics, and Amsterdam, books came, in regular course to London. 
The Dutch drama turns entirely on the revolt of the angels, and 
their expulsion from heaven, the fall of man being but a subordi- 
nate incident. In Paradise Lost, the relation of the two events is 
inverted, the fall of the angels being there an episode, not trans- 
acted, but told by one of the personages of the epic. It is, there- 
fore, only in one book of Paradise Lost, the sixth, that the influ- 
ence of Vondel can be Icoked, for. There may possibly occur in 
other parts of our epic single lines of which an original may be 
found in Vondel’s. drama.,..Notably: such a one is the often- 
quoted— 


“Better to reign in hell than serve in heaven.” 
Paradise Lost, i. 263 


which is Vondel’s— 


“‘ En liever d’eerste Vorst in eenigh lager hot ; 
Dan in’t gezalight licht de tweede, of noch een minder!”’ 


But it is in the sixth book only in which anything more than a 
verbal similarity is traceable. According to Mr. Gosse, who has 
given an analysis, with some translated extracts, of Vondel’s Lucz- 
fer, the resemblances are too close and too, numerous to be mere 
coincidences. Vondel is more human than Milton, just where 
human attributes are unnatural, so that.heaven is made to seem 
like earth, while in Paradise Lost we always feel that we are in a 
region. aloft. Miltonic presentation has. a dignity and elevation, 
which is not only wanting but is sadly missed in the Dutch drama, 
even the language of which seems common and familiar. 

The poems now mentioned form, taken together, the antece- 
dents of Paradise Lost. In no one instance, taken singly, is the 
relation of Milton to a predecessor that of imitation, not even to 
the extent in which the A‘neid, for instance, is an imitation of the 
Iliad and Odyssey. The originality of Milton lies not in his sub- 

“ject, but in his manner; not in his thoughts, but in his mode of 
thinking, His story and his personages, their acts and words, had 
been the common property of all poets since the fall of the Roman 
Empire. Not only the three I have specially named had. boldly 
attempted to set forth a mythical representation of the origin of 
evil, but many others had fluttered round the same central object 
of poctic attraction. Many of these productions Milton had read, 
and they had made their due impression on his mind according to 
their degree of force. When he began to compose Paradise Lost he 
had the reading ofa lifetime behind him. His imagination worked 
upon an accumulated store, to which books, observation, and re- 
flection had contributed in equal proportions. He drew upon this 
store without conscious distinction of its sources. Not that this 
was a recollected material, to which the poet had recourse when- 
ever invention failed him; it was identified with himself. His 
verse flowed from his own soul, but it was a soul which had grown 
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up nourished with the spoil of all the! ages... He created his epic, 
as metaphysicians have said that God created the world, by draw- 
ing it out of himself, not: by building it up out of elements supplied 
ab extra. 

The resemblances to earlier Doets-bGnedle Latin, Italian—which 
could be pointed out in Paradise Lost, were so numérous that in 
1695, only twenty-one: years after Milton’s death, an editor, one 
Patrick Hume, a school-master in the neighbourhood of London, 
was employed by Tonson: to: point out» the imitations in an an- 
notated edition. From that time downwards, the diligence of our 
literary antiquaries has been busily employed inthe same track of 
research, and it has been extended to the English poets, a field 
which was overlooked, or, not known to the first collector. The 
result is a valuable accumulation of parallel passages, which have 
been swept up into our varzorum Miltons, and make Paradise Lost. 
for English phraselogy, what Virgil was for Latin in the middle 
ages, the centre round which the study moves. The learner who 
desires to cultivate his feeling forthe fine shades and variations of 
expression has here a:rich opportunity, and will acknowledge with 
gratitude the laborious services’ of Newton, Pearce, the Wartons, 

é Todd, Mitford, and.other compilers. But these heaped-up citations 
of parallel passages somewhat tend to hide from:us the secret of 
Miltonic language. _ We are apt to think that the magical effect of 
Milton’s words has been produced by painfully inlaying tessere of 
borrowed metaphor—a mosaic of bits culled from extensive read- 
ing, carried along by a retentive memory, and pieced together so 
as to.produce a new whole, with the exquisite art of a Japanese 
cabinet-maker., It is sometimes admitted that Milton was a plagi- 
ary, but it is urged in extenuation that his plagiarisms were always 
repoduced in finer forms. 

_It\is not in the spirit of vindicating Milton, but as touching the 
mystery of metrical language, that I stay a few moments upon this 
misconception. It is:true that: Milton has a way ‘of making his 
own even what he borrows. . While Horace’s thefts from Alczeus or 
Pindar are palpable, even from the care which he takes to Latinise 
them, Milton cannot help transfusing his own nature into the words 
he adopts. But this is far from all. When Milton’s widow was 
asked “if he did not often read Homer and Virgil, she understood 
it as‘an imputation upon him. for stealing from those authors, and 
answered, with eagerness, that he stole from nobody but the muse 
who inspired him.” This is more true than'she knew. It is true 
there are many phrases or‘images in Paradise Lost taken from 

earlier writers—taken, not stolen, for the borrowing is done openly. 
When Adam, for instance, begs er to prolong his discourse 
ded i into- night, 

‘ '“ Sleep; listening to thee, will watch ; 
Or we can bid his absence, ‘till thy song 
».End, and dismiss thee’ ere the morning shine” 


we cannot be mistaken in saying that we have here a conscious 
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reminiscence of) the’ words of Alcinous' ito Ulysses in ‘the eleventh 
book of the Odyssey. Such imitation is on the surface, and does 
‘not touch the core of that mysterious combination of traditive with 
original elements in diction, which Milton and Virgil, alone of poets 
known to us, have’ effected. ‘Here and there, many ‘times, in 
detached places, Milton has consciously imitated. But, beyond 
this obvious indebtedness, there-runs’through the whole texture of 
his verse a suggestion of secondary meaning, a meaning which has 
been accreted to the words, by their passage down the consecrated 
stream of classical poetry. Milton quotes very little for a’man of 
much reading. He says of himself (fudgment of Bucer) that he 
‘never could delight in long citations, much less in whole traduc- 
tions, whether it be natural disposition or education ‘in me, or that 
my mother bore me a speaker of what God made mine own, and 
not'a translator.” And the observation is as old’as Bishop New- 
ton, that “there is scarce any author who has written so much, and 
upon such various’ subjects, and yet) quotes so little from his 
cotemporary authors.” It is'said that “he could repeat Homer 
almost all without book.’’ . But we: know? that common: minds are 
apt to. explain to themselves the working of mental superiority by 
exaggerating the power of memory. Milton’s own writings remain 
a sufficient evidence that his: was not:a verbal memory. | And, psy- 
chologically, the power of imagination and the power of verba 
memory are almost always found in inverse proportion. + 

Milton’s diction is the elaborated: outcome ofall the best words 
of all antecedent. poetry, not by a process of recollected reading 
and storage, but by the same mental habit by which we learn to 
speak our mother-tongue. Only, in the case of the poet, the vocab- 
ulary acquired has a new meaning superadded to the words, from 
the occasion on which they have been previously employed by 
others..| Words, over and above their dictionary signification, con- 
note all the feeling which has gathered round them by reason of 
their employment through a hundred generations of song. | In the 
words of Mr. Myers, “ without ceasing to: bea logical step in the 
argument, a phrase becomes a centre ‘of emotional force. The 
complex! iassociations: which it evokes, modify the associations 
evoked by other words in the same passage, in a way distinct from 
logical, or grammatical connection.” : The poet’ suggests much 
more than he says, or, as Milton himself has phrased it, ‘ more is 
meant than meets the ear.” 

For the purposes:of. poetry a thought is the representative of 
many feelings, and a word is the:representative of many thoughts. 
A single word may thus set in motion in us the vibration of a feel- 
ing first consigned to letters 3000 years:ago. For oratory words 
should be winged, that they may do their work of persuasion: For 
poetry words should be freighted with associations of feeling, that 
they may awaken sympathy. It is the suggestive power of words 
that the poet cares for, rather than their current denotation. How 
laughable are the attempts of the commentators to interpret a line 
in Virgil as: they would'a sentence in Aristotle’s Piysics / Milton’s 
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secret lies in his mastery over the rich treasure of this inherited 
vocabulary. He wielded it as his own,.as a second mother-tongue, 
the native and habitual idiom of his thought and feeling, backed 
by a massive frame of character, and “a power which is got within 
me to a passion.” (Avreopagitica.) 

When Wordsworth came forward at the end of the eighteenth 
century with his famous reform of the language of English poetry, 
the Miltonic diction was the current coin paid out by every versi- 
fier. Wordsworth revolted against this dialect as unmeaning, 
hollow, gaudy, and inane. His reform consisted in dropping the 
consecrated phraseology altogether, and reverting to the common 
language of ordinary life. It was necessary to do this in order to 
reconnect poetry with the sympathies of men, and make it again a 
true utterance, instead of the ingenious exercise in putting together 
words which it had become. In projecting this abandonment of 
the received tradition, it may be thought that Wordsworth was con- 
demning the Miltonic system of expression in itself. But this was 
not so. Milton’s language had become, in the hands of the imi- 
tators of the eighteenth century, sound without sense, a husk with- 
out the kernel, a body of words without the soul of poetry. Milton 
had created and wielded an instrument which was beyond the 
control of any less than himself. He wrote it as a living language ; 
the poetasters of the eighteenth century wrote it as dead language, 
as boys make Latin verses. Their poetry is to Paradise Lost, as 
a modern Gothic restoration is to a genuine middle-age. church. 
It was against the feeble race of imitators, and not against the 
master himself, that the protest of the lake poet was raised. He 
proposed to do away with the Miltonic vocabulary altogether, not 
because it was in itself vicious, but because it could now only be 
employed at second-hand. 

One drawback there was attendant upon the style chosen by 
Milton, viz., that it narrowly limited the circle of his readers. All 
words are addressed to those who understand them. The Welsh 
triads are not for those who have not learnt Welsh; an English 
poem is only for those who understand English. But of under- 
standing English there are many degrees; it requires some educa- 
tion to understand literary style at all. A large majority of the 
natives of any country possess, and use, only a small fraction of 
their mother-tongue. These people may be left out of the dis- 
cussion. Confining ourselves only to that small part of our millions 
which we speak of as the educated classes—that is, those whose 
schooling is carried on beyond fourteen years of age—it will be 
found that only a small fraction of the men, and a still smaller frac- 
tion of the women, fully apprehend the meaning of words, This 
is the case with what is written in the ordinary language of books. 
When we pass from a style in which words have only their simple 
signification, to a style of which the effect depends on the sugges- 
tion of collateral association, we leave behind the majority even of 
these few. This is what is meant by the standing charge against 
Milton that he is too learned, 


130 MILTON. 


It is no, paradox to say that Milton was not a learned man. 
Such men there were in his day—Usher, Selden, Voss, in Eng- 
land; in Holland, Milton’s adversary Salmanasius, and many 
more. A learned man was one who could. range freely and surely 
over the whole of classical and patristic remains in the Greek and 
Latin languages (at least), with the accumulated stores of philo- 
logical, chronological, historical criticism necessary for the inter- 
pretation of those remains. Milton had neither made these acqui- 
sitions nor aimed at them. He even expresses himself, in his 
vehement way, with contempt of them. ‘“ Hollow antiquities sold 
by the seeming bulk,’’ “marginal stuffings,” “horse-loads of 
citations and fathers,” are some of his petulant outbursts against 
the learning that had been played upon his position by his ad- 
versaries. He says expressly that he had “not read the Councils, 
save here and there” (S7zectymnuus). His own practice had 
- been “industrious and select reading.” He chose to make himself 
a scholar rather than a learned man. The aim of his studies was 
to improve faculty, not to acquire knowledge. ‘‘Who would be a 
poet must himself be a true poem;” his heart should “ contain of 
just, wise, good, the perfect shape.” He devoted himself to self- 
preparation with the assiduity of Petrarch or of Goethe. “In 
wearisome labour and studious watchings I have tired out almost 
a whole youth.” “Labour and intense study I take to be my 
portion in this life.’ He would know, not all, but “what was of 
use to know,” and form himself by assiduous culture. The first 
Englishman of whom the designation of our series, (Zen of Letters, 
is appropriate, Milton was also the noblest example of the type. 
He cultivated, not letters, but, himself, and sought to enter into 
possession of his own mental kingdom, not that he might reign 
there, but that he might royally use its resources in building up a 
work which should bring honour to his country and his native 
tongue. ag 

The style of Paradise Lost is then only the natural expression 
of a soul thus exquisitely nourished upon the, best thoughts and. 
finest words of all ages. It is the language of one who lives in the 
companionship of the great and the wise of past time. It is in- 
evitable that when, such a one speaks, his tones, his accent, the 
melodies of his rhythm, the inner harmonies of his linked thoughts, 
the grace of his allusive touch, should escape the common ear. To 
follow Milton one should at least have tasted the same training 
through which he put himself. “Te quoque dignum finge deo.” 
The many cannot see it, and complain that the poet is too learned. 
They, would have Milton talk like Bunyan or William, Cobbett, 
whom they understand. Milton did attempt the demagogue in his 
pamphlets, only with the result of blemishing his fame and de- 
grading his genius, The best poetry is that which calls upon us to 
rise to it, not that which writes down to us. ee 

Milton knew that his was not the road to popularity. He 
‘thirsted for renown, but he did not confound renown with vogue. 
A poet has his choice between the many and the few; Milton 
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chose the few. _“ Paucis: hujusmodi lectoribus contentus,” is his 
Own inscription in a copy of his pamphlets sent, by,him to Patrick 
Young. He derived a stern satisfaction from the reprobation with 
which the vulgar visited him. His divorce tracts were addressed 
‘to men who dared to think, and ran the town “numbering good in- 
tellects.” His poems he wished laid up in the Bodleian Library, 
“where the jabber of common people cannot penetrate, and 
whence the base throng of readers keep aloof” (Ode to Rouse). Vf 
Milton resembled a Roman republican in the severe and stoic 
elevation of his character, he also shared the aristocratic intellect- 
ualism of the classical. type. He is in marked contrast to the ley- 
elling hatred of excellence, the Christian trades-unionism of the 
model Catholic of the mould of S. Francois de Sales, whose maxim 
of life is “marchons avec la troupe de nos freres et compagnons, 
doucement, paisiblement, et amiablement.” To Milton the people 
are-— 
“ But a herd confus’d, 
A miscellaneous rabble, who extol 
Things vulgar.”—Faradise Regained, iii. 49. 


At times his indignation carries him past the Courtesies of 
equal speech, to pour out the vials of prophetic rebuke, when he 
contemplates the hopeless, struggle of those who are the salt of 
the earth, “amidst the throng and noises of vulgar and irrational 
men” (Tenure of Kings), and he rates to their face as “owls and 
cuckoos, asses, apes, and dogs” (Sovmet XII.) ; not because they 
will not listen to him, but because they “hate learning more than 
toad or asp” (Sonnet 1X.). f 

Milton’s attitude must be distinguished from patrician pride, or 
the nolt-me-tangere of social exclusiveness. Nor, again, was it, 
like Callimachus’s, the fastidious repulsion of a delicate taste for 
the hackneyed in literary expression; it was the lofty disdain of 
aspiring virtue for the sordid and ignoble. 

Various ingredients, constitutional or circumstantial, concurred 
to produce this repellent or unsympathetic attitude in Milton, 
His dogmatic Calvinism, from the effects of which his mind never 
recovered—a system which easily disposés to a cynical abasement 
of our fellowznen—counted for something. Something must be 
set down to habitual converse with the classics—a converse which 
tends to impart to character, as Platner said of Godfrey Hermann, 
“a certain grandeur and generosity, removed from the spirit of cabal 
and mean cunning which prevail among men of the world.” His 
blindness threw him out of the competition of life, and back upon 
himself, in a way which was sure to foster egotism. These were 
constitutional elements of that aloofness from men which charac- 
terised all liis utterance. ‘These disposing causes became inex- 
orable fate, when, by the turn of the political wheel of fortune, he 
found himself alone amid the mindless dissipation and reckless . 
materialism of the Restoration, He must have felt himself then, 
“ Miltonus contra mundum,”’ at war with human society as con-' 
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stituted around him, and driven to withdraw himself within a 
poetic world of his own creation. 

In this antagonism of the poet to his age much was lost; much 
energy was consumed in what was mere friction. The artist is 
then most powerful when he finds himself in accord with the age 
he lives in. The plenitude of art is only reached when it marches 
with the sentiments which possess a community. The defiant at- 
titude easily slides into paradox, and the mind falls in love with its 
own wilfulness. The exceptional emergence of Milton’s three 
poems, Paradise Lost, Regained, and Samson, deeply colours their 
context. The greatest achievement of art in their kinds have been 
the capital specimens of a large crop; as the //zad and Odyssey 
are the picked lines out of many rhapsodies, and Shakspeare the 
king of an army of cotemporary dramatists. Milton was a sur- 
vival, felt himself such, and resented it. 


“ Unchang’d, 
. ... Though fall’n on evil days, 
On evil days though fall’n, and evil tongues ; 
In darkness, and with dangers compass’d round, 
And solitude,’”—FParadise Lost, vii. 24. 


Poetry thus generated, we should naturally expect to meet with 
more admiration than sympathy. And such, on the whole, has 
been Milton’s reception. In 1678, twenty years after the publica- 
tion of Paradise Lost, Prior spoke of him (Hzzd Transversed) as 
‘‘a rough, unhewn fellow, that a man must sweat to read him.”’ 
And in 1842, Hallam had doubts “if Paradise Lost, published 
eleven years since, would have met with a greater demand ” than it 
did at first. It has been much disputed by historians of our 
literature what inference is to be drawn-from the numbers sold of 
Paradise Lost at its first publication. Between 1667 and 1688, a 
space of twenty years, three editions had been printed, making 
together some 4500copies. Was thisa large ora small circulation ? 
Opinions are at variance on the point. Johnson and Hallam 
thought it a large sale, as books went at that time. Campbell, and 
the majority of our annalists of books, have considered it as evidence 
of neglect. Comparison with what is known of other cases of cir- 
culation leads to no more certain conclusion. On the one hand, 
the public could not take more than three editions —say 3000 copies 
—of the plays of Shakspeare in sixty years, from 1623 to 1684. If 
this were a fair measure of possible circulation at the time, we 
should have to pronounce Milton’s sale a great success. On the 
other hand, Cleveland’s poems ran through sixteen or seventeen 
editions in about thirty years. If this were the average output of 
a popular book, the inference would be that Paradise Lost was not 
such a book. 

Whatever conclusion may be the true one from the amount of 

‘the public demand, we cannot be wrong in asserting that from the 
first, and now as then, Paradise Lost has been more admired than 
read. The poet’s wish and expectation that he should find “ fit 
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audience, though few,” has been fulfilled. Partly this has been 
due to his limitation, his unsympathetic disposition, the deficiency 
of the human element in his imagination, and his presentation of 
mythical instead of real beings. But it is also in part a tribute to 
his excellence, and is to be ascribed to the lofty strain, which 
requires more effort to accompany than an average reader is able 
to make, a majestic demeanour which no parodist has been able to 
degrade, and a wealth of allusion demanding more literature than 
is possessed by any but the few whose life is lived with the poets. 
An appreciation of Milton is the last reward of consummated schol- 
arship; and we may apply to him what Quintilian has\said of 
Cicero, “ Ille se profecisse sciat, cui Cicero valde placebit.” 

Causes other than the inherent faults of the poem long con- 
tinued to weigh down the reputation of Paradise Lost. In Great 
Britain the sense for art, poetry, literature, is confined to a few, 
while our political life has been diffused and vigorous. Hence all 
judgment, even upon a poet, is biassed by considerations of party. 
Before 1688 it was impossible that the poet, who had justified 
regicide, could have any public beyond the suppressed and crouch- 
ing Nonconformists. The Revolution of 1688 removed this ban, 
and from that date forward the liberal party in England adopted 
Milton as the Republican poet. William Hogg, writing in 1690, 
says of Paradise Lost that “the fame of the poem is spread , 
through the whole of England, but being written in English, it is 
as yet unknown in foreign lands.” This is obvious exaggeration. 
Lauder, about 1748, gives the date exactly, when he speaks of 
“that infinite tribute of veneration that has been paid to him ¢hese 
sixty years past.” One distinguished exception there was. Dryden, 
royalist and Catholic though he was, was loyal to his art. Nothing 
which Dryden ever wrote is so creditable to his taste as to his 
being able to see, and daring to confess, in the day of disesteem, 
that the regicide poet alone deserved the honour which his. co- 
temporaries were for rendering to himself. Dryden’s saying, 
“ This man cuts us all out, and the ancients too,” is not perfectly 
well vouched, but it would hardly have been invented, if it had not 
been known to express his sentiments. And Dryden’s sense of 
Milton’s greatness grew with his taste. When,in the preface to 
his State of Innocence (1674), Dryden praised Paradise Lost, he 
‘knew not half the extent of its excellence,” Johu Dennis says, ‘“‘as 
more than twenty years afterwards he confessed to me.” Had he 
known it, he never could have produced his vulgar parody, The, 
State of Innocence, a piece upon which he received the com- 
pliments of his cotemporaries, as “having refined the ore of 
Milton.” 

With the one exception of Dryden, a better critic than poet, 
Milton’s repute was the work of the Whigs. The first ¢dztion de 
luxe of Paradise Lost (1688) was brought out by a, subscription 
got up by the Whig leader, Lord Somers. In this edition Dryden’s 
pinchbeck epigram, so often, quoted, first appeared,—— 

* Three poets in three distant ages born,” &c. 
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It was the Whig essayist, Addison, whose papers in the Sfectator 
(1712) did most to make the poem popularly known. In 1737, in 
the height of the Whig ascendancy, the bust of Milton penetrated 
Westminster Abbey, though, in the generation before, the Dean, of 
that day had refused to admit an inscription on the monument 
erected to John Phillips, because the name of Milton occurred 
in it. a 

The zeal of the Liberal party in the propagation of ,the cult of 
Milton was of course encountered by an equal passion on the part 
of the Tory opposition. They were exasperated by the lustre 
which was reflected upon Revolution principles by the name of 
Milton. About the middle of the eighteenth century, when Whig 
popularity was already beginning to wane, a desperate attempt 
was made by a rising Tory pamphleteer to crush the new Liberal 
idol. Dr. Johnson, the most vigorous writer of the day, conspired 
with one William Lauder, a native of Scotland seeking fortune in 
London, to stamp out Milton’s credit by proving him to be a 
wholesale plagiarist. Milton’s imitations—he had gathered pearls 
wherever they were to be found—were thus to be turned into an 
indictment against him. One of the beauties of Paradise Lost is, 
as has been already said, the scholar’s flavour of literary reminis- 
cence which hangs about its words and images. This Virgilian 
art, in which Milton has surpassed his master, was represented by 
this pair of literary bandits as theft, and held to prove at once 
moral obliquity and intellectual feebleness. This line of criticism 
was well chosen ; it was, in fact, an appeal to the many from the 
few. Unluckily for, the plot, Lauder*was not satisfied’ with the 
amount of resemblance shown ‘by real parallel passages. He 
ventured upon the bold step of forging verses, closely resembling 
lines in Paradise Lost, and ascribing these verses to older poets. 
He even made forged verses as quotations from Paradise Lost, and 
showed them as Milton’s plagiarisms from’ preceding writers. 
Even these clumsy fictions might have passed without detection 
at that uncritical period of our literature, and under the shelter of 
the name of Samuel Johnson. But Lauder’s impudence grew with 
the success of his criticisms, which’ he brought ‘out as letters, 
. through a series of years, in the Gentleman’s Magazine. ‘There 
was a translation of Paradise Lost into Latin hexameters, which 
had been made in 1690 by one William Hogg. Lauder inserted 
lines, taken from this translation, into passages taken from 
Messenits, Staphorstius, Taubmannus, néo-Latin’ poets, whom 
Milton had, or' might have read, and presented these passages as 
thefts by Milton. ae 

Low as learning ‘had sunk in England in 1750, Hogg’s Latin 
Paradisus amissus was just the book which tutors of colleges who 
could'teach Latin verses had often in their hands. Mr. Bowle, a 
tutor of Oriel College, Oxford, immediately recognised an old ac- 
quaintance in one or two of the interpolated lines. This put him 
upon the scent, he submitted Latder’s passages to a closer inves- 
tigation, and the whole fraud was exposed, Johnson, who was not 
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concerned in the cheat, and was only guilty of indolence and party 
spirit, saved himself by sacrificing his comrade. He afterwards 
took ample revenge for the mortification of this exposure in his 
Lives of the Poets, in which he employed all his vigorous powers 
and «consummate skill to write down Milton. He undoubtedly 
dealt a heavy blow at the poet’s reputation, and succeeded in 
damaging it for at least two generations of readers. He did for 
Milton what Aristophanes did for Socrates, effaced the real man, 
and replaced him by a distorted and degrading caricature. 

It was again a clergyman to whom Milton owed his vindication 
from Lauder’s onslaught. John Douglas, afterwards bishop of 
Salisbury, brought Bowle’s materials before the public. But the 
high Anglican section of English life has never thoroughly ac- 
cepted Milton. R.S. Hawker, vicar of Morwenstow, himself a 
poet of real feeling, gave expression, in rabid abuse of Milton, to 
the antipathy which more judicious churchmen suppress. Even 
the calm and gentle author of the Christzan Year, wide heart ill- 
sorted with a narrow creed, deliberately framed a theory of Poetic 
for the express purpose, as it would seem, of excluding the author 
of Paradise Lost from the first class of poets. 

; But a work such as Milton has constructed, at once’ intense 
and elaborate, firmly knitted and broadly laid, can afford to wait. 
Time is all in its favour, and against its detractors. The Church 
never forgives, and faction does not die out. But Milton has 
been, for two centuries, getting beyond the reach of party, whether 
as friends or as foes. In each national aggregate an instinct is al- 
ways at work, an instinct not equal to exact discrimination of lesser 
degrees of merit, but surely finding out the chief forces which have 
found expression in the native tongue. This instinct is not an 
active faculty, and so exposed to the influences which warp the 
will; it is a passive deposition from unconscious impression. Our 
appreciation of our poet is not to be measured by our choosing 
him for our favourite closet companion, or reading him often. As 
Voltaire wittily said of Dante, “Sa reputation s’affirmera toujours, 
parce qu’on ne le lit guére.” Weshall prefer to read the fashionable 
novelist of each season as it passes, but we shall choose to be 
represented at the international congress of world poets by Shak- 
speare and Milton; Shakspeare first, and next MILTON. 


THE END. 
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CHAPTER, 
BIRTH AND CHILDHOOD. 


Ir is worse than useless to deplore the irremediable; yet no 
man, probably, has failed to mourn the fate of mighty poets, whose 
dawning gave the promise of a glorious day, but who passed from 
earth while yet the light that shone in them was crescent. That 
the world should know Marlowe and Giorgione, Raphael and 
Mozart, only by the products of their early manhood, is indeed a 
cause for lamentation, when we remember what the long lives of a 
Bach and Titian, a Michelangelo and Goethe, held in reserve for 
their maturity and age. Itis of no use to persuade ourselves, as 
some have done, that we possess the best work of men untimely 
slain. Had Sophocles been cut off in his prime, before the com- 
position of Gadipus ; had Handel never merged the fame of his 
forgotten operas in the immortal music of his oratorios ; had Mil- 
ton been known only by the poems of his youth, we might with 
equal plausibility have laid that flattering unction to our heart. 
And yet how shallow would have been our optimism, how falla- 
cious our attempt at consolation. There is no denying the fact 
that when a young Marcellus is shown by, fate for one brief 
moment, and withdrawn before his spring-time has brought forth 
the fruits of summer, we must bow in silence to the law “of waste 
that rules inscrutably in nature. : 

Such reflections are forced upon us by the lives of three great 
English poets of this century. Byron died when he was thirty- six, 
Keats when he was twenty-five, and Shelley when he was on the 
point of completing his thirtieth year. Of the three, Keats enjoyed 
the briefest space for the development of his extraordinary powers. 
His achievement, perfect as it is in some poetic qualities, remains 
so immature and incomplete that no conjecture can be hazarded 
about his future. Byron lived longer, and produced more than his 
brother poets. Yet he was extinguished when his genius was still 
ascendant, when his “swift and ‘fair creations ” were issuing like 
worlds from an archangel’s hands. In his case we have perhaps 
only to deplore the loss of masterpieces that might have equalled, 
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but could scarcely have surpassed, what we possess. Shelley’s 
early death is more to be regretted. Unlike Keats and Byron, he 
died by a mere accident. His faculties were far more complex, 
and his aims were more ambitious than theirs. He therefore 
needed length of years for their co-ordination ; and if a fuller life 
had been allotted him, we have the certainty that from the dis- 
cords of his youth he would have wrought a clear and lucid har- 
mony. ; a 
These sentences form a somewhat gloomy prelude to a bio. 
graphy. Yet the student of Shelley’s life, the sincere admirer of 
his genius, is almost forced to strike a solemn key-note at the out- 
set. We are not concerned with one whose “little world of man ” 
for good or ill was perfected, but with one whose growth was in- 
terrupted just before the synthesis of which his powers were cap- 
able had been accomplished. 

August 4, 1792, is one of the most memorable dates in the his- 
tory of English literature. On this day Percy Bysshe Shelley was 
born at Field Place, near Horsham, in the county of Sussex. His 
father, named Timothy, was the eldest son of Bysshe Shelley, 
Esquire, of Goring Castle, in the same county. The Shelley 
family could boast of great antiquity and considerable wealth. 
Without reckoning earlier and semi-legendary honours, it may here 
be recorded that it is distinguished in the elder branch by one 
baronetcy dating from 1611, and by asecond in the younger dating 
from 1806. In the latter year the poet’s grandfather received this 
‘honour through the influence of his friend the Duke of Norfolk. 
Mr. Timothy Shelley was born in the year 1753, and in 1791 he 
married Elizabeth, daughter of Charles Pilfold, Esquire, a lady of 
great beauty, aad endowed with fair intellectual ability, though not 
of a literary temperament. The first child of this marriage was 
the poet, named Bysshe in compliment to his grandfather, the then 
living head of the family, and Percy because of some remote con- 
nexion with the ducal house of Northumberland. Four daughters, 
Elizabeth, Mary, Hellen, and Margaret, and one son, John, who 
died in the year 1866, were the subsequent issue of Mr. Timothy 
Shelley’s marriage. In the year 1815, upon the death of his father. 
he succeeded to the baronetcy, which passed, after his own death, 
to his grandson, the present Sir Percy Florence Shelley, as the 
poet’s only surviving son. 5 

Before quitting, once and for all, the arid region of genealogy, 
it may be worth mentioning that Sir Bysshe Shelley by his second 
marriage with Miss Elizabeth Jane Sydney Perry, heiress of Pens- 
hurst, became the father of five children, the eldest son of whom 
assumed the name of Shelley-Sidney, received a baronetcy, and 
left a son, Philip Charles Sidney, who was created Lord De Isle 
and Dudley. Such details are not without a certain‘value, inas- 
much as they prove that the poet, who won for his ancient and 
honourable house a fame far more illustrious than titles can confer, 
was sprung froma man of no small personal force and worldly 
greatness. Sir Bysshe Shelley owed his position in society, the 
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wealth he accumulated, and the honours he transmitted to two 
families, wholly and entirely to his own exertions. Though he 
bore a name already distinguished in the annals of the English 
landed gentry, he had to make his own fortune under conditions 
of some difficulty. He was born in North America, and began 
life, it is said, as a quack doctor. There is also a legend of his 
having made a first marriage with a person of obscure birth in 
America. Yet such was the charm of his address, the beauty of 
his person, the dignity of his bearing, and the vigour of his will, 
that he succeeded in winning the hands and fortunes of two Eng- 
lish heiresses; and, having begun .the world with nothing, he left 
it at the age of seventy-four, bequeathing 300,000/. in the English 
Funds, together with estates worth 20,c00/. a year to his descend- 
ants. 
Percy Bysshe Shelley was therefore born in the purple of the 
English squirearchy; but never assuredly did the old tale of the 
swan hatched with the hen’s brood of ducklings receive a more 
emphatic illustration than in this case. Gifted with the untameable 
individuality of genius, and bent on piercing to the very truth 
beneath all shams and fictions woven by society and ancient usage, 
_he was driven by the circumstances of his birth and his surround- 
_ ings into an exaggerated warfare with the world’s opinion. His 
too frequent tirades against— 


\ The Queen of Slaves, 
The hood-winked Angel of the blind and dead, 
Custom,— 


owed much of their asperity to the early influences brought to bear 
upon him by relatives who prized their position in society, their 
wealth, and the observance of conventional decencies, above all 
other things. 

Mr. Timothy Shelley was in no sense of the word a bad man; 
but he was everything which the poet’s father ought not to have 
been. As member for the borough of Shoreham, he voted blindly 
with his party ; and that party looked to nothing beyond the inter- 
ests of the gentry and the pleasure of the Duke of Norfolk. His 
philosophy was limited to a superficial imitation of Lord Chester- 
field, whose style he pretended to affectin his familiar correspond- 
ence, though his letters show that he lacked the rudiments alike of 
logic and of grammar. His religious opinions might be summed 
up in Clough’s epigram :— 


At church on Sunday to attend 
Will serve to keep the world your friend. 


His morality in like manner was purely conventional, as may be 
gathered from his telling his eldest son that he would never pardon 
a mésalliance, but would provide for as many illegitimate children 
as he choose tohave. For the rest, he appears to have been a 
fairly good landlord, and a not unkind father, sociable and hospit- 
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able, somewhat vain and occasionally odd in manner, but qualified 
for passing muster with the country gentlemen around him. In 
the capacity to understand a nature which deviated from the ordi- 
nary type so remarkably as Shelley’s, he was utterly deficient ; and 
perhaps we ought to regard it as his misfortune that fate made him 
the father of a man who was among the greatest portents of origin- 
ality and unconventionality that this century has seen. Toward an 
ordinary English youth, ready to sow his wild oats at college, and 
willing to settle at the proper age and take his place upon the 
bench of magistrates, Sir Timothy Shelley would have shown him- 
self an indulgent father; and jt must be conceded by the poet’s 
biographer that if Percy Bysshe had but displayed tact and con- 
sideration on his side, many of the misfortunes which signalized 
his relations to his father would have been avoided. : 
Shelley passed his childhood at Field Place, and when he was 
about six years old began to be taught, together with his sisters, 
by Mr. Edwards, a clergyman who lived at Warnham. What is re- 
corded of these early years we owe to the invaluable communica- 
tions of his sister Hellen. The difference of age between her and 
her brother Bysshe obliges us to refer her recollections to a some- 
what later period—probably to the holidays he spent away from . 
Sion House and Eton. Still, since they introduce us to the do- 
mestic life of his then loved home, it may be proper to make quota- 
tions from them in this place. Miss Shelley tells us that her 
brother “would frequently come to the nursery, and was full of a 
peculiar kind of pranks. One piece of mischief, for which he was 
rebuked, was running a stick through the ceiling of a low passage 
to find some new chamber, which could be made effective for some 
flights of his vivid imagination.” He was very much attached to 
his sisters, and used to entertain them with stories, in which “an 
alchemist, old and grey, with a long beard,” who was supposed to 
abide mysteriously in the garret of Field Place, played a prominent 
part. “ Another favourite theme was the ‘Great Tortoise,’ that 
lived in Warnham Pond; and any unwonted noise was accounted 
for by the presence of this great beast, which was made into the 
fanciful proportions most adapted to excite awe and wonder.” To 
his friend Hogg, in after years, Shelley often spoke about another 
reptile, no mere creature of myth or fable, the “Old Snake ” who 
had inhabited the gardens of Field Place for several generations. 
This venerable serpent was accidentally killed by the gardener’s 
scythe ; but he lived long in the poet’s memory, and it may reason- 
ably be conjectured that Shelley’s peculiar sympathy for snakes 
was due to the dim recollection of his childhood’s favourite. Some 
of the games he invented to please his sisters were grotesque, and 
some both perilous and terrifying. “We dressed ourselves in 
strange costumes to personate spirits or fiends, and Bysshe would 
take a fire-stove and fill it with some inflammable liquid, and carry 
it flaming into the kitchen and to the back door,” Shelley often 
took his sisters for long country rambles over hedge and fence, 
carrying them when the difficulties of the ground or their fatigue 
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required it. At this time “his figure was slight and beautiful,—his 
hands were models, and his feet are treading the earth again in 
one of his race; his eyes too have descended in their wild tixed | beauty 
to the same person. As achild, I have heard that his skin was 
like snow, and bright ringlets covered his head.” Here is a little 
picture which brings the boy vividly before our eyes: “ Bysshe 
ordered clothes according to his own fancy at Eton, and the beauti- 
fully fitting silk pantaloons, as he stood as almost all men and boys 
do, with their coat-tails near the fire, excited my silent though ex- 
cessive admiration.” 

When he was ten years of age, Shelley went to school at Sion 
House, Brentford, an academy kept by Dr. Greenlaw, and frequented 
by the sons of London tradesmen, who proved but uncongenial 
companions to his gentle spirit. It is fortunate for posterity that 
one of his biographers, his second cousin Captain Medwin, was his 
schoolfellow at Sion House ; for to his recollections we owe some 
details of great value. Medwin tells us that Shelley learned the 
classic languages almost by intuition, while he seemed to be spend- 
ing his time in dreaming, now watching the clouds as they sailed 
across the school-room ‘window, and now scribbling sketches of fir- 
trees and cedars in memory of Field Place. At this time he was 
subject to sleep-walking, and, if we may credit this biographer, he 
often lost himself in reveries not far removed from trance. His fa- 
vourite amusement was novel-reading; and to the many “ blue 
books” from the Minerva press devoured by him in his boyhood, we 
may ascribe the style and tone of his first compositions. For phy- 
sical sports he showed no inclination. ‘He passed among his 
school-fellows as a strange and unsocial being; for when a holiday 
relieved us from our tasks, and the other boys were engaged in 
such sports as the narrow limits of our prison-court allowed, , Shel- 
ley, who entered into none of them, would pace backwards and 
forwards—I think I see him now—along the southern wall, indulg- 
ing in various vague and undefined ideas, the chaotic elements, if 
I may say so, of what afterwards produced so beautiful a world.” 

Two of Shelley’s most important biographical compositions un- 
doubtedly refer to this period of his boyhood. The first is the 
passage in the Prelude to Laon and Cythna which describes his 
suffering among the unsympathetic inmates of a school— 


Thoughts of great deeds were mine, dear Friend, when first 
The clouds which wrap this world from youth did pass. 
I do remember well the hour which burst 
My spirit’s sleep; a fresh May-dawn it was, 
When I walked forth upon the glittering grass, 
And wept, I knew not why; until there rose 
From the near schoo]-room, voices, that, alas! 
Were but one echo from a world of woes— 
The harsh and grating strife of tyrants and of foes. 


And then I clasped my hands and looked around— 
—But none was near to mock my streaming eyes, 
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Which poured their warm drops on the sunny ground— | 
So without shame I spake :—‘‘I will be wise, 
And just, and free, and mild, if in me lies 
Such power, for I grow weary to behold 
The selfish and the strong still tyrannize 
Without reproach or check.” I then controlled 
My tears, my heart grew calm, and I was meek and bold. 


And from that hour did I with earnest thought’ oI AE 
Heap knowledge from forbidden mines of lore, 
Yet nothing that my tyrants knew or taught 
I cared to learn, but from that secret store 
Wrought linkéd armour for my soul, before 
It might walk forth to war among mankind. 
Thus power and hope were strengthened more and more 
Within me, till there came upon my mind 
A sense of loneliness, a thirst with which I pined. 


The second is a fragment on friendship preserved by Hogg. 
After defining that kind of passionate attachment which often pre- 
cedes love in fervent natures, he proceeds: “I remember forming 
an.attachment of this kind at school. I cannot recall to my memory 
the precise epoch at which this took place; but I imagine it must 
have been at the age of eleven or twelve. The object of these 
sentiments was a boy about my own age, of a character eminently 
generous, brave, and gentle; and the elements of human feeling 
seemed to have been, from his birth, genially compounded within 
him. There was a delicacy and a simplicity in his manners, inex- 
pressibly attractive. It has never been my fortune to meet with 
him since my school-boy days; but either I confound my present 
recollections with the delusions of past feelings, or he is nowa 
source of honour and utility to everyone around him. The tones 
of his voice were so soft and winning, that every word pierced into 
my heart; and their pathos was so deep, that in listening to him 
the tears have involuntarily gushed from my eyes. Such was the 
being for whom I first experienced the Sacred sentiments of friend- 
ship.” How profound was the impression made on his imagination 
and his feelings by this early friendship, may again be gathered 
from a passage in his note upon the antique group of Bacchus ‘and 
Ampelus at Florence. “Look, the figures are walking with a 
sauntering and idle pace, and talking to each other as they walk, 
as you may have seen a younger and an elder boy at school, walk- 
ing in some grassy spot of the playground with that tender friend- 
ship for each other which the age inspires.” 

These extracts prove beyond all question that the first contact 
with the outer world called into activity two of Shelley’s strongest 
moral qualities—his hatred of tyranny and brutal force in any form, 
and his profound sentiment of friendship. The admiring love of 
women, which marked him no less strongly, and which made him 
second only to Shakespeare in the sympathetic delineation of a 
noble feminine ideal, had been already developed by his deep affec- 
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tion for his mother and sisters. | It is said that he could not re- 
ceive a letter from them without manifest joy. 

“Shelley,” says Medwin, “was at this time tall for his age, 
slightly and delicately built, and rather narrow-chested, with a 
complexion fair and ruddy, a face rather long than oval. His feat- 
ures, not regularly handsome, were set off by a profusion of silky 
brown hair, that curled naturally. The expression of his coun- 
tenance was oné of exceeding sweetness and innocence. His blue 
eyes were very large and prominent. They were at times, when 
he was abstracted, as he often was in contemplation, dull, and as 
it were, insensible to external objects ; at others they flashed with 
the fire of intelligence. His voice was soft and low, but broken in 
its tones,—when anything much interested him, harsh and immodu- 
lated; and this peculiarity he never lost. He was naturally calm, 
but when he heard of or read of some flagrant act of injustice, op- 
pression, or cruelty, then indeed the sharpest marks of horror and 
indignation were visible in his-countenance.” 

Such as the child was, we shall find the man to have remained 
unaltered through the short space of life allowed him. Loving, 
innocent, sensitive, secluded from the vulgar concerns of his com- 
panions, strongly moralised after a peculiar and inborn type of ex- 
cellence, drawing his inspirations from Nature and from his own 
soul in solitude, Shelley passed across the stage of this world, 
attended by a splendid vision which sustained him at a perilous 
height above the kindly race of men. The penalty of this isolation 
he-suffered in many painful episodes. The reward he reaped in a 
measure of more authentic prophecy, and in a nobler realization of 
his best self, than could be claimed by any of his immediate con- 
temporaries. 
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CHAPTER II. 
ETON AND OXFORD. 


In 1805 Shelley went from Sion House to Eton. At this time 
Dr. Keate was headmaster, and Shelley’s tutor was a Mr. Bethel, 
“one of the dullest men in the establishment.” At Eton Shelley 
was not popular either with his teachers or his elder school-fellows, 
although the boys of his own age are said to have adored him. 
“ He was all passion,” writes Mrs. Shelley; ‘“ passionate in his re- 
sistance to an injury, passionate in his love:” and this vehemence 
of temperament he displayed by organizing a rebellion against fag- 
ging, which no doubt.won for him the applause of'his juniors and 
equals. It was not to be expected that a lad intolerant of rule and 
disregardful of restriction, who neglected punctuality in the per- 
formance of his exercises, while he spent his leisure in translating 
half of Pliny’s history, should win the approbation of pedagogues. 
At the same time the inspired opponent of the fagging system, 
the scorner of games and muscular amusements, could not hope to 
find much favour with such martinets of juvenile convention as a 
public school is wont to breed. At Eton, as elsewhere, Shelley’s 
uncompromising spirit brought him into inconvenient contact with a 
world of vulgar usage, while his lively fancy invested the common- 
places of reality with dark hues borrowed from his own imagina- 
tion. Mrs. Shelley says of him, ‘‘ Tamed by affection, but uncon- 
quered by blows, what chance was there that Shelley should be 
happy at a public school?”’ This sentence probably contains the 
pith of what he afterwards remembered of his own school life, and 
there is no doubt that a nature like his, at once loving and high- 
spirited, had much'to suffer. It was a mistake, however, to sup- 
pose that at Eton there were any serious blows to bear, or to 
assume that laws of love which might have led a spirit so gentle 
as Shelley’s, were adapted to the common stuff of which the Eng- 
lish boy is formed. The latter mistake Shelley made continually 
throughout his youth ; and only the advance of years tempered his 
passionate enthusiasm into a sober zeal for the improvement of 
mankind by rational methods. We may also trace at this early 
epoch of his life that untamed intellectual ambition—that neglect 
of the immediate and detailed for the transcendental and universal 
—which was a marked characteristic of his genius, leading him to 
fly at the highest while he overleaped the facts of ordinary human 
lite. “From his earliest years,” says Mrs. Shelley, “ all his amuse- 
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ments and occupations were of a daring, and in one sense of the 
term, lawless nature. He delighted to exert his ' powers, not as a 
boy, but as a man; and so with manly powers and childish wit, he 
dared and achieved attempts that none of his comrades could even 
have conceived... His understanding and the early development of 
imagination never permitted him to minglesin childish plays; and 
his natural aversion to tyranny prevented him from paying due at- 
tention: to. his school duties. But he was always actively em- 
ployed ; and although his endeavours were prosecuted with puerile 
precipitancy, yet his aim and thoughts were constantly directed to 
those. great objects which have employed the thoughts of the 
greatest among men ; and though his studies were not followed up 
according to school discipline, they were not the less dilligently 
applied to.” This high-soaring ambition was the source both of his 
weakness and his strength in art, as well as in his commerce with 
the world of men. The boy who despised discipline and sought to 
extort her secrets frora nature by magic, was destined to become 
the philanthropist who.dreamed of revolutionising society by elo- 
quence, and the poet who invented in Prometheus Unbound forms 
of grandeur too-colossal to be animated with dramatic life. 

_ A strong interest in experimental science had been already 
excited in him at Sion House by the exhibition of an orrery; and 
this interest grew into a passion at Eton. Experiments in chemis- 
try and electricity, of the simpler and more striking kind, gave him 
intense pleasure—the more so perhaps because they were for- 
bidden.. On one occasion he set the trunk of an old tree on fire 


with a burning-glass ; on another, while he was amusing himself: 


with a blue flame, his tutor came into the room and received a 
severe shock from a highly-charged Leyden jar. During the 
holidays Shelley carried on the same pursuits at Field Place. “ His 
own. hands and clothes,” says Miss Shelley, ‘were constantly 
stained and corroded, with acids, and it only seemed too probable 
that some day the house would be burned down, or some serious 
mischief happen to himself or others from the explosion of com- 
bustibles.” This taste for science Shelley long retained. If we 
may trust Mr. Hogg’s memory, the first conversation, which that 
friend had with him at Oxford consisted almost wholly of an im- 
passioned monologue from Shelley on the revolution to be wrought 
by science in all realms of thought. His imagination was fas- 
cinated bythe boundless vistas opened to the student of chemistry. 
When he first discovered that the four elements) were not final, it 
gave him the acutest pleasure: and this is highly characteristic of 
the genius which was always seeking to transcend and reach the 
life of life withdrawn from ordinary gaze. 'On the ‘other hand he 
seems to have delighted in the toys of science, playing with a solar 
microscope, and mixing strangest compounds in his crucibles, with- 
out taking the trouble to study any of its branches systematically. 
In his later years he abandoned these pursuits. But a charming 
reminiscence of them occurs ‘in that most delightful of his familiar 
poems, the Letter to Maria Gisborne. 
2 
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While transiating Pliny and dabbling in chemistry, Shelley was 
not wholly neglectful of Etonian studies. He acquired a fluent, if 
not a correct, knowledge of both Greek and Latin,.and astonished 
his contemporaries by the facility with which he produced: verses 
in the latter language. His powers of memory were'extraordinary, 
and the rapidity with which he read a book, taking in seven or 
eight lines at a glance, and seizing the sense: upon the hint of 
leading words, was no less astonishing. Impatient speed and in- 
difference to minutiz were indeed among the cardinal qualities of 
his intellect. To'them we may trace not only the swiftness of his 
imaginative flight, but also his:frequent satisfaction with the some- 
what less than perfect in artistic execution. 

That Shelley was not wholly ‘friendless or unhappy at Eton 
may be gathered from numerous ‘small circumstances. Hogg says 
that his Oxford rooms were full of handsome leaving books, and 
that he was frequently visited by old Etonian aequaintances. We 
are also told\that he spent the 4o/. gained by his first novel, Zas- 
trozzz, ona farewell supper to eight school-boy friends. A few 
lines, too, might be quoted from his own poem, the Boat on the 
Serchio, to prove that he did not: entertain a merely disagreeable 
memory of his school life.* Yet the general experience of Eton 
must have been painful; and it is sad to read of this gentle’ and 
pure spirit being goaded by his coarser comrades, into fury, or 
coaxed to curse his father and the king for their amusement. It 
may be worth mentioning that he was called “the Atheist” at 
Eton; and though Hogg ‘explains’ this by saying that “the. Athe- 
ist” was an official character among the boys, selected from time 
to time for his defiance of authority, yet it is not improbable that 
Shelley’s avowed’ opinions may even then have won for him a title 
which he proudly claimed in) after-life. To allude to his boyish 
incantations and nocturnal commerce with fiends and phantoms 
would scarcely be needful, were it not that they seem to have deeply 
tinged his imagination. While describing the growth of his own 
genius in the Hymn to Intellectual Beauty, he makes the following 
references to circumstances which: might otherwise be trivial :— 


While yet a boy, [ sought for ghosts, and sped 
Thro’ many a listening chamber, cave, and ruin, 
And starlight wood, with fearful steps pursuing 

Hopes of high talk ‘with the departed dead. 

I call’d on poisonous names with which our youth is fed, 
I was not heard, I saw then not— 

When, musing deeply on the lot 

Of life, at that sweet time when winds are wooing 
All vital things that wake.to, | ing 
News of birds and blossoming,— 

Sudden, thy shadow fell on me; , . 

I shrieked, and clasped my hands in ecstasy. 


Among the Eton tutors was’ one whose name will always be 
revered by Shelley’s worshippers ; for he alone discerned thé rare 
* Forman’s editjon, vol, ivy py 145, 
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gifts of the strange and solitary boy, and Shelley loved him. ° Dr. 
Lind was an old man, a physician, and a student of chemistry. 
Shelley spent long hours at his house, conversing with him, and re- 
ceiving such instruction in philosophy and science as the grey- 
haired scholar could impart. The affection which united them 
must have been of no common strength or quality ; for when Shel- 
ley lay ill of a fever at Field Place, and had conceived the probably 
ill-founded notion that his father intended to place him in a mad- 
house, he managed to convey a message to his ‘friend at Eton, on 
the receipt of which Dr. Lind travelled to Horsham, and by his 
sympathy and skill restored the sick boy’s confidence. 1t may in- 
cidentally be pointed out that this story, credited as true by Lady 
_ Shelley in her Memorials, shows how early an estrangement had 
begun between the poet and his father. We look, moreover, vainly 
for that mother’s influence which might have’ been so beneficial to 
the boy in whom “love and life were twins, born at one birth.” 
From Dr. Lind Shelley not only received encouragement to pursue 
his chemical studies ; but he also acquired the habit of correspond- 
ing with persons unknown to him, whose opinions he might be 
anxious to discover or dispute. This habit, as we shall see in the 
sequel, determined Shelley’s fate on two important occasions of his 
life. In return for the help extended to him at Eton, Shelley con- 
ferred undying fame on Dr. Lind; the characters of, Zonaras in 
Prince Athanaseé, and of the hermit in Laon and Cythna, are por- 
traits painted by the poet of his boyhood’s friend. 

The months which elapsed between Eton and Oxford were an 
important period in Shelley’s life. At this time a boyish liking for 
his cousin, Harriet Grove, ripened into real attachment; and though 
there was perhaps no formal engagement between them, the parents 
on both sides looked with approval on their love.’ What it con- 
cerns us to know about this early passion, is given in a letter from’ 
a brother of Miss Grove. “ Bysshe was at that time (just after 
leaving Eton) more attached to my sister Harriet than 1 can ex- 
press, and I recollect well the moonlight walks we four had at 

. Strode and also at St. Irving’s ; that, I think, was the name of the 
place, then the Duke of Norfolk’s, at Horsham.” For some time 
after the date mentioned in this letter, Shelleyand Miss’ Grove 
kept up an active correspondence ; but the views he expressed on 
speculative subjects soon began to alarm her. She consulted her 
mother and her father, and the engagement was broken off. The 
final separation does not seem to have taken place until the date of 
Shelley’s expulsion from Oxford; and not the least cruel of the 
pangs he had to suffer at that period, was the loss of one to whom 
he had given his whole heart unreservedly. The memory of Miss 
Grove long continued 1o haunt his imagination, nor is there much 
doubt that his first unhappy. marriage was contracted. while the 
wound remained unhealed. The name of Harriet Westbrook and 
something in her face reminded him of Harriet’ Grove; it is even 
still uncertain to which Harriet the dedication of Queen Mab is ad- 


dressed,* 
* See Medwin, vol. i. p. 68. 
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In his, childhood Shelley scribbled verses with fluency by no 
means unusual in the case of forward boys; and we have seen that 
at Sion House he greedily devoured the sentimental novels of the 
day. His favourite poets at the time of which I am_ now writing, 
were Monk Lewis and Southey; his favourite books in prose were 
romances by Mrs. Radcliffe and Godwin. He now began to yearn 
for fame and publicity. Miss Shelley speaks of a play written by 
her brother and her sister Elizabeth, which was sent to Matthews 
the comedian, and courteously returned as unfit for acting. She 
also mentions a little volume of her own verses, which the boy had 
printed with the tell-tale name of “H—ll—n Sh—ll—y ” on the 
title-page. Medwin gives a long account of a poem on the story of 
the Wandering Jew, composed by him in concert with Shelley dur- 
ing the winter of 1809—1810. They sent the manuscript to 
Thomas Campbell, who returned it with the observation that it 
contained but two good lines :— 


It seem’d as if an angel’s sigh 
Had breathed the plaintive symphony. 


Undeterred by this adverse criticism, Shelley subsequently of- 
fered The Wandering Few to two publishers, Messrs. Ballantyne 
and Co. of Edinburgh, and Mr. Stockdale of Pall Mall; but it re- 
mained in MS. at Edinburgh till 1831, when a portion was printed 
in Fraser's Magazine. 

Just before leaving Eton he finished his novel £of “Zastrozzz, 
which some critics trace to its source in Z@floya the Moor, perused 
by him at Sion House. The most astonishing fact about this inco- 
herent medley of mad sentiment is that it served to furnish forth 
the 40/7. Eton'supper already spoken of, that it was duly ushered into 
the world of letters by Messrs. Wilkie and Robinson on the sth of 
June, 1810, and that it was seriously reviewed. The dates of 
Shelley’s publications now come fast and frequent. In the late 
summer of 1810 he introduced himself to Mr. J. J. Stockdale, the 
then fashionable publisher of poems and romances, at his house cf 
business.in Pall Mall. With characteristic impetuosity the young 
author implored assistance in a difficulty. He had commissioned 
a printer in Horsham to strike off the astounding number of 1480 
copies of a: volume of poems; and he had no money to pay the 
printer’s bill. Would Stockdale help him out of this dilemma, by 
taking up the quires and duly ushering the book into the world? 
Throughout his life Shelley exercised a wonderful fascination over. 
the people with whom he came in contact, and almost always won, 
his way with them as much by personal charm as_ by determined 
and impassioned will. Accordingly on this occasion Stockdale 
proved accommodating. The Horsham. printer was somehow 
satisfied ; and on the 17th of September, 1810, the little book came 
out with the title of Original Poetry, by Victorand Cazire, This 
volume has disappeared; and much fruitless conjecture has been 
expended upon the question of Shelley’s collaborator in his juve- 
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nile attempt. Cazire stands for some one ; probably it is meant to 
represent a woman’s name, and that woman may have been either 
Elizabeth Shelley or Harriet Grove. The Original Poetry had 
only been launched a week, when Stockdale discovered on acloser 
inspection of the book that it contained some verses well known to 
the world as the production of M. G. Lewis. He immediately com- 
municated with Shelley, and the whole edition was suppressed—not, 
however, before about one hundred copies had passed into circula- 
tion. To which of the collaborators this daring act of petty larceny 
was due, we know not, but we may be sure that Shelley satisfied 
Stockdale on the point of piracy, since the publisher saw no reason 
to break with him. Onthe 14th of November in the same year he 
issued Shelley’s second novel from his press, and entered into ne- 
gotiations with him for the publication of more poetry. The new 
romance was named St. /rvyne, or the Rosicrucian. This tale; no 
less unreadable than Zastrozzz, and even more chaotic in its plan, 
contained a good deal of poetry, which has been incorporated in 
the most recent editions of Shelley’s works., A certain interest at- 
taches to it as the first known link between Shelley and William 
Godwin, for it was composed under the influence of the latter’s 
novel, Sz. Leou. The title, moreover, carries us back to those 
moonlight walks with Harriet Grove alluded to above. Shelley’s 
earliest attempts in literature have but little value for the student 
of poetry, except in so far as they illustrate the psychology of 
genius and its wayward growth. Their intrinsic merit is) almost 
less than nothing, and no one could predict from their perusal the 
course which the future poet of Zhe Cencz and Epipsychidion was 
to take. It might indeed be argued that the defects of his great 
qualities, the over-ideality, the haste, the incoherence, and the want 
of grasp on narrative, are glaringly apparent in these early works. 
But while this is true, the qualities themselves are absent... A cau- 
tious critic will only find food in Zastrozz¢ and St. Jruyne for won- 
dering how such flowers and fruits of genius could have lain con- 
cealed within a germ apparently so barren. There is even less of 
the real Shelley discernible in these productions, than of the real 
Byron in the Hours of [dleness. 

In the Michaelmas Term of 1810 Shelley was matriculated as 
a Commoner of University College, Oxford; and very soon after 
his arrival he made the acquaintance of a man who was destined 
to play a prominent part in his subsequent history, and to bequeath 
to posterity the most brilliant, if not in all respects the most trust- 
worthy, record of his marvellous youth. Thomas Jefferson Hogg 
was unlike Shelley in temperament and tastes. His feet were 
always planted on the earth, while Shelley flew aloft to heaven with 
singing robes around him, or the mantle of the prophet on his 
shoulders.* Hogg had much of the cynic in his nature; he was a 


* He told Trelawny that he had been attracted to Shelley simply by his ‘‘ rare talents 
as a scholar ;’? and Trelawny has recorded his opinion that Hogg’s portrait of their friend 
was faithful, in spite of ‘a total want of sympathy with his poetic genius. This testimony 
is extremely valuable. 
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shrewd man of the world; and a caustic humourist. Positive and 
practical, he chose the beaten path of life, rose to eminence as a 
lawyer, and cherished the Church and State opinions of a staunch 
Tory. Yet, though he differed so essentially from the divine poet, 
he understood the greatness of Shelley at a glance, and preserved 
for us a record of his friend’s. early days, which is incomparable 
for the vividness of its portraiture. The pages which narrate 
Shelley’s course of life at Oxford have all the charm of a romance. 
No novel indeed is half so delightful as that picture, at once affec- 
tionate and satirical, tender and humorous, extravagant and deli- 
cately shaded, of the student life enjoyed together for a few short 
months by the inseparable friends. To make extracts from a 
masterpiece cf such consummate” workmanship is almost painful. 
Future biographers of nae writing on a scale adequate to the 
greatness of their subject, will be content to lay their pens down 
for a season at this point, and let Hogg tell the tale in his own way- 
ward but inimitable fashion. I must confine myself to a few quo- 
tations and a barren abstract, referring my readers to the ever- 
memorable pages 48-286 of Hogg’s first volume, for the life that 
cannot be transferred to these. : 

“ At the commencement of Michaelmas term,” says this biog- 
rapher, “that is, at the end of October, inthe year 1810, I happened 
one day to sit next to a freshman at dinner ; it was his first appear- 
ance in hall. His figure was slight, and his aspect remarkably 
youthful, even at our table, where all were very young. He seemed 
thoughtful and absent. He ate little, and had no acquaintance with 
any one.” Thetwo young men began a conversation, which turned 
upon the respective merits of German and Italian poetry, a subject 
they neither of them knew anything about. After dinner it was 
continued in Hogg’s rooms, where Shelley soon led the talk to his 
favourite topic of science. “As I felt, in truth, but a slight inter- 
est in the subject of his conversation, I had leisure to examine, 
and I may add, to admire, the appearance of my very extraordinary 
guest. It wasa sum of many contradictions. His figure was slight 
and fragile, and yet his bones and joints were large and strong. 
He was tall, but he stooped so much, that he seemed of a low 
stature. His clothes were expensive, and made according to the 
most approved mode of the day; but they were tumbled, rumpled, 
unbrushed. His gestures were abrupt, and sometimes violent, oc- 
casionally even awkward, yet more frequently gentle and graceful. 
His complexion was delicate and almost feminine, of the purest red 
and white; yet he was tanned and freckled by exposure to the sun, 
having passed the autumn, as he said, in shooting. His features, 
his whole face, and particularly his head, were, in fact, unusually 
small; yet the last appeared of a remarkable bulk, for his hair was 
long and bushy, and in fits of absence, and in the agonies (if I may 
use the word) of anxious thought, he often rubbed it fiercely with 
his hands, or passed his fingers quickly through his locks uncon- 
sciously, so that it was singularly wild and rough. In times when 
it was the mode to imitate stage-coachmen as closely as possible in 
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costume, and when the hair was invariably cropped, like that of our 
soldiers, this eccentricity was very striking. His features were not 
‘symmietrical (the mouth; perhaps, excepted), yet was the effect. of the 
whole extremely powerful. They. breathed an animation, a fire, an 
enthusiasm, a vivid and preternatural intelligence, that I never met 
with in any other countenance..): Noriwas the moral expression less 
beautiful than the intellectual ; for there was a softness, a delicacy, 
a gentleness, and especially (though this will surprise many) that 
air of profound religious yeneration, that characterises) the best 
works, and chiefly the frescoes (and into these they infused their 
whole souls), of the great masters of Florence and of Rome. | 
recognised the very peculiar expression in these wonderful produc- 

tions long afterwards, and with a satisfaction mingled with much 
sorrow, for it\was after the decease of him in whose countenance 
I had first observed it.” 

In another place Hogg gives some details which complete the 
impression of Shelley’s personal appearance, and which are fully 
corroborated by Trelawny’s recollections of a later date.“ There 
were many striking contrasts in the character and behaviour of 
Shelley, and one of the most»remarkable was a mixture, oralterna- 
tion, of awkwardness with agility—of the clumsy with the graceful. 
He would stumble in stepping across the floor of a'drawing-room ; 
he would trip himself up on asmooth-shaven grass-plot, and he would / 
tumble in: the most inconceivable manner in ascending the commo- 
dious, facile, and well-carpeted staircase of anielegant mansion, so 
as to bruise his nose or his lip on the upper steps, or to tread upon 
his hands, and even occasionally to ‘disturb the composure of a 
well-bred footman; on. the contrary, he would often glide ‘without 
collision through a crowded assembly, thread with unerring dex- 
terity a most intricate path, or securely and rapidly tread the most 
arduous and uncertain ways.’? 

This word-portrait corresponds in its main details to the de- 
scriptions furnished by other’ biographers, who had the privilege 
of Shelley’s friendship. His eyes were blue, unfathomably dark 
and lustrous. His hair was brown; but very early in life it be- 
came grey, while his unwrinkled face retained to the last a look of 
wonderful youth. It is admitted on all sides that no adequate 
picture was ever painted of him. Mulready is reported to have 
said that: he was itoo:beautiful to paint. And yet, although so 
singularly lovely, he owed less of his charm to regularity of feature 
or to grace of movement, than to an indescribable personal fascin- 
ation. One further detail Hogg pointedly insists upon. Shelley’s 
voice ‘‘ was excruciating; it was intolerably shrill, harsh, and dis- 
cordant.” ‘This isistrongly stated ; but, though the terms are cer- 
tainly exaggerated; I believe that we must trust this first impres- 
sion made on Shelley’s friend... There is a considerable mass of 
convergent testimony to the fact that Shelley’s voice was high 
pitched, and that when’he became excited, he raised it to a scream. 
The epithets “ shrill,” “ piercing,” “penetrating,” frequently recur in 
the descriptions given of it. At the same time its quality seems to 
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have been less dissonant than thrilling ; there is abundance of evi- 
dence to prove that he could modulate it exquisitely in the reading 
of poetry, and its tone proved no obstacle to the persuasive charms 
of his eloguénce in conversation. Like all finely tempered natures, 
he vibrated in harmony with the subjects of his thought.» Excite- 
ment made his ‘utterance shrill and sharp. Deep feeling or the 
sense of beauty lowered its tone to richness ; but the ¢zizbre was 
always acute, in sympathy with his intensetemperament. All was 
of one piece in Shelley’s nature. This peculiar voice, varying from 
moment to moment, and affecting different sensibilities in divers 
ways, corresponds to the high-strung passion of his life, his fine- 
drawn and ethereal. fancies, and the clear vibrations of his palpita- 
ting verse. Such a voice, far-reaching, penetrating, and unearthly, 
befitted one: who lived in rarest ether on the topmost heights of 
human thought. it 

The acquaintance begun that: October evening~ soon ripened 
into close ftiendship. Shelley and Hogg from this time forward 
spent a large part) of those days and nights together in common 
studies, walks, and conversations: It was their habit to’ pass the 
morning, each in his own rooms, absorbed in ‘private reading. — At 
one o'clock they met and lunched, and then started for long ram- 
bles in. the country. Shelley frequently carried pistols with him 
upon these occasions, and would stop to fix his father’s franks 
upon convenient trees and shoot at them.. The practice of pistol 
shooting, adopted so early in his’ life, was afterwards one of: his 
favourite amusements in the company of Byron.. Hogg says that 
in his use of fire-arms, he >was vextraordinarily careless. “ How 
often have lamented that Nature, which so rarely bestows upon 
the world a creature endowed with such marvellous: talents, un- 
graciously rendered the gift less precious by implanting a fatal 
taste for perilous recreations, and a thoughtlessness in the pursuit 
of them, that often caused his existence from one day'to another 
to seem in itself miraculous.” On their return from: these excur- 
sions the two friends, neither of whom cared for dining in the 
College Hall, drank tea and supped together, Shelley’s rooms being 
generally chosen as the scene of their symposia. 

These rooms are described: asa perfect palace of confusion 
chaos on chaos heaped. of chemical apparatus, books, electrical 
machines, unfinished manuscripts, and furniture worn into holes 
by acids.. It was perilous to use the poet’s drinking-vessels, less, 
perchance a seven-shilling piece half dissolved in agua regia should 
lurk lat the bottom of the bowl. Handsome» razors were used to 
cut the lids.of wooden boxes, and valuable books*served ‘to°sup- 
port lamps or crucibles; for in his vehement ‘precipitation. Shelley 
always laid violent hands on what he found convenient to the pur 
pose of the moment. Here the friends talked and read ‘until late 
in the night. Their chief studies at this time were in Locke and 
Hume and the French essayists. Shelley’s bias toward metaphy- 
sical speculation was beginning to assert itself. He read the 
School Logic with avidity, and practised himself without intermige 
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sion in dialectical discussion. Hogg observes, what is confirmed 
by other testimony, that in reasoning Shelley never lost sight of 
the essential bearings of the topic in dispute, never condescended 
to personal or captious, arguments, and was Socratically bent on 
following the dialogue wherever it might lead, without regard for 
consequences. Plato was another of their favourite authors; but 
Hogg expressly tells us, that they only approached. the divine 
philosopher through the medium of translations. | It was not until 
a later period that Shelley studied his dialogues in the original: 
but the substance of them, seen through Mdme. Dacier’s version, 
acted powerfully on the poet’s,sympathetic intellect. ., In fact, al- 
though atthis time he had adopted the conclusions of materialism, 
he was at heart all through his life an idealist. Therefore the 
mixture of the poet and the sage in Plato fascinated him. The 
doctrine of axamnesis, which offers so strange a vista to specula- 
tive reverie, by its suggestion of an earlier existence in which our 
knowledge was acquired, took a strong hold upon his imagination; 
he would stopin the streets to.gaze wistfully at babies, wondering 
whether their newly imprisoned souls were not replete with the 
wisdom stored up in a previous life. 

In the acquisition of knowledge he was then as ever unrelax- 
ing. “No student ever read more assiduously., He was to be 
found, book in hand, at all hours; reading in season and out. of 
season; at table, in bed, and especially during a walk; not only in 
the quiet country, and in retired.paths ; not only at Oxford, in the 
public walks, and High Street, but in. the most crowded,thorough- 
fares of London. Nor was he less absorbed by. the volume that 
was open before him, in Cheapside, in Cranbourne Alley, or in 
Bond Street, than in a lonely lane, or a secluded library. Some- 
times a vulgar fellow would, attempt to insult or annoy the eccen- 
tric student in passing. Shelley,always avoided the malignant in- 
-terruption by stepping aside with his vast and quiet agility.” And 
again :—‘“I never beheld eyes that devoured the pages more vora- 
ciously than his; I am convinced that two-thirds of the period of 
day and night were often employed in reading. It is no exaggera- 
tion to affirm, that out of the. twenty-four hours, he frequently read 
sixteen. At Oxford, his diligence in this respect was exemplary, 
but it greatly increased afterwards, and I sometimes thought that 
he carried it to a pernicious excess: I amsure, at least, that I. was 
unable to keep pace with him.’? With Shelley study was a pas- 
sion, and the acquisition of knowledge was the entrance into a 
thrice-hallowed sanctuary. “ The irreverent many cannot com- 
prehend the awe—the careless apathetic worldling cannot imagine 
the enthusiasm—nor can the tongue that attempts only'to, speak of 
things visible to the bodily eye, express the mighty emotion that 
inwardly agitated him, when ‘he approached, for the first time, a 
volume which he believed to be replete with the recondite and 
mystic philosophy of antiquity: his cheeks glowed, his eyes be- 
came bright, his, whole frame trembled, and his entire attention was 
immediately swallowed up in the depths of contemplation, The 


mA SHELLEY. 


rapid and vigorous conversion of his soul to intellect can only: be 
compared with the instantaneous ignition and combustion, which 
dazzle the sight, when a bundle of dry reeds, or other light inflam- 
mable substance, is thrown upon a fire already rich with aceumu- 
lated heat.” 

As at ‘Eton, so at Oxford, Shelley refused te keep the beaten 
track of prescribed studies, or to run in ordinary grooves of thought. 
The mere fact that Aristotle was a duty, seems to have disgusted 
him with the author of the Organon, from whom, had his: works 
been prohibited to undergraduates, he would probably have been 
eager to learn much. For mathematics and jurisprudence he 
evinced a marked distaste. The common business of the English 
Parliament had no attraction for him, and he read few newspapers. 
While his mind was keenly interested in great political questions, 
he could not endure the trivial treatment of them in the daily press, 
and cared far more for principles than for the ancidents of party 
warfare. Here again he showed that impatience of detail, and that 
audacity of self-reliant genius, which were the source of both his 
weakness and his strength. He used to speak with aversion of a 
Parliamentary career, and told Hogg that though this had been sug- 
gested to him, as befitting his position, by the Duke of Norfolk, he 
could never bring himself to mix with the rabble of the House. | It 
is none the less true, however, that he entertained some vague no- 
tion of eventually succeeding to his father’s seat. 

Combined with his eager intellectual activity, there was something 
intermittent and fitful in the working of his mental faculties. Hogg, 
in particular, mentions one of his habits in a famous passage, which, 
since it brings the two friends vividly before us, may here be quoted. 
“T was enabled to continue my studies afterwards in the evening, 
in consequence of a very remarkable peculiarity. My young and 
energetic friend was then overcome by extreme drowsiness, which 
speedily and completely vanquished him; he would sleep from two 
to four hours, often so soundly that his slumbers resembled a deep 
lethargy; he lay occasionally upon the sofa, but more commonly 
stretched upon the rug before a large fire, like a cat; and his lit- 
tle round head was exposed to such a fierce heat, that’ I used to 
wonder how he was able to bear it. Sometimes I have interposed 
some shelter, but rarely with any permanent effect; for the sleeper 
usually contrived to turn himself, and to roll again into the spot 
where the fire glowed the brightest. His torpor was generally pro- 
found, but he would sometimes discourse incoherently for a long 
while in his sleep. At six he would suddenly compose himself, | 
even in the midst of a most animated narrative, or of earnest discus- 
sion; and he would lie buried in entire forgetfulness, in a sweet 
and mighty oblivion, until ten, when he would suddenly start up, 
and, rubbing his eyes with great violence, and passing his fingers 
swiftly through his long hair, would enter at once into a vehement 
argument, or begin to recite verses, either of his own composition 
or from the works of others, with rapidity and an energy that were 
often quite painful.” 
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Shelley’s moral qualities are described with no less enthusiasm 
than his intellectual and physical beauty by the friend from whom I 
have already drawn so largely. Love was the root and basis of his na- 
ture: this love, first developed as domestic affection, next as friend- 
ship, then as a youth’s passion, now began to shine with steady 
lustre as an all-embracing devotion to his fellow-men. There is 
something inevitably chilling in the words ‘ benevolence” and 
“ philanthropy.” A disillusioned: world is inclined to look with 
languid approbation on the former, and to disbelieve in the latter. 
Therefore I will not use them to describe that intense and glowing 
passion of unselfishness, which throughout his life led Shelley to 
_ find his strongest interests in the joys and sorrows of his fellow- 
creatures, which inflamed his imagination with visions of humanity 
made perfect, and which filled his days with sweet deeds of unnum- 
bered charities. I will rather collect from the pages of his friend’s 
biography a few passages recording the first impression of his 
character, the memory of which may be carried by the reader 
through the following brief record of his singular career :— 

“His speculations were as wild as the experience of twenty-one 
years has shown them to be; but the zealous earnestness for the 
augmentation of knowledge, and the glowing philanthropy and 
boundless benevolence that marked them, and beamed forth in the 
whole deportment of that extraordinary boy, are not less astonishing 
than they would have been if the whole of his glorious anticipations 
had been prophetic; for these high qualities, at least, I have never 
found a parallel.” 

“Tn no individual perhaps was the moral sense ever more com- | 
pletely developed than in Shelley: in no being was the perception ~~ 
of right or of wrong more acute,” 

“As his love of intellectual pursuits was vehement, and the 
vigour of his genius almost celestial, so were the purity and sanctity 
of his life most conspicuous.” 

“T never knew any one so prone to admire as he was, in whom 
the principle of veneration was so strong.’’ 

“J have had the happiness to associate with some of the best 
specimens of gentlemen; but with all due deference for those 
admirable persons (may my candour and my preference be par- 
doned), I can affirm that Shelley was almost the only example I 
have yet found that was never wanting, even in the most minute 
particular, of the infinite and various observances of pure, entire, 
and perfect gentility.”’ 

“Shelley was actually offended, and indeed more indignant 
than would appear to be consistent with the singular mildness of 
his nature, at a coarse and awkward jest, especially if it were im- 
modest, or uncleanly ; in the latter case his anger was unbounded, 
and his uneasiness pre-eminent; he was, however, sometimes 
vehemently delighted by exquisite and delicate sallies, particularly 
with a fanciful, and perhaps somewhat fantastical facetiousness— | 
possibly the more because he was himself utterly incapable of 


pleasantry,” 
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“never could discern in him any more than two fixed princi- 
ples. The first was a strong irrepressible love of liberty ; of liberty 
in the abstract, and somewhat after the pattern of the ancient repub- 
lics, without reference to the English constitution, respecting which | 
he knew little and cared nothingyheeding it not atall. The second 
was‘an equally ardent love of toleration of all opinions, but more 
especially of religious opinions ; of toleration, complete, entire, 
universal, unlimited; and, as a deduction and corollary from which 
latter principle, he felt an imtense abhorrence of persecution of 
every kind, public or private.” 

The testimony in'the foregoing ‘extracts as to Shelley’s purity 
and elevation of moral character is all the stronger, because it is 
given by a man not over-inclined to praise, and of a temperament 
as unlike the poet’s as possible. » If we were to look only upon this 
side of his portrait, we should indeed be almost forced to use the 
language of his most enthusiastic worshippers, and call him an arch- 
angel. But it must be admitted that, though so pure and gentle 
and exalted, Shelley’s virtues were marred by his eccentricity, by 
something ‘at times approaching madness, which paralysed his 
efficiency by placing himin a glaringly false relation to some of the 
best men in the world around him. He possessed certain good 
qualities in excess; for, though it sounds paradoxical, it is none the 
less true that a man may be too tolerant, too fond of liberty: and 
it was precisely the extravagance of these virtues in Shelley which 
drove him into acts and utterances so antagonistic to society as to 
be intolerable. 

Of Shelley’s poetical studies we hear but little at this epoch. 
His genius by a stretch of fancy might be compared to one of those 
double stars which dart blue and red rays of light: for it was goy- 


» erned by twoluminaries, poetry and metaphysics ; and at this time 


the latter seems to have been in the ascendant. It is, however, 

interesting to learn that he read and reread Landor’s Gebir— 
stronger meat than either Southey’s epics or the ghost-lyrics of 

Monk Lewis. Hogg found him one day busily engaged in correct 
ing proofs of some original poems. Shelley asked his friend what 
he thought of them, and Hogg answered that it might be possible by 
alittle alteration to turn them: into capital burlesques. This idea 
took the young poet’s fancy’; and the friends between them soon 
effected a metamorphosis in Shelley’s serious verses, by which they 
became’ unmistakably ridiculous. Having achieved their purpose, 
they now bethought them of the proper means of publication. 
Upon whom should the poems, a medley of tyrannicide and revolu- 
tionary raving, be fathered? Peg Nicholson, a mad washerwoman, 
had recently attempted George the'Third’s life witha carving-knife. 
No more fitting author could be found. They would give their 
pamphlet to the world as her workjedited by an admiring nephew. 
The printer appreciated the'joke norless than the authors of it. 
He provided splendid paper and magnificent type; and before 
long the book of nonsense was in the hands of Oxford readers. It 
sold for the high price of half-a-crown a copy ; and, what is hardly 
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credible, the gownsmen received it as a genuine production. “It 
was indeed a kind of fashion to be seen reading it im public, as a 
mark of nice discernment, of a delicate and fastidious taste in 
poetry, and the best criterion of.a choice spirit.’ Such was the 
genesis of Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson, edited 
by John Fitz Victor. The name of the supposititious nephew 
reminds us of Original Poems by Victor and Cazire, and raises the 
question whether the poems in that lost volume may not have 
partly furnished forth this Oxford travesty. 

Shelley’s next publication, or quasi-publication, was neither so 
innocent in substance nor so pleasant in its:consequences. | Afier 
leaving Eton, hé continued ‘the habit, learned from Dr. Lind, of 
corresponding with distinguished persons whem he did not person- 
ally know. Thus we find him about this time addressing: Miss 
Felicia Browne (afterwards Mrs. Hemans) and Leigh Hunt. He 
plied his correspondents with all kinds: of questions ; and.as the 


dialectical interest was uppermost at Oxford, he now endeaveured , / 


to engage them in discussions on philosophical and religious topics. 
We have seen that his favourite authors were Locke, , Hume, and 
the French materialists. With the impulsiveness peculiar to his 
nature, he adopted the negative conclusions of a shallow nominal- 
istic philosophy. It was a fundamental point with him, to regard 
all questions, however sifted and settled by the wise of former ages, 
as still open; and in his inordinate thirst for liberty, be rejoiced to 
be the Deicide of a pernicious theological delusion.,, In other 
words, he passed at Oxford by one leap from a state of indifferent- 
ism with regard to Christianity, into an attitude of vehement an- 
tagonism. With a view to securing answers to his missives, he 
printed a short abstract of Hume’s and other arguments against the 
existence of a Deity, presented in a series of propositions, and 
signed with a mathematically important “ Q.E..D.’’?,.. This.docu- 
ment he forwarded to his proposed antagonists, expressing his 
inability to answer its arguments, and politely requesting them to 
help him. When it so ‘happened that any incautious correspond- 
ents acceded to this appeal, Shelley. fell, with, merciless, severity 
upon their feeble and commonplace reasoning. The little pam- 

phlet of two pages was entitled The WVecessity of Atheism, and its 
paced pubtication, beyond the limits of private circulation already 
described, is proved by an advertisement, (Feb. 9, 1811) in, the 
Oxford University and Crty Herald. \t was not, however, actually 
offered for sale. 

A copy of this syllabus reached a Fellow. of another. college, 
who made the Master of University acquainted with the fact. On, 
the morning of March 25, 1811, Shelley was sent for to the Senior 
Common Room, and asked whether he acknowleged himself. to be 
the author of the obnoxious pamphlet. On his refusal, to answer 
this question, he was served with a formal sentence of expulsion 
duly drawn up and sealed. The college authorities, have been 
blamed for unfair dealing in this matter... It is urged that they 
ought to haye proceeded by the Jegal method of, calling witnesses; 
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and that the sentence was not only out of all proportion to the 
offence, but that it ought not to have been executed till persuasion 
had been tried. With regard to the former indictment, I do not 
think that a young man still 2” statu pupillard, who refused to purge 
himself of what he must have known to bea serious charge, had any 
reason to expect from his tutors the formalities of an English court 
of law. There is no doubt that/the Fellows were satisfied of his 
being the real author; else they could not have ventured on so 
summary a measure as expulsion. Their question was probably 
intended to vive the culprit an occasion for apology, of which they 
foresaw he would not avail himself. With regard to the second, 
it is true that Shelley was amenable to kindness, and that gentle 
and wise treatment from men whom he respected, might possibly 
have brought him to retract his syllabus. But it must be remem- 
bered that he despised the Oxford dons with all his heart ; and they 
were probably aware of this. He. was, a-dexterons, impassioned 
reasoner, whom they little cared to encounter in argument on such 
atopic. During his short period of residence, moreover, he had not 
shown himself so tractable as to secure the good wishes of superiors, 
who prefer conformity to incommensurable genius. It is likely 
that they were not averse to getting rid of him as a man dangerous 
to the peace of their society; and now they had a good occasion. 
Nor was it to be expected that the champion and apostie of Athe- 
ism—and Shelley was certainly both, in spite of Hogg’s attempts 
to tone down the purpose of his document--should be unmolested 
in his propaganda by the aspirants to fat hvings and ecclesiastical 
dignities. Real blame, however, attaches to these men: first, for 
their dulness to discern Shelley’s amiable qualities ; and secondly, 
for the prejudgment of the case implied in the immediate delivery 
of their sentence. Both Hogg and Shelley accused them, besides, 
of a gross brutality, which was. to say the least, unseemly on so 
serious an occasion. At the beginning of this century the learning | 
and the manners of the Oxford dons were at a low ebb; and the 
Fellows of University College acted harshly but not altogether un- 
justly, ignorantly but after their own kind, in this matter of Shel- 
ley’s expulsion. Von ragionam di lor, ma guarda e passa. 
Hogg, who stood by his friend manfully at this crisis, and dared 
the authorities to deal with him as they had dealt with Shelley, 
adding that they had just as much real proof to act upon in his 
case, and intimating his intention of returning the same answer as 
to the authorship of the pamphlet, was likewise expelled. The 
two friends left Oxford together by the coach on the morning of 
the 26th of March. 

Shelley felt his expulsion acutely. At Oxford he had enjoyed 
the opportunities of private reading which the University afforded 
in those days of sleepy studies and innocuous examinations. He 
delighted in the security of his “oak,” and above all things he 
found pleasure in the society of his one chosen friend. He was 
now obliged to exchange these good things for the tumult and dis- 
comfort of London. His father, after clumsily attempting com- 
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promises, had forbidden his return to Field Place. The whole 
fabric of his former life was brokenup. The last hope of renewing 
his engagement with his cousin had to be abandoned. His pecu- 
niary position was precarious, and in a short time he was destined 
to lose the one friend who had so generously shared his fate. Yet 
the notion of recovering his position as a student in one of our 
great Universities, of softening his father’s indignation, or of 
ameliorating ‘his present circumstances by the least concession, 
never seems to have occurred to him. He had suffered in the 


cause of truth and liberty, and he willingly accepted his martyrdom 
for conscience’ sake. 
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CHAP TE Roth 
LIFE IN LONDON AND FIRST MARRIAGE. 


Ir is ofsome importance at this point to trace the growth and an- 
alyse the substance of Shelley’s atheistical opinions. The cardi- 
nal characteristic of his nature ~was an implacable antagonism to 
shams and conventions, which passed too easily into impatient re- 
jection of established forms as worse than useless. Born in the 
stronghold of squirearchical prejudices, nursed amid the trivial plati- 
tudes that then passed in England for philosophy, his keen spirit 
flew to the opposite pole of thought with a recoil that carried him 
at first to inconsiderate negation. His passionate love of liberty, 
his loathing for intolerance, his impatience of control for self 
and others, and his vivid logical sincerity, combined to make 
him the Quixotic champion of extreme opinions. He was too 
fearless to be wise, too precipitate to suspend his judgment, too 
convinced of the paramount importance of iconoclasm, to ma- 
ture his views in silence. With the unbounded audacity of youth, 
he hoped to take the fortresses of “ Anarch Custom” by storm at 
the first assault. His favourite ideal was the vision of a youth, 
Laon or Lionel, whose eloquence had power to break the bonds of 
despotism, as the sun thaws ice upon an April morning. It was 
enough, he thought, to hurl_the glove of defiance boldly at the 
tyrant’s face—to sow the /Vecessity of Atheism \roadcast on the 
bench of Bishops, and to depict incest in his poetry, not because 
he wished to defend it, but because society must learn to face the 
most abhorent problems, with impartiality. Gifted with a touch . 
as unerring as Ithuriel’s spear for the unmasking of hypocrisy, he 
strove to lay bare the very substance of the soul beneath the crust 
of dogma and the froth of traditional beliefs; nor does it seem to 
have occurred to him that, while he stripped the rags and patches 
that conceal the nakedness of ordinary human nature, he might 
drag away the weft and woof of nobler thought. In his poet-philos- 
opher’s imagination there bloomed a wealth of truth and love and 
beauty so abounding, that behind the mirage he destroyed, he saw 
no blank, but a new Eternal City of the Spirit. He never doubted 
whether his fellow-creatures were certain to be equally fortunate. 

Shelley had no faculty for compromise, no perception of the 
blended truths and falsehoods through which the mind of man 
must gradually win its way from the obscurity of myths into the 
clearness of positive knowledge, for ever toiling and for ever foiled, 
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and forced to content itself with the increasing consciousness of 
limitations. Brimming over with love for men, he was deficient in 
sympathy with the conditions under which they actually think and 
feel. Could he but dethrone the Anarch Custom, the millennium, 
he argued, would immediately arrive; nor did he stop’ to’ think 
how different was the fibre of his own soul from that of the un- 
numbered multitudes around him. In‘his adoration of ‘what he 
recognised as living, he retained no reverence for the ossified ex- 
perience of past ages: The principle of evolution, which forms a 
paving link between the obsolete and the organically vital, had no 
place in his logic. The spirit of the French Revolution, uncom- 
sromising, shattering, eager to build in a day the structure which 
long centuries of growth must fashion, was still fresh upon him. 
We who have survived the enthusiasms of that epoch, who are ex- 
hausted with its passions, and who have suffered from its reactive 
impulses, can scarcely comprehend. the vivid faith and young-eyed 
joy of aspiration which sustained Shelley in his flight toward the 
region of impossible ideals. For he had a vital faith; and this 
faith made the ideals he conceived seem possible—faith in the duty 
and desirability of overthrowing idols; faith in the gospel of liberty, 
fraternity, equality; faith in the divine beauty of nature; faith in a 
love that rules the universe; faith in the perfectibity of man; faith in 
the omnipresent soul, whereof our souls are atoms; faith in affec- 
tion as the ruling and co-ordinating substance of morality. The man 
who lived by this faith was in no vulgar sense of the word an 
Atheist. When he proclaimed himself to be one, he pronounced 
his hatred of a gloomy religion, which had been the instrument of 
kings and priests for the enslavement of their fellow-creatures. 
As he told his friend Trelawny, he used the word Atheism “to ex- 
press his abhorrence of superstition ; he took it up as a knight took 
up a gauntlet, in defiance of injustice.” But Shelley believed too 
much to be consistently agnostic. He believed so firmly and in- 
tensely in his own religion—a kind of passionate positivism, a 
creed which seemed to have no God because it was &ll God — that 
he felt convinced he only needed to destroy accepted figments, for 
the light which blazed around him to break through and flood the 
world with beauty. Shelley can only be called an Atheist, in so far 
as he maintained the inadequacy of hitherto received conceptions 
of the Deity, and indignantly rejected that Moloch of cruelty 
who. is worshipped: in the debased forms of Christianity. He was 
an Agnostic only in so far.as he proclaimed the impossibility of 
solving the insoluble, and knowing the unknowable. His clear 
and fearless utterances upon these points place him in the rank of 
intellectual heroes. But his own soul, compact of human faith and 
love, was, far too religious and too sanguine to merit either epithet 
as, vulgarly applied. . 

_ The negative side of Shelley’s creed had the moral value which 
attaches to all earnest conviction, plain speech, defiance of conven- 
tion, ‘and, enthusiasm for intellectual liberty at any cost. It was 
marred, however, by extravagance, cruditv, and presumption. 
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Much that he would fain have destroyed because he found it cus- 
tomary, was solid, true and beneficial. Much that he thought it 
desirable to substitute, was visionary, hollow, and pernicious. He 
lacked the touchstone of mature philosophy, whereby to separate 
the pinchbeck from the gold of social usage; and in his intense en- 
thusiasm he lost his hold on common sense, which might have 
saved him from the puerility of arrogant iconoclasm. The positive 
side of his creed remains precious, not because it was logical, or 
scientific, or coherent, but because it was an ideal, fervently felt, 
and penetrated with the whole life-force of an incomparable nature. 
Such ideals are needed for sustaining man upon his path amid the 
glooms and shadows of impenetrable ignorance. They form the 
seal and pledge of his spiritual dignity, reminding him that he was 
not born to live like brutes, or like the brutes to perish without effort. 


Fatti non foste a viver come bruti, 
Ma per seguir virtude e conoscenza. 


These criticisms apply to the speculations of Shelley’s earlier, 
life, when his crusade against accepted usage was extravagant, and 
his. confidence in the efficacy of mere eloquence to change the world 
was overweening. The experience of years, however, taught him 
wisdom without damping his enthusiasm, refined the crudity of his 
first fervent speculations, and mellowed his philosephy. Had he 
lived to a ripe age, there is no saying with what clear and beneficent 
lustre might have shone that light of aspiration which during his 
turpid youth burned somewhat luridly, and veiled its radiance in the 
smoke of mere rebelliousness and contradiction. 

Hogg and Shelley settled in lodgings at No. 15, Poland Sireet, 
soon after their arrival in London. The name attracted Shelley: 
“it reminded him of Thaddeus of’ Warsaw and of freedom.” He 
was further fascinated by a gaudy wall-paper of vine-trellises and 
grapes, which adorned the parlour ; and vowed that he would stay 
there for ever. ‘ For ever,” was a word often upon Shelley’s lips 
in the coursegof his checquered life; and yet few men have been 
subject to so many sudden changes through the buffetings of for- 
tune from without and the inconstancy of their own purpose, than 
he was. His biographer has no little trouble to trace and note 
with accuracy his perpetual flittings and the names of his innumer- 
able temporary residences. A month had not elapsed before Hogg 
left him in order to begin his own law studies at York; and Shel- 
ley abode “alone in the vine-trellised chamber, where he was to 
remain, a bright-eyed, restless fox amidst sour grapes, not, as his 
poetic imagination at first suggested, for ever, but a littie while 
longer.” 

The records of this first residence in London are meagre, but 
not unimportant. We hear of negotiations and interviews with 
Mr. Timothy Sheiley, all of which proved unavailing. Shelley 
would not recede from the position he had taken up. Nothing 
would induce him to break off his intimacy with Hogg, or to place 
himself under the tutor selected for him by his father. For Paley’s, 
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or as Mr. Shelley called him “ Palley’s,” Evidences he expressed 
unbounded contempt. The breach between them gradually widened. 
Mr. Shelley at last determined to try the effect of cutting off sup- 
plies ; but his son only hardened his heart, and sustained himself 
by a proud consciousness of martyrdom. I agree with Shelley’s 
Jast and best biographer, Mr. W. M. Rossetti, in his condemnation 
of the poet’s behavior as a son. Shelley did not treat his father 
with the common consideration due from youth to age; and the 
only instances of unpardonable bad taste to be found in his cor- 
respondence or (he notes of his conversation, are insulting phrases 
applied to a man who was really more unfortunate than criminal 
in his relations to this changeling from the realms of faery. It is 
not too much to say that his dislike of his father amounted to 
derangement; and certainly some of his suspicions with regard to 
him were the hallucinations of a heated fancy... How so just and 
gentle a nature was brought into so false a moral situation, whether 
by some sudden break-down of confidence in childhood or by a grad- 
ually increasing mistrust, is an interesting but perhaps insoluble 
problem. We only know that in his early boyhood Shelley loved 
his father so much as to have shown unusual emotion during his 
illness on one occasion, but that, while at Eton, he had already be- 
come possessed by a dark suspicion concerning him. This is 
proved by the episode of Dr. Lind’s visit during his fever. Then 
and ever afterwards he expected monstrous treatment at his hands, 
although the elder gentleman was nothing worse than a muddle- 
headed squire. It has more than once occurred to me that this 
fever may have been a turning point in his history, and that 
a delusion, engendered by delirium, may -have fixed itself upon 
his mind, owing to some imperfection in the process of recovery. 
But the theory is too speculative and unsupported by proof to be 
more than passingly alluded to. 

At this time Shelley found it difficult to pay his lodgings and 
buy food. Itis said that his sisters saved their pocket-money to 
support him: and we know that he paid them frequent visits at 
their school on Clapham Common. It was here that his char- 
acteristic hatred of tyranny displayed itself on two occasions. 
“ One day,” writes Miss Hellen Shelley, “ his ire was greatly ex- 
cited at a black mark hung round one of our throats, as a penalty 
for some small misdemeanour. He expressed great disapprobation, 
more of the system than that one of his sisters should be so pun- 
ished. Another time he found me, I think, in an iron collar, which 
certainly was a dreadful instrument of torture in my opinion. It 
was not worn as a punishment, but because | Joked; but Bysshe 
declared it would make me grow crooked, and ought to be discon- 
tinued immediately.” The acquaintance which he now made with 
one of his sister’s school friends was destined to lead to most 
important results.* Harriet Westbrook was a girl of sixteen 
years, remarkably good-looking, with a brilliant pink and white 


* Itis probable that he saw her for the first time in January, 1811, 
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complexion, beautiful brown hair, a pleasant voice, and a cheerful 
temper. She was the daughter of a man who kept a coffee-house 
in Mount Street, nick-named “Jew” Westbrook, because of his 
appearance. She had an elder sister, called Eliza, dark of com- 
plexion, and gaunt of figure, with the abundant hair that plays so 
prominent a part in Hoge’s relentless portrait. Eliza, being nearly 
twice as old as Harriet, stood in the relation of a mother to. her. 
Both of these young ladies, and the “Jew ” their father, welcomed 
Shelley with distinguished kindness. Though he was penniless 
for the nonce, exiled from his home, and under the ban of his 
family’s displeasure, he was still the heir to a large landed fortune 
and a baronetcy. It was not to be expected that the coffee-house 
people should look upon him with disfavour. 

Shelley paid Harriet frequent visits both at Mrs. Fenning’s 
school and at Mount Street, and soon began a correspondence 
with her, hoping, as he expressly stated in a letter of a later date, 
by converting her te his theories, to add his sister and her “to 
the list of the good, the disinterested, the free.” At first she 
seems to have been horrified at the opinions he expressed ; but in 
this case at least he did not overrate the powers of eloquence. 
With all the earnestness of an evangelist, he preached his gospel 
of free thought or atheism, and had the satisfaction of forming his 
young pupil to his views. He does not seem to have felt any seri- 
ous inclination for Harriet; but in the absence of other friends, he 
gladly availed himself of her society. Gradually she became more 
interesting to him, when he heard mysterious accounts of suffering 
at home and tyranny at school. This was enough to rouse in 
Shelley the spirit of Quixotic championship, if not to sow the 
seeds of love. What Harriet’s ill-treatment really was, no one 
has been able to discover; yet she used to affirm that her life at 
this time was so irksome that she contemplated suicide. 


During the summer of 1811, Shelley’s movements were more - - 


than usually erratic, and his mind was in a state of extraordinary 
restlessness. In the month of May, a kind of accommodation was 
come to with his father. He received permission to revisit Field 
Place, and had an allowance made him of 200/. a year. His uncle, 
Captain Pilfold of Cuckfield, was instrumental in effecting this 
partial reconciliation. Shelley spent some time at his uncle’s 
country house, oscillating between London, Cuckfield, and Fieid 
Place, with characteristic rapidity, and paying one flying visit to 
his cousin Grove at Cwm Elan, near Rhayader, in North Wales. 
This visit is worth mention, since he now for the first time saw 
the scenery of waterfalls and mountains. He was, however, too 
much preoccupied to take much interest in nature. He was di- 
vided between his old affection for Miss Grove, his new but some- 
what languid interest in Harriet, and a dearly cherished scheme 
for bringing about a marriage between his sister Elizabeth and his 
friend Hogg. The letters written to Hoge at this period (vol. i. 
pp. 387—418), are exceedingly important and interesting, revealing 
as they do the perturbation of his feelings and the almost morbid 
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excitement of his mind. But they are unluckily so badly edited, 
whether designedly or.by accident, that it would be dangerous to 
draw minute conclusions from them. As they stand, they raise 
‘injurious suspicions, which can only be set at rest by a proper 
assignment of dates and explanations. 

Meanwhile his destiny was shaping itself with a rapidity that 
plunged him suddenly into decisive and irrevocable action. It is 
‘of the greatest moment to ascertain precisely what his feelings were 
during this summer with regard to Harriet. Hogg has printed two 
letters in immediate juxtaposition: the first without date, the second 
with the post-mark of Rhayader. Shelley ends the first epistle 
-thus: “Your jokes on Harriet Westbrook amuse me: it is a 
_ common error for people to fancy others in their own situation, but 
if I know anything about love, 1am wo¢in love. I have heard 
from the Westbrooks, both of whom I highly esteem.” He begins 
the second with these words: “ You will perhaps see me. before 
you can answer this; perhaps not; heaven knows! I shall cer- 
tainly come to York, but Harrzet Westbrook will decide. whether 
now or in three weeks. Her father has persecuted her in a most 
horrible way, by endeavoring to compel her to go to school. She 
asked my advice : resistance was the answer, at the same time that 
I essayed’to mollify Mr. W. in vain! And in consequence of my 
advice she has thrown, herself upon sy protection. I set off for 
London on Monday. How flattering a distinction !—I am think- 
ing of ten million things at once. What have I said? I de- 
clare, quite /udicrous. 1 advised her to resist. She wrote to say 
that resistance was useless, but that she would fly with me, and 
threw herself upon my protection. We shall have 200/. a year; 
when we find it run short, we must live, 1 suppose, upon Jove! 
Gratitude and admiration, all demand that I should love her for 
ever. We shall see you at York. I will hear your arguments for 
matrimonialism, by which I am now almost convinced. I can get 
lodgings at York, ] suppose. Direct tome at Graham’s, 18, Sack- 
ville Street, Piccadilly.” From a letter recently published by Mr. 
W. M. Rossetti (the University Magazine, Feb., 1878), we further 
learn that Harriet, having fallen violently in love with her pre- 
ceptor, had avowed her passion and flung herself into his arms. 

It is clear from these documents, first, that Shelley was not 
deeply in love with Harriet when he eloped with her; secondly, 
that he was not prepared for the step; thirdly, that she induced 
him to take it; and fourthly, that he took it under a strong impres- 
sion of her having been ill-treated. She had appealed to his most 
powerful passion, the hatred of tyranny. She had excited his ad- 
miration by setting conventions at defiance, and showing her readi- 
ness to be his mistress. Her confidence called forth his gratitude. 
Her choice of him for a protector flattered him: and, moreover, 
she had acted on his advice to carry resistance @ outyance. There 
were many good Shelleyan reasons why he should elope with Har- 
riet; but among them all I do not find that spontaneous and un- 
sophisticated feeling, which is the substance of enduring love. 
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In the same series of letters, so incoherently jumbled together 
by Hoge’s carelessness or caprice, Shelley more than once ex- 
presses the utmost horror of matrimony. Yet we now find him , 
upon the verge of contracting marriage with a woman whom he 
did not passionately love, and who had offered herself unreservedly 
to him. It is worth pausing to observe that even Shelley, fearless 
and uncompromising as he was in conduct, could not at this crisis 
practise the principles he so eloquently impressed on others. Yet 
the point of weakness was honourable. It lay in his respect for 
women in general, and in his tender chivalry for the one woman 
who had cast herself upon his generosity.* 

“My unfortunate friend Harriet,” he writes under date Aug. 
15, 1811, from London, whither he had hurried to arrange the 
affairs of his elopement, “is yet undecided; not with respect to 
me, but to herself. How much, my dear friend, have I to tell you. 
In my leisure moments for thought, which since I wrote have been 
.few, I have considered the important point on which you repro- 
bated my hasty decision. The ties of love and honour are doubt- 
less of sufficient strength to bind congenial souls—they are doubt- 
less indissoluble, but by the brutish force of power; they are deli- 
cate and satisfactory. Yet the arguments of impracticability, and 
what is even worse, the disproportionate sacrifice which the female 
is called upon to make—these arguments, which you have urged 
ina manner immediately irresistible, I cannot withstand. Not that 
I suppose it to be likely that 7 shall directly be called upon to 
evince my attachment to either theory. Iam become a perfect 
convert to matrimony, not from temporising, but from your argu- 
ments ; nor, much as I wish to emulate your virtues and liken my- 
self to you, do I regret the prejudices of anti-matrimonialism from 
your example or assertion. No. The oze argument, which you 
have urged so often with so much energy; the sacrifice made by 
the woman, so disproportioned to any which the man can give— 
this alone may exculpate me, were it a fault, from uninquiring sub- 
mission to your superior intellect.” 

Whether Shelley from his own peculiar point of view was mor- 
ally justified in twice marrying, is a question of casuistry which 
has often haunted me. The reasons he alleged in extenuation of 
his conduct with regard to Harriet, prove the goodness of his heart, 
his openness to argument, and the delicacy of his unselfishness. 
Bnt they do not square with his expressed code of conduct; nor 
is it easy to understand how, having found it needful to submit to 
custom, for his partner’s sake, he should have gone on denouncing 
an institution which he recognized in his own practice. The conclu- 
sion seems to be that, though he despised accepted usage, and 
would fain have fashioned the world afresh to suit his heart’s de- 
sire, the instincts of a loyal gentleman and his practical good sense 
were stronger than his theories. 


A letter from Shelley’s cousin, Mr. C. H. Grove, gives the de-. 


* See Shelley’s third letter to Godwin (Hog® ii, p, 63) for another defence of his con- 
duct. ‘We agreed,’”’ &c, 
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tails of Harriet’s elopement. “ When Bysshe finally came to town 
to elope with Miss Westbrook, he came as usual to Linclon’s Inn 
Fields, and I was his companion on his visits to her, and finally 
accompanied them early one morning—I forget now the month, or 
the date, but it might have been September—in a hackney coach 
to the Green Dragon, in Gracechurch Street, where we remained 
all day, till the hour when the mail-coaches start, when they departed 
in the northern mail for York.” From York the young couple 
made their way at once to Edinburgh, where they were married ac- 
cording to the formalities of the Scotch law. 

Shelley had now committed that greatest of social crimes in his 
father’s eyes—a mésalliance. Supplies and communications were 
at once cut off from the prodigal; and it appears that Harriet and 
he were mainly dependent upon the generosity of Captain Pilfold 
for subsistence. Even Jew Westbrook, much as he may have re- 
joiced at seeing his daughter wedded tothe heir of several thou- 
sands a year, buttoned up his pockets, either because he thought it 
well to play the part of an injured parent, or because he was not 
certain about Shelley’s expectations. He afterwards made the 
Shelleys an allowance of 200/. a year, and early in 1812 Shelley 
says that he is in receipt of twice that income. Whence we may 
conclude that both fathers before long relented to the extent of 
the sum above mentioned. 

In spite of temporary impecuniosity, the young people lived 
happily enough in excellent lodgings in George Street. Hogg, 
who joined them early in September, has drawn a lively picture of 
their domesticity. Much of the day was spent in reading aloud; 
for Harriet, who had a fine voice and excellent lungs, was never 
happy unless she was allowed to read and comment on her favour- 
ite authors. Shelley sometimes fell asleep during the performance . 
of these rites; but when he woke refreshed with slumber, he was 
no less ready than at Oxford to support philosophical paradoxes 
with impassioned and persuasive eloquence. He began to teach . 
Harriet Latin, set her to work upon the translation of a French 
story by Madame Cottin, and for his own part executed a version 
of one of Buffon’s treatises. The sitting-room was full of books. 
It was one of Shelley’s peculiarities to buy books wherever he 
went, regardless of their volume or their cost. These he was 
wont to leave behind, when the moment arrived for a sudden depart- 
ure from his temporary abode; so that, as Hogg remarks, a fine 
library might have been formed from the waifs and strays of his 
collections scattered over the three kingdoms. ‘This quiet course 
of life was diversified by short rambles in the neighbourhood of 
Edinburgh, and by many episodes related with Hogg’s caustic 
humour. On the whole, the impression left upon the reader’s 
mind is that Shelley and Harriet were very happy together at this 
period, and that Harriet was a charming and sweet-tempered girl, 
somewhat too much given to the study of trite ethics, and slightly 
deficient in sensibility, but otherwise a fit and soothing companion 
for the poet, 
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They were not, however, content to remain in Edinburgh. Hogg 
was obliged to leave that city, in order to. resume his law studies 
at York, and. Shelley’s programme of life at this period imperatively 
required. the society of his:chosen comrade. . It was therefore de- 
cided that the three friends.should. settle at York, to remain “ for 
ever”’.in, each other’s company. They started ina post-chaise, 
the good Harriet reading aloud novels by the now forgotten Hol- 
croft with untiring energy to charm the tedium of the journey. At 
York more than one cloud obscured their triune felicity. In the 
first place they were unfortunate in their.choice of lodgings. In 
the second Shelley found himself obliged to take an expensive 
journey to London, in the fruitless attempt to come to some terms 
with his father’s lawyer, Mr.. Whitton. Mr. Timothy Shelley was 
anxious to bind his erratic son down to a settlement of the estates, 
which, on his own death, would pass into the poet’s absolute control. 
He suggested, numerous, arrangements ; and not long after the 
date of Shelley’s residence in York, he proposed to make him an 
immediate! allowance of 2000/., if Shelley would but consent to en- 
tail the land on his heirsmale. This offer was indignantly refused. 
Shelley recognised. the truth that property is a trust far more than 
a possession, and would do nothing to tie up so much command 
over labour, such incalculable,potentialities of social. good or evil, 
for an unborn being of whose opinions he knew nothing. This is 
only one among many instances of his readiness to sacrifice ease 
comfort, nay, the bare necessities of life, for principle. 

On his return to York, Shelley found a new inmate established 
in their, lodgings. The incomparable Eliza, who. was henceforth 
doomed to guide his destinies to an obscure catastrophe, had ar- 
rived from London. Harriet believed her sister to be a paragon of 
beauty, good sense, and propriety. She obeyed her elder sister 
like a mother ; never questioned her wisdom ; and foolishly allowed 
her to interpose between. herself and her husband. Hogg had 
been told, before her first appearance in the friendly circle that 
Eliza was “ beautiful, exquisitely beautiful ; an elegant figure, full 
of, grace ; her face was lovely,—dark, bright eyes ; jet-black hair, 
glossy; a crop upon which she bestowed the care it merited,— 
almost all her time ; and she was so sensible, so amiable, so good !,” 
Now let us listen to the account he has himself transmitted of this 
woman, whom certainly he did not love, and to whom poor Shelley 
had afterwards but little reason to feel gratitude. “ She was older 
than I had expected, and she looked much older than she was. 
The lovely face was seamed with the small-pox, and of a dead white, 
as faces so, much marked and scarred commonly are ; as white in- 
deed as amass of boiled rice, but of a dingy hue, like rice boiled 
in dirty water. The eyes were dark, but dull, and without mean- 
ing; the hair was black and glossy, but coarse ; and there was the 
admired crop—a long crop, much like the tail of a horse—a switch 
tail. The fine figure was meagre, prim, and constrained. The 
beauty, the grace, and the elegance existed, no doubt, in their ut- 
most perfection, but only in the imagination of her partial young 
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sister.. Her father, as Harriet told me, was familiarly called ‘ Jew 
Westbrook,’ and Eliza greatly resembled one of the’ dark-eyed 
daughters of Judah.” 

This portrait is drawn, no doubt, with an unfriendly hand; and, 
in Hogg’s biography, each of its sarcastic touches is sustained with 
merciless reiteration, whenevér the mention of Eliza’s name is ne- 
cessary. _We hear, moreover, how she taught the blooming Harriet 
to fancy that she was the victim of her nerves, how she checked 
her favourite studies, and how she ruled the household by continual 
reference toa Mrs. Grundy .of her earlier experience. |“ What 
would Miss Warne say?’ was as often on her lips, if we may credit 

_Hogg, as the brush and comb were in her hands. 

This intrusion of Eliza disturbed the harmony of Shelley’s circle; 
but it is possible that there were deeper reasons for the abrupt de- 
parture which he made from York with his wife and her sister in 
November, 1811. One of his biographers asserts with categorical 
precision that Shelley had good cause to resent: Hogg’s undue 
familiarity with Harriet, and refers to a curious composition, pub- 
lished by Hogg as a continuation of Goethe’s Werther, but believed 
by Mr. Mc Carthy to have beet a letter from the poet to his friend, 
in confirmation of his: opinion.* However this maybe, the pre- 
cipitation with which the Shelleys quitted York, scarcely giving 
Hogg notice of their resolution, is insufficiently accounted for in his 
biography. 

The destination of the: travellers was Keswick. Here they en- 
aged lodgings for a time, and then moved into a furnished house. 
Probably Shelley was attracted to the lake country as much by the 
celebrated men who lived there, as by the beauty of its scenery, 
and the cheapness of its accommodation. He had long entertained 
an admiration for Southey’s poetry, and was now beginning to 
study Wordsworth and Coleridge: | But if he hoped for much com- 
panionship with the literary lions of the lakes, he was disappointed. 
‘Coleridge was absent, and missed making his acquaintance—a cir- 
cumstance he afterwards regretted, saying that he could have been 
more useful to) the young poet and metaphysician than Southey. 
DeQuincey, though he writes ambiguously upon this point, does 
not seem to have met Shelley. Wordsworth paid him no attention ; 
and though he saw a ‘good deal of Southey, this intimacy changed 
Shelley’s early liking for the man and poet into absolute contempt. 
It was not likely that the cold methodical student, the mechanical 
versifier, and the political turncoat, who had outlived all his earlier 
illusions, should retain the good-will of such an Ariel as’ Shelley, 
in whose brain Queen Mab was already simmering. Life at Kes- 
wick began to be monotonous. It was, however, enlivened by a 
visit to the Duke of Norfolk’s seat, Greystoke. Shelley spent his 
last guinea on the trip; but though the ladies of his family enjoyed 
the honour of some days passed in ducal hospitalities, the visit 
was not fruitful of results. The Duke at this time kindly did his 


* McCarthy’s Shelley’s Early Life, p. 127. 
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best, but without success, to bring about a reconciliation between 
his old friend, the member for Horsham, and his rebellious son. 

Another important incident of the Keswick residence’ was 
Shelley’s letter to William Godwin, whose work on Political Justice 
he had studied with unbounded:admiration. He never spoke of 
this book without respect in after-life, affirming that the perusal 
-of it had turned his attention from romances to questions of public 
utility. The earliest letterdated to Godwin from Keswick, January 
3, 1812, is in many respects remarkable, and not the least so asa 
specimen of self-delineation. He entreats Godwin to become his 
guide, philosopher, and friend, urging that “if desire for universal 
happiness has any claim upon your preference,’’ if persecution and 
injustice suffered in the cause of philanthropy and truth may com- 
mend a young man to William Godwin’s regard, he is not unworthy 
of this honour. . We who have learned to know the flawless purity 
of Shelley’s\aspirations, can refrain from smiling at the big generali- 
ties of this epistle... Words which to men made callous by long 
contact with the world, ring false: and wake suspicion, were for 
Shelley bat the natural expression of his most abiding mood. Yet 
Godwin may be pardoned if he wished to. know more in detail of 
the youth, who sought to cast himself upon his care in all the 
panoply of phrases about philanthropy and: universal happiness. 
Shelley’s second letter contains an extraordinary mixture of truth 
willingly communicated, and of curious romance, illustrating his 
tendency to colour facts with the hallucinations of an ardent fancy. 
Of his sincerity there is, I think, no doubt. He really meant what 
he wrote; and yet we have no reason to. believe the statement 
that he was twice expelled from Etou for disseminating the 
doctrines of Political Fustice, or that his father wished to drive 
him by poverty to accept a commission in someidistant’ regiment, 
in order that he might prosecute the /Vecessity of Atheism in his 
absence, procure a sentence of outlawry, and so convey the family 
estates to his younger brother... The embroidery of bare fact with 
a tissue of imagination was a» peculiarity of Shelley’s mind; and 
this letter may be used as a key for the explanation of many strange 
occurrences in his biography. What he tells Godwin about bis 
want of love for his father, and his inability to learn from the tutors 
imposed upon him at Eaton and Oxford, represents the simple 
truth. Only from teachers chosen by himself, and recognized as 
his superiors by his own, deliberate: judgment, can he receive 
instruction... To Godwin he, resigns himself with the implicit 
confidence of admiration. Godwin was greatly struck with this 
letter. Indeed, he must have been “or God or beast,” like the 
insensible man in Aristotle s £¢hics, if he could have’ resisted the 
devotion of so splendid and high-spirited a nature, poured forth 
in language at once so vehement and so convincingly sincere. He 
accepted the responsible post of Shelley’s Mentor ; and thus began 
a connexion which proved not only'a source of moral support and 
intellectual guidance to the poet, but it was also destined to end in 
a closer personal tie between the two illustrious men, 
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Imhis second letter Shelley told Godwin’ that he was then 
engaged in writing “ An inquiry into the causes of the failure of 
the French Revolution to benefit mankind,” adding, “ My plan is 
that of resolving to lose no opportunity to disseminate ‘truth and 
happiness.” Godwin sensibly replied that Shelley was too young to 
set himself up as a teacher and apostle: but his pupil did not take 
the hint. A third letter (Jan, 16, 1812) contains this startling an- 
nouncement: “In a fewdays we set off to Dublin. I do not know 
exactly where, but a letter addressed to Keswick will find me. 
Our journey has been settled some time. We go principally zo 
forward as much as we can the Catholic Emanicipation.” In a 
fourth letter (Jan. 28, 1812) he informs Godwin that he has already 
‘prepared an address to the Catholics of Ireland, and combats: the 
dissuasions of his counsellor with ingenious arguments to prove 
that his contemplated expedition can do no harm, and may be 
fruitful of great good. 

It appears that for some time past Shelley had devoted his 
attention to Irish politics. The persecution of Mr. Peter Finnerty, 
an Irish journalist. and editor of Ze Press newspaper, who had 
been sentenced to eighteen months’ imprisonment in Lincoln jail 
(between Feb. 7, 1811, and Aug. 7, 1812)’ for plain speech about 
Lord Castlereagh, roused his-hottest indignation. He published a 
poem, as yet unrecovered, for his benefit; the proceeds of the sale 
amounting, it is said, tonearly one hundred pounds.* The young 
enthusiast, who was attempting a philosophic study of the French 
Revolution, whose heart was glowing with universal philanthropy, 
and who burned to disseminate truth and happiness, judges that 
Ireland would bea fitting field for making a first experiment in 
practical politics. Armed with the MS: of his Address to the [rish 
People,t he set sail with Harriet and Eliza on the 3rd of February 
from Whitehaven. They touched the Isle of Man; and after a 
very stormy passage, which drove them to the north coast of Ireland, 
and forced them to conplete their journey by land, the party reached 
Dublin travel-worn, but with unabated spirit, on the 12th. Harriet 
shared her husband’s philanthropical enthusiasm. “ My wife,” 
wrote Shelley to Godwin, “is the partner of my thoughts and feel- 
ings.” Indeed, there is abundant proof in both his letters and hers, 
about this period, that they felt and worked together. Miss West- 
brook, meantime, ruled the household; “ Eliza keeps our common 
stock of money for safety in some nook or corner of her dress, but 
we are not dependent on her, although she gives it out as we want 
it.” This master-touch of unconscious delineation tells us all we 
need to know about the domestic party now established in 7, Lower 
Sackville Street. Before a week had passed, the Address to 
the Irish People had been printed. Shelley and’ Harriet immedi- 
ately engaged their whole energies in the task of distribution. 
It was advertised for sale; but that alone seemed insufficient. On 

the 27th of February Shelley wrote toa friend in England: “I 


* McCarthy, p. 255. : : 
+ It was published in Dublin. See reprint in McCarthy, p. 179. 
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have already sent'400 of my Irish pamphlets into the: world, and 
they have excited asensation of wonder in Dublin. » Eleven hun- 
dred yet remain for distribution. Copies have been sent to sixty 
public-houses. . Expectation ison the tiptoe. I send a man out 
every day to distribute copies, with instructions where and how to 
give them. His account corresponds with the multitudes of peo- 
ple who possess them. 1 stand at the balcony of our window and 
‘watch till I. see aman who looks likely. \ throw a book to him.” 

A postscript to this letter lets us see the propaganda from 
Harriet’s point of view. ‘I am sure you would laugh were you to 
seeus give the pamphlets. We throw them out of window, and 
give them to men that we pass im ithe streets. For myself, I am 
ready to die of laughter when it is done, and Percy looks so ao 
Yesterday he put one into a woman’s hood of a cloak.” 

The purpose of this address was to rouse the Irish people to a 
sense of their real misery, to point out that Catholic Emancipation 
and a Repeal of the Union Act were the only radical remedies for 
their wrongs, and to teach them the spirit in which they should at- 
tempt a revolution. On the last point Shelley felt intensely. The 
whole address aims at the inculcation of a noble moral temper, 
tolerant, peaceful, resolute, rational, and self-denying. Considered 
as a treatise on the principles which should govern patriots during 
a great national crisis, the document is admirable: and if the in- 
habitants of Dublin had been a population of Shelleys, its effects 
might have been permanent and overwhelming. The mistake lay 
in supposing that-a people whom the poet himself described as “ of 
scarcely greater elevation in the scale of intellectual being than the 
oyster,” were qualified to take the remedy of their grievances into 
their own hands, or were amenable to such sound reasoning’as he 
poured, forth... He told; Godwin that he had ** wilfully vulgarised 
the language of this pamphlet, in order to reduce the remarks it 
contains to the taste and: comprehension ‘of the Irish peasantry.” 
A few extracts will enable the reader to judge how far he had suc- 
ceeded in this aim. 1 select such as seem to me most valuable for 
the light they throw upon ‘his own opinions. |“ All religions; are 
good which make men good; and the way that a person ought to 
prove that his method of worshipping God is best, is for himself to 
be better than all other men.” “A Protestantis my brother, and a 
Catholic is my brother.” ‘Do not inquire if a man be a heretic, if 
he be a Quaker, a Jew, or a heathen; but if he be a virtuous man, 
if he loves liberty and truth, if he wish the happiness and, peace of 
human kind. Ifaman be ever so much a believer-and love not. 
these things, he is a heartless hypocrite, a rascal, and a knave.” 
“It is not a merit. to tolerate, but it is a.crime to be intolerant.” 
“ Anything short of unlimited toleration and complete charity with 
all men, on which you will recollect that Jesus Christ principally in- 
sisted, is wrong.” “‘ Be calm, mild, deliberate, patient... .. Think 
and talk and discuss. ....Be free and be happy, but first be wise 
and good.” Proceeding to recommend the formation of associations, 
he condemns secret and violent societies ; “ Be fair, open, and you 
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wil] be terrible to your enemies.” “Habits of SOBRIETY, REGU- 
LARITY, and THOUGHT must be entered into and firmly resolved 
upon.” Then follow precepts, which Shelley no doubt regarded 
as practical, for the purification of private morals, and the regulation 
of public discussion by the masses whom he elsewhere recognised 
as “thousands huddled together, one mass of animated filth.” 

The foregoing extracts show that Shelley was in no sense an 
inflammatory demagogue ; however visionary may have been the 
hopes he indulged, he based those hopes upon the'still more Uto- 
pian foundation of a sudden ethicial reform, and’ preached a revolu- 
tion without bloodshed. We find in them, moreover, the germs of 
The Revolt of Islam, where the hero plays the part successfully 
in fiction, which the poet had attempted without appreciable result 
in practice at Dublin. The same principles guided Shelley at a 
still later period. When he wrote his Masgue of Anarchy, he: 
bade the people of England to assemble by thousands, strong in 
the truth and justice of ‘their cause, invincible in peaceful Opposi- 
tion to force. 

While he was sowing his Address broadcast in’ the streets of 
Dublin, Shelley was engaged i in printing a second pamphlet on the 
subject of Catholic Emancipation. It was entitled Proposals for 
an Assoctation, and advocated in serious and temperate phrase the 
formation of a vast society, binding all the Catholic patriots of Ire- 
land together, for the recovery of their rights. In estimating 
Shelley’s political sagacity, it must be remembered that Catholic 
Emancipation has since his day been brought about by the very 
measure he proposed and under the conditions he foresaw. Speak- 
ing of the English Government in his Address, he used these 
simple phrases:—‘ It» wants altering and mending. It will be 
mended, and a reform of English Government will produce good to 
the Irish.” These sentences were prophetic; and perhaps they 
are destined to be even more so. 

With a view to presenting at one glance Shelley’s position as a 
practical politician, I shall anticipate the course of a few years, and 
compare his Irish pamphlets with an essay published in 1817, under 
the title of A Proposal for putting Reform to the Vote throughout 
the Kingdom. We saw that the House of Commons did not rep- 
resent the country; and acting upon his principle that government 
is the servant of ‘the governed, he sought means for ascertaining 
the real will of the nation with regard to its Parliament, and for 
bringing the’collective opinion of the population to bear upon ‘its 
rulers. The plan proposed was that a huge network of committees 
should be formed, and that by their means every individual man 
should be canvassed. We find here the same method of advancing 
reform by’ peaceable associations as in Ireland. | How moderate 
were his own opinions with regard to the franchise, is proved by 
the following sentence ;—“ With respect to Universal Suffrage, I 
confess I consider its adoption, i in the present unprepared state of 
public knowledge and feeling, a measure fraughtiwith peril. I think 
that none but those who register their names as paying a certain 
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small ‘sum in direct taxes ought at present to send members. to 
Parliament.” As in the case of Ireland, so in that of England, 
subsequent events have shown that Shelley’s hopes were not ex- 
aggerated. 

While the Shelleys were in Dublin, a meeting of the Irish 
Catholics was announced for the evening of Feb. 28. It was held 
in Fishamble Street Theatre; and here Shelley made his debut as 
an orator. He spoke for about an hour; and his speech was, on 
the whole, well received, though it raised some hisses at the begin- 
ning by his remarks upon Roman Catholicism. There is’ no proof 
that Shelley, though eloquent in conversation, was a powerful 
public speaker. The somewhat conflicting accounts we have re- 
ceived of this his maiden effort,tend to the impression that he failed 
to carry his audience with him. Thedissemination of his pamphlets 
had, however, raised considerable interest.in his favour; and he 
was welcomed by the press as an Englishman of birth and fortune, 
who wished well to the Irish cause. , His youth told somewhat 
against him. It was difficult to take the strong words of the beard- 
less boy at their real value; and as though to aggravate this draw- 
back, his Irish servant, Daniel Hill, an efficient agent in the dis- 
semination of the Address, affirmed that his master was fifteen-—— 
four years less than his real age. 

In Dublin Shelley, made acquaintance with Curran, whose jokes 
and dirty stories he could not appreciate, and with a Mr. Lawless, 
who began a history of the Irish people in concert with the young 
philosopher. We also obtain,from one of Harriet’s letters, a some- 
what humorous peep at another of their friends, a patriotic Mrs. 
Nugent, who supported herself by working in a furrier’s shop, and 
who is described as “ sitting in the room now, and talking to Percy 
about Virtue.” After less than two months’ experience of his Irish 
propaganda, Shelley came to the conclusion that he “had done all 
that he could.”? The population of Dublin had not risen to the 
appeal of their Laon with the rapidity he hoped for ; and accordingly 
upon the 7th of April he once more embarked with his family for 
Holyhead. In after-days he used to hint that the police had given 
him warning that it would be well for him to leave Dublin; but, 
though the danger of a prosecution was not wholly visionary, this 
intimation does not seem to have been made. Before he quitted 
Ireland, however, he despatched a box containing the remaining, 
copies of his Address and Proposals, together with the recently 
printed edition of another manifesto, called a Declaration of Rights 
to a friend in Sussex. This box was delayed at the Holyhead 
custom-house, and opened. Its contents gave serious anxiety to 
the Surveyor of Customs, who communicated the astonishing dis- 
covery through the proper official channels to the government. 
After some correspondence, the authorities decided to take no steps 
against Shelley, and the box was forwarded to its destination. 

The friend in question was a Miss Eliza Hitchener, of Hurst- 
pierpoint, who kept a sort of school, and who had. attracted Shelley’s 
favourable notice by her advanced political and religious opinions, 
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He does not seem to have made her persona: acquaintance ; but 
some of his most interesting letters from Ireland are addressed to 
her. How recklessly he entered into serious entanglements with | 
people whom he had not learned to know, may be gathered from 
these extracts :—“ We will meet you in Wales, and never, part 
again, It will not do. ‘In compliance with Harriet’s earnest: so- 
licitations, I entreated you instantly to come and join our circle, 
resign your school, all, everything for us and the Irish cause.” 
“T ought to count myself a favoured mortal with such a wife and 
such a friend.” Harriet addressed this lady as “ Portia;” and it 
is an undoubted fact that soon after their return to England, Miss 
Hitchener formed one. of their permanent family circle. Her en- 
trance into it and her exit: from it at no very distant period are, 
however, both obscure. Before long she acquired another name 
than Portia in the Shelley household, and now she is better known 
to fame as the “Brown Demon.” Eliza Westbrook took a strong 
dislike to her; Harriet followed suit; and Shelley himself found 
that he had liked her better at a distance than in close companion- 
ship.. She had at Jast to be bought off or bribed to leave. 

The scene now shifts with bewildering frequency; nor is it easy 
to trace the Shelleys in their rapid flight. About,the 21st of April, 
they settled for a short time at Nantgwilt, near, Rhayader, in North 
Wales. Ere long we find them at Lynmouth, on the Somersetshire 
coast. Here Shelley continued his political propaganda, by .circu- 
lating the Declaration of Rights, whereof mention has already 
been made. It was, as.Mr.. W. M. Rossetti first pointed out, a 
manifesto concerning the ends of government and the rights of man 
—framed in: imitation of two similar French Revolutionary doc- 
uments, issued by the Constituent. Assembly in August, 1789, and 
by Robespierre in April, 1793.* Shelley used to seal this pamphlet 
in bottles and set it afloat upon the sea, hoping perhaps that. after 
this wise it would traverse St. George’s Channel and reach the 
sacred soil of Erin.| He also employed his servant, Daniel Hill, to 
distribute it among the Somersetshire farmers. On thes1gth of 
August this man was arrested in the streets of Barnstaple, and 
sentenced to six months’ imprisonment. for uttering a seditious 
pamphlet; and the remaining copies of the Declaration of Rights 
were destroyed. In strong contrast with thé puerility of these pro- 
ceedings, is the grave and lofty Letter to Lord Ellenborough, com- 
posed at Lynmouth, and printed at Barnstable.* A printer, named 
- D. J. Eaton, had recently been sentenced to imprisonment by his 
Lordship for publishing the Third Part of Paine’s Age of Reason. 
Shelley’s epistle is an eloquent argument in favour of toleration and 
the freedom of the intellect, carrying the matter beyond the instance 
of legal tyranny which occasioned its composition, and treating it 
with philosophic, if impassioned seriousness. 

An extract from this composition will serve to show his power 
of handling weighty’ English prose, while yet a youth of kardly 


* Reprinted in McCarthy. p. 324. : 
+ Reprinted in Lady Sheiley’s Memorials, p- 29. 


‘8 SHELLEY. ~ 
4 


twenty. I have chosen a passage bearing on his theological opin- 
ions :— 


Moral: qualities are’ such as only a human being can possess. To 
attribute them to the Spirit of the Universe, or to suppose that it is capa- 
ble of altering them, is to degrade God, into man, and to annex to this 
incomprehensible Being qualities incompatible with any possible defini- 
tion of his nature. e 

It may be here objected : Ought not the Creator to possess the 
periections of the creature? No. To attribute to God the moral qualities 
of man, is to suppose him susceptible of passions, which, arising out of cor- 
poreal organization, it is plain that a pure spirit cannot possess. ... But 
even suppose, with the vulgar, that God is a venerable old man, seated on 
a throne of clouds, his breast the theatre of various passions, analogous 
to those of humanity, his will changeable and uncertain as that of an 
earthly king; still, goodness and justice are qualities seldom nominally 
denied him, and it will be admitted that he. disapproves of any action 
incompatible with those qualities. Persecution for opinion is unjust. With 
what consistency, then, can the worshippers of a Deity whose benevolence 
they boast, embitter the existence of their fellow-being, because his ideas 
of that deity are different from those which they entertain ? Alas! there 
is no consistency in those persecutors who worship a benevolent Deity ; 
those who worship a demon would alone act consonantly to these  prin- 
ciples by imprisoning and torturing in his name. 


Shelley had more than once ‘urged Godwin and his family to 
visithim. The sage of Skinner Street thought that now was a con- 
venient season. Accordingly he left London, and travelled-by 
coach to Lynmouth, where he found that the Shelleys had flitted a 
few days previously without giving anyenotice. This fruitless 
journey of the poet’s Mentor is humorously described by Hogg. as 
well as the one undertaken by himself in the following year to 
Dublin with a similar ‘result. The Shelleys were now established 
at Tan-yr-allt, near Tremadoc, in North Wales, on an estate belong- 
ing to Mr. W. A. Madocks, M.P. for Boston. | This gentleman had 
reclaimed a considerable extent of marshy ground from the sea, 
and protected it with an embankment. Shelley whose interest in 
the poor people around him was always keen and practical, lost no 
time in making their acquaintance at Tremadoc. The work of 
utility carried out by his landlord aroused his enthusiastic admira- 
tion ; and when the embankment was emperilled by a heavy sea, 
he got up a subscription for its preservation. Heading the list 
with 500/.. how raised, or whether paid, we know not, he endeav- 
oured to extract similar gums from the neighbouring gentry, and 
even ran up with Harriet to London to use his influence for the same 
purpose with the Duke of Norfolk.. On this! occasion he made the 
personal acquaintance of the Godwin family. 

Life at Tanyrallt was smooth and studious, except for the 
diversion caused by the peril to the embankment. We hear of 
Harriet continuing her Latin studies, reading Odes of Horace, and 
projecting an epistle in that language to Hogg. Shelley, as usual, 
collected many books around him. There are letters extant in which 
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he writes to London.for Spinoza. and Kant, Plato, and the works of 
the chief Greekhistorians. It appears that at this period, under the 
influence of Godwin, he attempted to conquer a strong national dislike 
for history. \**I am.determined to apply myself to a study which is 
hateful and disgusting to my very soul, but which is above all studies 
necessary for him who would be listened to as a mender of anti- 
quated abuses,—I mean, that, record of crimes and miseries—his- 
tory.”, Although he may have made an effort to apply himself to his- 
torical reading, he was not successful. His true bias inclined him 
to metaphysics coloured by a glowing fancy, and to poetry penetrated 
with speculative enthusiasm. In the historic sense he was detfici- 
_ ent; and when he made. a serious effort at.a later period to, com- 
pose a tragedy upon the death of Charles I., this work was taken 
up with effort, and finally abandoned. 

In the same letters he speaks, about a collection of short poems 
on which he was engaged; and makes. frequent allusions to Queen 
Mab. It appears from his own assertion, and from Medwin’s biog- 
raphy, that a poem on Queen Mab had been projected and partially 
written by him at the early age of eighteen. But it was not taken 
seriously in hand until the spring of 1812; nor was it finished and 
printed before 1813. The first impression was a private issue of 250 
copies, on fine paper, which Shelley distributed to people whom he 
wished to influence. It was pirated soon after its appearance, and 
again in 1821 it was given to the public by a bookseller named 
Clarke. Against the latter republication Shelley energetically pro- 
tested, disclaiming in a letter addressed to The Examiner, from 
Pisa, June 22, 1821, any interest in a production which he had not 
even seen for several years. “I doubt not but that it is perfectly 
worthless in point of literary composition; and that in all that con- 
cerns moral and political speculation, as well as in the subtler dis- 
criminations of metaphysical and religious doctrine, it is still more 
crude and immature. I am.a devoted enemy to religious, political, 
and domestic oppression; and J regret this publication, not so much 
from literary vanity as because I fear it is better fitted to injure than 
to serve the sacred cause of freedom.” This judgment is un- 
doubtedly severe ; but, though exaggerated in its condemnation, it, 
like all Shelley’s criticisms on his own works. expresses the truth. 
We cannot include Queen Mab, in spite of its sonorous rhetoric 
and fervid declamation, in the canon of his masterpieces. It hada 
succés de scandale on its first appearance, and fatally injured 
‘Shelley’s reputation. Asa work of art it lacks maturity and per- 
manent vitality. 

The Shelleys were suddenly driven away from Tanyrallt by a 
mysterious occurrence, of which no satisfactory explanation has yet 
been given. According to letters written by himself and Harriet 
soon after the event, and confirmed by the testimony of Eliza, 
Shelley was twice attacked upon the night of Feb. 24 by an armed 
ruffian, with whom he struggled in a hand-to-hand combat. Pistols 
were fired and windows broken, and Shelley’s nightgown was shot 
through: but the assassin made his escape from the house without 
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being recognised. His motive and his personality still remain 
matters of conjecture. Whether the whole affair was a figment of 
Shelley’s brain, rendered more than usually susceptible by laudanum 
taken to assuage intense physical pain; whether it was a perilous 
hoax played upon him by the Irish servant, Daniel Hill; or whether, 
as he himself surmised, the crime was instigated by an unfriendly 
neighbour, it is impossible to say. Strange adventures of this kind, 
blending fact and fancy in a now inextricable tangle, are of no un- 
frequent occurrence in Shelley’s biography. In estimating the rel- 
ative proportions of the two factors in this case, it must be borne in 
mind, on the one hand, that no one but Shelley, who was alone in 
the parlour, and who for some unexplained reason had loaded his 
pistols on the evening before the alleged assault, professed to have 
seen the villain; and, on the other, that the details furnished by 
Harriet, and confirmed at a subsequent period by so hostile a 
witness as Eliza, are too circumstantial to be lightly set aside. 
On the whole it appears most probable that Shelley on this night 
was the subject of a powerful hallucination. The theory of his 
enemies at Tanyrallt, that the story had been invented to facilitate 
his escape from the neighbourhood without paying his bills, may be 
dismissed. But no investigation on the spot could throw any clear 
light on the circumstance, and Shelley’s friends, Hogg, Peacock, 
and Mr. Madocks, concurred in regarding the affair as a delusion. 
There was no money in the common purse of the Shelleys at 
this moment. In their distress they applied to Mr. T. Hookham, 
a London publisher, who sent them enough to carry them across 
the Irish Channel. After a short residence in 35, Cuffe Street, 
Dublin, and a flying visit to Killarney, they returned to London. 
Eliza, for some reason as unexplained as the whole episode of this 
second visit to Ireland, was left behind for a short season. The 
flight from Tanyrallt closes the first important period of Shelley’s 
life ; and his settlement in London marks the beginning of another, 
fruitful of the gravest consequences and decisive of his future. 
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CHAPTER IV. 
SECOND RESIDENCE IN LONDON, AND SEPARATION FROM HARRIET. 


EarLy in May the Shelleys arrived in London, where they 
were soon joined by Eliza, from whose increasingly irksome com- 
panionship the poet had recently enjoyed a few weeks’ respite. 
After living for a short while in hotels, they took lodgings in Half 
Moon Street. The house had a projecting window, where the 
poet loved to sit with book in hand, and catch, according to his 
custom, the maximum of sunlight granted by a chary English sum- 
mer. ‘He wanted,” said one of his female admirers, “only a pan 
of clear water and a fresh turf to look like some young lady’s lark, 
hanging outside for air and song.” According to Hogg, this 
period of London life was a pleasant and tranquil episode in Shel- 
ley’s troubled career. His room was full of books, among which 
works of German metaphysics occupied a prominent place, though 
they were not deeply studied. He was now learning Italian, and 
made his first acquaintance with Tasso, Ariosto, and Petrarch. 

The habits of the household were, to say the least, irregular ; 
for Shelley took no thought of sublunary matters, and Harriet was 
an indifferent housekeeper. Dinner seems to have come to them 
less by forethought than by the operation of divine chance; and 
when there was no meat provided for the entertainment of casual 
guests, the table was supplied with buns, procured by Shelley from 
the nearest pastry-cook. He had already abjured animal food and 
alcohol ; and his favorite diet consisted of pulse or bread, which he 
ate dry with water, or made into panada. Hogg relates how, when 
he was walking in the streets and felt hungry, he would dive into 
a baker’s shop and emerge with a loaf tucked underhis arm. This 
he consumed as he went along, very often reading at the same 
time, and dodging the foot-passengers with the rapidity of move- 
ment which distinguished him. He could not comprehend how 
any man should want more than bread. “I have dropped a word 
a hint,” says Hogg, “about a pudding; a pudding, Bysshe said 
dogmatically, isa prejudice.” This indifference to diet was highly 
characteristic of Shelley. During the last years of his life, even 
when he was suffering from the frequent attacks of a painful dis- 
order, he took no heed of food ; and his friend, Trelawny, attributes 
the derangement of his health, in a great measure, to this carelessr 
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ness. Mrs. Shelley used to send him something to eat into the 
room where he habitually studied ; but the plate frequently remained 
untouched for hours upon a bookshelf, and at the end of the day he 
might be heard asking, “ Mary, have I dined?” His dress was 
no less simple than his diet. Hogg says that he never saw him in 
a great coat, and that his collar was unbuttoned to let the air play 
freely on his throat. “In the street or road he reluctantly wore a 
hat; but in fields and gardens, his little round head had no other 
covering than his long, wild, ragged locks” Shelley’s head, as is 
well known, was remarkably small and round; he used to plunge 
it several times a day in cold water, and expose it recklessly to the 
intensest heat of fire or sun. Mrs. Shelley relates that a great part 
of the Cezcz was written on their house-roof near Leghorn, where 
Shelley lay exposed to the unmitigated ardour of Italian summer 
heat; and Hogg describes him reading Homer by a blazing fire- 
light, or roasting his skull upon the hearth-rug by the hour. 

These personal details cannot be omitted by the biographer of 

such a man 2s Shelley. He was an elemental and primeval crea- 
ture, as little subject to the laws of custom in his habits as in his 
modes of thought, living literally as the spirit moved him, with a 
natural nonchalance that has perhaps been never surpassed. To 
time and place he was: equally indifferent, and could not be got to 
remember his eneagements. “ He took strange caprices, unfounded 
frights and dislikes, vain apprehensions and panic terrors, and 
therefore he absented himselt from formal and sacred engagements. 
He was unconscious and oblivious of times, places, persons, and 
seasons; and falling into some poetic vision, some day-dream, he 
quickly and completely forgot all that he had repeatedly and sol- 
emnly promised; or he ran away after some object of imaginary 
urgency and importance, which suddenly came into his head, set. 
ting off in vain pursuit of it, he knew not whither. When he was 
caught, brought up in custody, and turned over to the ladies, with, 
Behold, your King! to be caressed, courted, admired, and flattered, 
the king of beauty and fancy would too commonly bolt; slip away, 
steal out, creep off; unobseryed and almost magically he vanished ; 
thus mysteriously depriving his fair subjects of his much-coveted, 
long looked-for company.” If he had been fairly caged and found 
himself in congenial company, he let time pass unheeded, sitting 
up all night to talk, and chaining his audience by the spell of his 
unrivalled eloquence ; for wonderful as was his poetry, those who 
enjoyed the privilege of converse with him, judge it even more 
attractive. “He was commonly most communicative, unreserved, 
and eloquent, and enthusiastic, when those around him were in- 
clining to yield to the influence of sleep, or rather at the hour when 
they wottld have been disposed to seek their chambers, but for the 
bewitching charms of his discourse.” 

From Half Moon Street the Shelleys moved into a house in 
Pimlico; and it was here, according to Hogg, or at Cooke’s Hotel 
in Dover Street according to other accounts, that Shelley’s first 
child Ianthe Eliza, was born about the end of June, 1813. “Harriet 
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did not take much to. her little girl, and gave her over to a wet- 
nurse, for whom Shelley conceived a great dislike. Thata mother 
should not nurse her own baby was no. doubt contrary to his prin- 
ciples; and the double presence of the servant and. Eliza, whom he 
_ now most cordially detested, made his home uncomfortable. We 
have it on excellent authority, that of Mr. Peacock, that he “‘ was ex- 
tremely fond of it (the child), and would walk up and down a room 
with it in his arms for a long time together, singing to it a song of 
his own making, which ran on the repetition of aword of his own 
coining.. His song was Yahmani, Yahmahi, Y4hmani, Ydhmani.” 
To the want of sympathy between the father and the mother in this 
matter of Ianthe, Mr. Peacock is inclined to attribute the beginning 
of troubles in the Shelley household. There is, indeed, no doubt 
that the revelation of Harriet’s maternal coldness must have been 
extremely painful to her husband; and how far she carried her 
insensibility, may be gathered from a story told by Hogg about 
her conduct during an operation performed upon the child. 

During this period of his sojourn in London, Shelley was again 
in some pecuniary difficulties. Yet he indulged Harriet’s vanity 
by setting up in a carriage, in which they afterwards took a hurried 
journey to Edinburgh and back... He narrowly escaped a debtor’s 
prison through this act of extravagance, and by a somewhat ludi- 
crous mistake Hogg was arrested for the debt due to the coach- 
maker. His acquaintances were few and scattered, and he saw 
nothing of his family. Gradually, however, he seems to have be- 
come a kind of prophet in a coterie of learned ladies. The views 
he ‘had propounded in Queen AZab, his passionate belief in the 
perfectibility of man, his’ vegetarian doctrines, and his readiness to 
adopt any new nostrum for the amelioration of the race, endeared 
him to all manners of strange people; nor was he deterred by 
aristocratic prejudices from frequenting society which proved ex- 
tremely uncongenial to Hogg, and of which we have accordingly 
some caustic sketches from his pen. His chief friends were a 
Mrs. Boinville, for whom he conceived an enthusiasic admiration, 
and her daughter Cornelia, married to a vegetarian, Mr. Newton. 
In order to be near them he had moved to Pimlico; and his next 
move, from London toa cottage named High Elms, at Bracknell 
in Berkshire, had the same object. With Godwin and his family 
he was also on terms of familiar intercourse. Under the philoso- 
pher’s roof in Skinner Street there was now gathered a group of 
miscellaneous inmates—Fanny Imlay, the daughter of his first 
wife, Mary Wollstonecraft ; Mary, his own daughter by the same 
marriage ; his second wife, and her two children, Claire and 

Charles Clairmont, the offspring of a previous union. From this 
connexion with the Godwin household events of the greatest im- 
portance in the future were destined to arise, and already it appears 
that Fanny Imlay had begun to look with perilous approval on the 
fascinating poet. Hogg and Mr. Peacock. the well-known novelist, 
described | by Mrs. Newton as “a cold scholar, who, 1 think, has 
neither taste nor feeling,” were his only intimates, 
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Mrs. Newton’s unfair judgment of Mr. Peacock marks a discord 
between the two chief elements of Shelley’s present society ; and 
indeed it will appear to a careful student of his biography that 
Hogg, Peacock, and Harriet, now stood somewhat by themselves 
and aloof from the inner circle of his associates. If we regard the 
Shelleys as the centre of an extended line, we shall find the West- 
brook family at one end, the Boinville family at the other, with 
Hogg and Peacock somewhere in the middle. Harriet was natu- 
rally drawn to the Westbrook extremity, and Shelley to the Boin- 
ville. Peacock had no affinity for either, but a sincere regard for 
Harriet as well as for her husband; while Hogg was in much the 
same position, except that he had made friends with Mrs. Newton. 
The Godwins, of great importance to Shelley himself, exercised 
their influence at a distance from the rest. Frequent change 
from Brackneil to London and back again, varied by the flying 
journey to Edinburgh, and a last visit paid in strictest secrecy to 
his mother and sisters, at Field Place, of which a very interesting 
recordis left in the narrative of Mr. Kennedy, occupied the interval 
between July, 1813, and March, 1814. The period was not pro- 
ductive of literary masterpieces. We only hear of a Refutation 
of Deism, a dialogue between Eusebes and Theosophus, which 
attacked all forms of Theistic belief. 

Since we are now approaching the greatest crisis in Shelley’s 
life, it behoves us to be more than usualy careful in considering his 
circumstances, at this epoch. His home had become cold and dull. 
Harriet did not love her child, and spent her time in a great measure 
with her Mount Street relations. Eliza was a sourse of continual 
irritation, and the Westbrook family did its best, by interference 
and suggestion, to refrigerate the poet’s feelings for his wife. On 
the other hand he found among the Boinville set exactly that high- 
flown, enthusiastic, sentimental atmosphere which suited his ideal- 
izing temper. Two extracts from a letter written to Hogg upon 
the 16th of March, 1814, speak more eloquently than any analysis, 
and will place before the reader the antagonism which had sprung 
up in Shelley’s mind between his own home and the circle of his own 
friends :—“ I have been staying with Mrs. B——— for the last 
month; I have escaped, in the society of all that philosophy and 
friendship combine, from the dismaying solitude of myself. They 
have revived in my heart the expiring flame of life. JI have felt 
myself translated to a paradise, which has nothing of mortality but 
its transitoriness ; my heart sickens at the view of that necessity, 
which will quickly divide me from the delightful tranquillity of this 
happy home,—for it has become my home. The trees, the bridge, 
the minutest objects, have already a place in my affections.” 

“ Eliza is still with us—not here!—but will be with me when 
the infinite malice of destiny forces me to depart. I am now but 
little inclined to contest this point. I certainly hate her with all 
my heart and soul. It is a sight which awakens an inexpressible 
sensation of disgust and horror, to see her caress my poor little ’ 
janthe, in whom I may hereafter find the consolation of sympathy. 
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I sometimes feel faint with the fatigue of checking the overflowings 
of my unbounded abhorrence for this miserable wretch. But she 
is no more than a blind and loathsome worm, that cannot see to 
sting. : 

While divided in this way between a home which had become 
distasteful to him and a house wheré he found scope for his most. 
romantic outpourings of sensibility, Shelley fell suddenly and pas-_ 
sionately in love with Godwin’s daughter, Mary. Peacock, who lived 
in close intimacy with him at this period, must deliver his testimony 
as to the overwhelming nature of the new attachment :—“ Nothing 
that ever read in tale or history could present a more striking 
image of a sudden, violent, irresistible, uncontrollable passion, than. 
that under which I found him labouring when, at his request, I went 
up from the country to callonhimin London. Between his old feel- 
ings towards Harriet, from whom he was not. then separated, and 
his passion for Mary, he showed in his looks,in his gestures, in his 
speech, the state of a mind ‘suffering, like a little kingdom, the 
nature of an insurrection.’ His eyes were bloodshot, his hair and 
dress disordered. He caught up a bottle of laudanum, and said, ‘I 
never part from this.’ ” 

We may therefore affirm, I think, with confidence that in the 
winter and spring of 1814, Shelley had been becoming gradually 
more and more estranged from Harriet, whose commonplace nature 
was no mate for his, and whom he had never loved with all the depth 
of his affection; that his intimacy with the Boinville family had 
brought into painful prominence whatever was jarring and repug- 
nant to him in his home; and that in this crisis of his fate he had 
fallen in love for the first time seriously with Mary Godwin.* She 
was then a girlof sixteen, “fair and fair-haired, pale indeed, and 
with a piercing look,” to quote Hogg’s description of her, as she 
first appeared before him on the 8th or gth of June, 1814. With 
her freedom from prejudice, her tense and high-wrought sensibility, 
her acute intellect, enthusiasm for ideas, and vivid imagination, 
Mary Godwin was naturally a fitter companion for Shelley than | 
the good Harriet, however beautiful. ‘ 

That Shelley early in 1814 had no intention of leaving his wife, 
is probable ; for he was re-married to her on the 24th of March, 
eight days after his impassioned letter to Hogg, in St. George’s, 
Hanover Square. Harriet was pregnant, and this ratification of the 
Scotch marriage was no doubt intended to place the legitimacy of a 
‘possible heir beyond all question. Yet it seems, if we may found 
conjecture on “ Stanzas, April, 1814,” that in the very month after 
this new ceremony Shelley found the difficulties of his wedded 
life insuperable, and that he was already making up his mind to 
part from Harriet. About the middle of June the separation act- 
ually. occurred—not by mutual consent, so far as any published 
documents throw light upon the matter, but rather by Shelley’s 


* The date at which he first made Mary’s acquaintance is uncertain. Peacock says that 
it was between April 18 and June 8, 
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sudden abandonment of his wife and child.* For a short while 
Harriet was left in ignorance of his abode, and with a very insuffi- 
cient sum of money at her disposal. She placed herself under the 
protection of her father, retired to Bath, and about the beginning of 
July received a letter from Shelley, who was thenceforth solicitous 
for her welfare, keeping up a correspondence with her, supplying 
her with funds, and by no means shrinking from personal communi- 
cations. ‘ 
That Shelley must bear the responsibility of this separation 
seems to me quite clear, His justification is to,be found in his 
avowed opinions on the subject of love and marriage—opinions 
which Harriet knew well and professed to share, and of which he 
had recently made ample confession in the notes to Queen Mab. 
The world will still agree with Lord Eldon in regarding those opin- 
ions as dangerous to society, and a blot upon the poet’s character; 
but it would be unfair, while condemning them as. frankly as he 
professed them, to blame him also because he did not: conform to 
the opposite code of morals, for which he frequently expressed ex- 
treme abhorrence, and which he stigmatised, however wrongly, as 
the source of the worst social vices. It must be added that the 
Shelley family in their memorials of the poet, and through their 
friend, Mr. Richard Garnett, inform us, without casting any slur on 
Harriet, that documents are extant which will completely vindicate 
the poet’s conduct in the matter. It is therefore but just to await 
their publication before pronouncing a decided judgment. Mean- 
while there remains no doubt about the fact that forty days after 
leaving Harriet, Shelley departed from London with Mary Godwin, 
who had consented to share his fortunes... How he plighted his new 
troth, and won the hand of her who was destined to be bis compan- 
ion for life, may best be told in Lady Shelley’s words !— 
sandals anguish, his isolation, his difference from other men, his 
gifts of genius and eloquent enthusiasm, made a deep impression on 
Godwin’s daughter Mary, now a girl of sixteen, who. had been ac- 
customed to hear Shelley spoken of as something rare and strange. 
To her, as they met one eventful day in St, Pancras Churchyard, by 
-her mother’s grave, Bysshe, in burning words, poured forth the 
tale of his wild past—how he had suffered, how he had been misled, 
and how, if supported by her love, he hoped in future years to en- 
rol his name with the wise and good who had done battle for their 
fellow-men, and been true through all adverse storms to the cause 
of humanity. Unhesitatingly, she placed her hand in his, and 
linked her fortune with his own; and most truthfully, as the remain- 
ing portions ot these Memorials, will prove, was the pledge of both 
redeemed. The theories in which the daughter of the authors of 
Political Fustice, and of the Rights of Woman, had been educated 
. ’ 
spared her from any conflict between her duty and her affection. 
For she was the child of parents whose writings had had for their. 


* Leigh Hunt, Autob. p, 236, and Medwin, however, both assert that it b 
consent. The whole question must be died in FP aiGuneus eae 
Cae I Ne qi studied in Peacock and in Garnett, Relics of 
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object to prove that marriage was one among the many institutions 
which a new era in the history of mankind was about to sweep away. 
By her father, whom she loved—by the writings of her mother, whom 
she had been taught to venerate—these doctrines had been rendered 
familiar to her mind. It was therefore natural that she should 
listen to the dictates of her own heart, and willingly unite her fate 
with one who was so worthy of her love.” 

Soon after her withdrawal to Bath, Harriet gave birth to Shelley’s 
second child, Charles Bysshe, who died in 182€. She subsequently 
formed another connexion which proved unhappy ; and on the roth 
of November, 1816, she commited suicide by drowning herself in 
the Serpentine. The distance of time between June, 1814, and 
November, 1816, and the new ties formed by Harriet in this interval, 
prove that there was no immediate connexion. between Shelley’s 
abandonment of his wife and her suicide. She had always. enter- 
tained the thought of self-destruction, as Hogg, who is. no adverse 
witness in her case, has amply recorded; and it may.be permitted 
us to suppose that, finding herself for the second time unhappy in 
her love, she reverted to a long-since cherished scheme, and cut 
the knot of life and all its troubles. 

So far as this is possible, I have attempted;to narrate the most 
painful episode in Shelley’s life as it occurred, without extenuation 
and without condemnation. Until the papers, mentioned with such 
insistence by LadyShelley and Mr. Garnett, are given to the world, 
itis impossible that the poet should not bear the reproach of heart- 
lessness and inconstancy in this the gravest of all human relations. 
Such, however, is my belief in the essential goodness of his char- 
acter, after allowing, as we must do, for the operation of his peculiar 
principles. upon his conduct, that I for my. own part am willing to 
suspend my judgment till the time, arrives for his vindication. The 
language used by Lady Shelley and Mr. Garnett justify us in ex- 
pecting that that vindication will be as startling as complete. If it 
is not, they, as pleading for. him, will have, overshot the mark of 
prudence, 

On the 28th of July Shelley left London with Mary Godwin, 
who up to this date had remained beneath her father’s roof. . There 
was some secrecy in their departure, because they were accom- 
panied by Miss Clairmont, whose mother disapproved of her form- 
ing a third in the party. Having made their way to Dover, they 
crossed the Channel in an open boat, and went at once to Paris. 
Here they hired a donkey for their luggage, intending to perform 
the journey across France on foot. Shelley, however, sprained his 
ancle, and a mule-carriage was provided for the party. In this con- 
veyance, they, reached the Jura, and entered Switzerland at Neuf- 
chatel. Brunnen, on tthe Lake of Lucerne, was chosen for. their 
residence ; and here Shelley began his romantic tale of Ze Assas- 
sins, a portion of which is printed in his prose works. , Want of 
money compelled them soon to. think of turning their, steps home- 
ward; and the back journey was performed upon the Reuss and 
Rhine, They reached Gravesend, after a bad passage, on the 13th 


58 SHELLEY. 


of September. | Mrs. Shelley’s Hzstory of a Six Weeks’ Tour re- 
lates the details of this trip, which was of great importance in form- 
ing Shelley’s taste, and in supplying him with the scenery of river, 
rock, and mountain, so splendidly utilised in AZastor. 

The autumn was a period of more than usual money difficulty ; 
but on the 6th of January, 1815, Sir Bysshe died, Percy became 
the next heir to the baronetcy and the family estates, and an 
arrangement was made with his father by right of which he received 
an allowance of tooo/, a year. A portion of his income was im- 
mediately set apart for Harriet. The winter was passed in London, 
where Shelley walked a hospital, in order, it is said, to acquire 
some medical knowledge that might be of service to the poor he 
visited. His own health at this period was very bad. A physician 
whom he consulted pronounced that he was rapidly sinking under 
pulmonary disease, and he suffered frequent attacks of acute pain. 
The consumptive symptoms seem to have been so marked that for , 
the next three years he had no doubt that he was destined to.an 
early death. In 1818, however, all danger of phthisis passed away ; 
and during the rest of his short life he only suffered from spasms 
and violent pains in the side, which baffled the physicians, but, 
though they caused him extreme anguish, did not menace any vital 
organ. To the subject of his health it will be necessary to return 
at a later period of this biography. For the present it is enough 
to remember that his physical condition was such as to justify his 
own expectation of death at no distant time.* 

Fond as ever of wandering, Shelley set out in the early summer 
fora tour with Mary. They visited Devonshire and Clifton, and 
then settled in a house on Bishopsgate Heath, near.Windsor Forest. 
The summer was further broken by a water excursion up the 
Thames to its source, in the company of Mr. Peacock and Charles 
Clairmont. Peacock traces the poet’s taste for boating, which af- 
terwards became a’ passion with him, to this excursion. About this 
there is, however, some doubt. Medwin tells us that Shelley 
while a boy delighted in being on the water, and that he enjoyed 
the pastime at Eton. On the other hand, Mr. W. S. Halliday, a 
far better authority than Medwin, asserts positively that he never 
saw Shelley on the river at Eton, and Hogg relates nothing to 
prove that he practised rowing at Oxford. It is certain that, though 
inordinately fond of boats and every kind of water—river, sea, lake, 
or canal—he never learned toswim. Peacock also notices his habit 
of floating paper boats, and gives an amusing description of the 
boredom suffered by Hogg on occasions when Shelley would stop 
by the side of pond or mere to float a mimic navy. The not alto- 
gether apocryphal story of his having once constructed a boat out 
of a bank-post-bill, and launched it on the lake in Kensington Gar- 
dens, deserves to be alluded to in this connexion. 

On their return from this river journey, Shelley began the poem 
of Alastor, haunting the woodland glades and oak groves of Wind- 


See Letter to Godwin ini Shelley’s Memonals, p, 78, 
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sor Forest, and drawing from that noble scenery his inspiration. 
It was printed with a few other poems in one volume the next year. 
Not only was A/aszor the first serious poem published by Shelley ; 
but it was also the first. of his compositions which revealed the 
greatness ot his genius. Rarely has blank verse been written with 
more majesty and music: and while the influence of Milton and 
Wordsworth may be traced in certain passages, the versification, 
tremulous with lyrical vibrations, is ‘such as only Shelley could 
have produced. 

“ Alastor” is the Greek name for a vengeful demon, driving its 
victim into desert places ; and Shelley, prompted by Peacock, chose 
it for the title of a poem which describes the Nemesis of solitary 
souls. Apart from its intrinsic merit as a work of art, Alastor has 
great autobiographical value. Mrs. Shelley affirms that it was writ- 
ten under the expectation of speedy death, and under the sense of 
disappointment, consequent upon the misfortunes of his early life. 
This accounts for the somewhat unhealthy vein of sentiment which 
threads the wilderness of its sublime descriptions. All that Shel- 
ley had observed of natural beauty——in Wales, at Lynton, in Switzer- 
land, upon the eddies of the Reuss, beneath the oak shades of the 
forest—is presented to us in’ a Series of pictures penetrated with 
profound emotion. But the deeper meaning of AJ/astor is to be 
found, not in the thought of death nor in the poet’s recent commu- 
nings with nature, but in the motto from St. Augustine placed upon 
its title-page, and in the Hymn to Intellectual Beauty, composed 


about a year later. Enamoured of ideal loveliness, the poet pur- 


sues his vision through the universe, vainly hoping to assuage the 
thirst which has been stimulated in his spirit, and vainly longing 
for some mortal realisation of his love. Alastor, like Epipbsychidion, 
reveals the mistake which Shelley made‘in thinking that the idea of 
beauty could become incarnate for him in any earthly from: while 
the Alymn to Intellectual Beauty recognises the truth that such 
realization of the ideal is impossible. \ The very last letter written 
by Shelley sets the misconception in its proper light: “I think one 
is always in love with something or other; the error, and I confess 


it is not easy for spirits cased in flesh and blood to avoid it, consists 


in seeking ina mortal image the likeness of what is, perhaps, eter- 
nal.” But this Shelley discovered only with “the years that bring 
the philosophic mind,” and when he was upon the very verge of 
his untimely death. 

The following quotation is a fair specimen of the blank verse 
of Alastor. It expresses that longing for perfect sympathy in an 
ideal love, which ‘the sense of divine beauty had stirred in the 
poet’s heart :— 


At length upon the Jone Chorasmian shore 

He paused, a wide and melancholy waste 

Of putrid marshes. | A strong impulse. urged 
His steps to the sea-shore. A swan was there, 
Beside a sluggish stream among the reeds. 

It rose as he approached, and, ‘with strong wings 
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_ Scaling the upward sky, bent its bright course 
High over the immeasurable main. 
His eyes pursued its flight :—“ Thou hast a home, 
Beautiful bird! thou voyagest to thine home, 
Where thy sweet mate’ will twine her downy neck 
With thine; and welcome thy return with eyes 
Bright in the lustre of their own fond joy. 
And what am. I that I should linger here, 
With voice far sweeter than thy dying notes, 
Spirit more vast than thine, frame more attuned 
To beauty, wasting these surpassing powers 
In the deat air, to the blind earth, and heaven 
That echoes not my thoughts?” A gloomy smile 
Of desperate hope wrinkled his quivering lips. 
For Sleep, he knew, kept most relentlessly 
Its precious charge, and silent Death exposed, 
Faithless perhaps as Sleep, a shadowy lure, 
With doubtful smile mocking its own strange charms. 


William, the eldest son of Shelley and Mary Godwin, was born 
on the 24th of Jan.,,1816. In the spring of that'year they went 
together, accompanied by Miss Clairmont, for a second time to 
Switzerland... They reached. Geneva. on the 17th of May, and 
were soon after joined by Lord. Byron and his travelling physician, 
Dr. Polidori.. Shelley had not yet made Byron’s acquaintance, 
though he had.sent him a copy of Queen Jab, with a letter, which 
miscarried in the post. They were now thrown into daily inter- 
course, occupying the villas Diodati and Mont Alégre, at no great 
distance from, each other, passing their days upon the lake in a 
boat which they purchased, and spending the nights in conversation. _ 
Miss Clairmont had known Byron in London, and their acquaintance 
now ripened into an intimacy, the fruit of which was the child 
Allegra: » This fact has.to be mentioned by Shelley’s biographer, 
because Allegra afterwards became an inmate of his home; and 
though he and Mary were ignorant of what was passing at Geneva, 
they did not withdraw their sympathy from the mother’ or Lord 
Byron’s daughter. The lives of Byron and Shelley during the 
next six years were destined'to be curiously blent. Both were to 
seek in Italy an exile-home;: while their friendship was to become 
one of the most interesting facts of English literary history. The 
influence of Byron upon Shelley, as he more than once acknowl- 
edged, and as his wife plainly perceived, was, to a great extent, 
depressing. | For Byron’s genius and its fruits in poetry he en- 
tertained the highest possible opinion. He could not help com- 
paring his own achievement and his fame with Byron’s; and the 
result was that in the presence of one whom he erroneously be- 
lieved to be the greater poet, he became inactive. Shelley on the 
contrary, stimulated Byron’s productive faculty to nobler efforts, 
raised his moral tone, and infused into his less subtle intellect 
something of his own philosophical depth and earnestness, Much 
as he enjoyed Byron’s society and admired his writing, Shelle 
was not blind to the imperfections of his nature. The sketch 
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which he has left us of Count Maddalo, the letters, written to his 
wife from Venice and Ravenna, and ‘his correspondence on ‘the 
subject of Leigh Hunt'’s visit to Italy, supply the most discriminat- 
ing Criticism which has yet been passed upon his brother poet’s 
character. Itis clear that he never found in Byron a perfect friend, 
. andthat he had not accepted him as one with whom he sympathised 
~ upon the deeper questions of feeling and conduct. Byron, for his 
part, recognised in Shelley the purest nature he had ever known. 
“He was the most gentle, the most amiable, and least worldly- 
minded person I ever met; full of delicacy, disinterested beyond 
all other men, and possessing a degree of genius joined to simplicity 
as rare as it is admirable. He had formed to himself a deaw ¢deal 
of all that is fine, high-minded, and’ noble, and he acted up to this 
ideal even to the very letter.” cs 
Toward the end of June the two poets made the tour of Lake 
Geneva in their boat, and were very nearly wrecked off the rocks of 
Meillerie. On this occasion Shelley was in imminent danger of 
death from drowning.’ His one anxiety, however, as he wrote to 
Peacock, was lest Byron should attempt to save him at the risk Of 
his own life. Byron described him as “bold as a lion;” and in- 
deed it may Here*be said, once and for all, that Shelley’s physical 
courage was only equalled by his moral fearlessness. He carried 
both without bravado to the verge of temerity, and may justly be 
said to have never known what terror was. Another summer 
excursion was a visit to Chamouni) of which he has left memorable 
descriptions in his letters to Peacock, and in the somewhat Col- 
eridgian verses on Mont Blanc. The preface to Laon and Cythna 
shows what a powerful impression had been made upon him by 
the glaciers, and how he delighted in the element of peril. There 
is a tone of exultation in the words which record the experiences 
of his two journeys in Switzerland and France :—‘‘I have been 
familiar from boyhood with mountains and lakes’ and the sea, and 
the solitude of forests. Danger, which sports upon the brink of 
precipices, has been my playmate. I have trodden the glaciers of 
the Alps, and lived under the eye of Mont Blanc. I have been a 
wanderer among distant fields. I have sailed down mighty rivers, 
and seen the sun rise and set, and the stars come forth, whilst I 
sailed night and day down a rapid stream among mountains. I 
have seen populous cities, and have watched the passions which 
rise and «spread, and sink and change amongst assembled multi- 
tudes of men. I have seen the theatre of the most visible ravages 
of tyranny and war, cities and villages’ reduced to scattered groups 
of black and roofless houses, and the naked ‘inhabitants sitting 
famished upon the desolated thresholds.” | d 
On their return to’ the lake, the Shelleys found M. G. Lewis 
established with Byron. This addition to the circle introduced 
much conversation about apparitions, and each member of the 
party undertook to produce a ghost story. Polidori’s’ Vampyre 
and Mrs. Shelley’s Frankenstein were the only durable results of 
their determination, But an incident occurred which is of some im- 
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portance in the history of Shelley’s psychological condition. To- 
ward midnight on the 18th of July, Byron recited the lines in 
Christabel about the lady’s breast; when Shelley suddenly started 
up, shrieked, and fled from the room. He had seen a vision of a 
woman with eyes instead of nipples. At this time he was writing 
notes upon the phenomena of sleep to be inserted in his Speculatzons 
on Metaphysics, and Mrs. Shelley informs us that the mere effort 
to remember dreams of thrilling or mysterious import so disturbed 
his nervous system that he had to relinquish the task. At no 
period of his life was he wholly free from visions which had 
the reality of facts. Sometimes they occurred in sleep, and were 
prolonged with painful vividness into his waking moments. Some- 
times they seemed to grow out of his intense meditation, or to 
present themselves before his eyes as the projection of a powerful 
inner impression. All his sensations were abnormally acute, and 
his ever-active imagination confused the border-lands of the actual 
and the visionary. Such a nature as Shelley’s, through its far 
greater susceptibility than is common even with artistic tempera- 
ments, was debarred in moments of high-strung emotion from 
observing the ordinary distinctions of subject and object ; and 
this peculiar quality must. never be forgotten when we seek to 
estimate the proper proportions of Dichtung und Wahrheit in 
certain episodes of his biography. The strange story, for ex- 
ample, told by Peacock about a supposed warning he had received 
in the spring of this year from Mr, Williams of ‘Tremadoc, may 
possibly be explained on the hypothesis that his brooding thoughts 
had taken form before him, both ear and eye having been uncon- 
sciously pressed into the service of a subjective energy.* 

On their return to England in September, Shelley took a cottage 
at Great Marlow on the Thames, in order to be near his friend 
Peacock. While it was being prepared for the reception of his 
family, he stayed at Bath, and there heard of Harriet’s sucide. 
The life that once was dearest to him, had ended thus in misery, 
desertion, want. The mother of his two children, abandoned by 
both her husband and her lover, and driven from her father’s home 
had drowned herself after a brief struggle with circumstance. 
pe Nee ene ay may have felt that his conscience was free from 

>: é small an element of self-reproach may have min- 

gled with his grief and horror, there is no doubt that he suffered 
most acutely. His deepest ground for remorse seems to have 
been the conviction that he had drawn Harriet into a sphere of 
spauent ou feeling for which she was not qualified, and that had 
een for him and his opinions, she might have lived a happy 
woman in some common walk of life. One of his biographers as- 
serts that “he continued to be haunted by certain recollections 
partly real and partly imaginative, which. pursued him like an 
Orestes,”’ and even Trelawny, who knew him only in the last 
months of his life, said that the impression of that dreadful mo- 


* Fraser’s Magazine, Jan., 1860, Pe 98. 
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ment was still vivid. We may trace the echo of his feelings in 
some painfully pathetic verses written in 1817; * and though he 
did not often speak of Harriet, Peacock has recorded one memor- 
able occasion on which he disclosed the anguish of his spirit to a 
friend.f 
Shelley hurried at once to London, and found some consolation 
in the society of Leigh Hunt. The friendship extended to him by 
that excellent man at this season of his trouble may perhaps count 
for something with those who are inclined to judge him harshly. 
Two important events followed immediately upon the tragedy. 
The first was Shelley’s marriage with Mary Godwin on the 30th 
of December, 1816. Whether Shelley would have taken this step ex- 
cept under strong pressure from without, appears to me very doubt- 
ful. Ofall men who ever lived, he was the most resolutely bent on 
confirming his theories by his practice ; and in this instance there was 
no valid reason why he should not act up to principles professed in 
common by himself and the partner of his fortunes, no less than 
by her father and her mother. It is, therefore, reasonable to sup- 
pose that he yielded to arguments; and these arguments must 
have been urged by Godwin, who had never treated him with cor- 
diality since he left England in 1816. Godwin, though overrated 
in his generation, and almost ludicrously idealised by Shelley, was 
a man whose talents verged on genius. But he was by no ineans 
consistent. His conduct in money-matters shows that he could 
not live the life of a self-sufficing philosopher; while the irritation 
he, expressed when Shelley omitted to address him as Esquire, 
stood in comic contradiction with his published doctrines. We 
are therefore perhaps justified in concluding that he worried: Shel- 
ley, the one enthusiastic and thorough-going follower he had, into 
marrying his daughter in spite of his disciple’s protestations ; nor 
shall we be {far wrong if we surmise that Godwin congratulated 
himself on Mary’s having won the right to bear the name ofa 
future baronet. 

The second event was the refusal of Mr. Westbrook to deliver 
up the custody of his grandchildren. A chancery suit was insti- 
tuted; at the conclusion of which, in August, 1817, Lord Eldon de- 
prived Shelley of his son and daughter on the double ground of 
his opinions expressed in Queen Mad, and of his conduct toward 
his first wife. The children were placed in the hands of a clergy- 
man, to be educated in accordance with principles diametrically 
opposed to their parent’s, while Shelley’s income was mulcted in a 
sum of 200/. for their maintenance. Thus sternly did the father 
learn the value of that ancient A’schylean maxim, t@ dodoavt: xa- 
Osiv, the doer of the deed must suffer. His own impulsiveness, 
his reckless assumption of the heaviest responsibilities, his ‘over- 
weening confidence in his own strength to move the weight of the 
world’s opinions, had brought him to this tragic pass—to the suicide 
of the woman who had loved him, and to the sequestration of the 
offspring whom he loved. 

* Forman, iii, 148 * Fraser, Jan., 1860, p. 102. | 
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Shelley is too great to serve as text for, any sermon; and yet 
we may learn from him as from a hero of Hebrew or Hellenic 
story. His life was a tragedy ; and like some protagonist of Greek 
drama, he was capable of erring and of suffering greatly. He had 
kicked against the altar of justice as established in the daily sanc- 
tities of human life; and now he had to bear the penalty. The 
conventions he despised and treated like the dust beneath his feet 
were found in this most cruel crisis to be a rock on which his very 
heart was broken. From this rude trial of his moral nature he arose 
a stronger being; and if longer life had been granted him, he 
would undoubtedly have presented the ennobling spectacle of one 
who had been lessoned by his own audacity, and by its bitter fruits, 
into harmony with the immutable laws which he was ever seeking 
to obey. It is just this conflict between the innate rectitude of 
Shelley’s over-daring nature and the circumstances of ordinary 
existence, which makes his history so tragic; and we may justly 
wonder whether, when he read the Sophoclean tragedies of C£dipus, 
he did not apply their doctrine of self-will and Nemesis to his own 
fortunes. 


SHELLEY, : 65 


CHAPTER V. 
" LIFE AT MARLOW, AND JOURNEY TO ITALY. 


Amid the torturing distractions of the Chancery suit about his 
children, and the still more poignant anguish of his own heart, and 
with the cloud of what he thought swift-coming death above his 
head, Shelley worked steadily, during the summer of 1817, upon 
his poem of Laon and Cythna. Six months were spent in this 
task. “The poem,” to borrow Mrs. Shelley’s words, “ was written 
in his boat, as it floated under the beech-groves of Bisham, or dur- 
ing wanderings in the neighbouring country, which is distinguished 
for peculiar beauty.” Whenever Shelley could, he composed in 
the open air. The terraces of the Villa Cappuccini at Este and the 
Baths of Caracalla were the birthplace of Prometheus. The Cenct 
was written on the roof of the Villa Valsovano at Leghorn. The 
Cascine of Florence, the pine-woods near Pisa, the lawns above 
_ San Giuliano, and the summits of the Euganean Hills, witnessed 
the creation of his loveliest lyrics; and his last great poem, the 
Triumph of Life, was transferred to paper in his boat upon the 
Bay of Spezia. 

If Alastor had expressed one side of Shelley’s nature, his devo- 
tion to Ideal Beauty, Laon and Cythna was in a far profounder 
sense representative of its author. All his previous experiences 
and all his aspirations—his passionate beliefin friendship, his prin- 
ciple of the equality of women with men, his demand for bloodless 
revolution, his confidence in eloquence and reason to move nations, 
his doctrine of free love, his vegetarianism, his hatred of religious 
intolerance and tyranny—are blent together and concentrated in the 
glowing cantos of this wonderful romance. The hero, Laon, is 
himself idealised, the self which he imagined when he undertook 
_ his Irish campaign. The heroine, Cythna, is the helpmate he had 
always dreamed, the woman exquisitely feminine, yet capable of 
being fired with male enthusiasms, and of grappling the real prob- 
lems of our nature with a man’s firm grasp. In.the first edition of 
the poem he made Laon and Cythna brother and sister, not because 
he believed in the desirability of incest, but because he wished to 
throw a glove down to society, and to attack the intolerance of cus- 
tom in its stronghold. In the preface, he tells us that it was his 
purpose to kindle in the bosoms of his readers “a virtuous enthu- 
siasm for those doctrines of liberty and justice, that faith and hope 
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in something good, which neither violence, nor misrepresentation, 
nor prejudice, can ever wholly extinguish among mankind ;” to il- 

_lustrate “the growth and progress of individual mind aspiring after 
excellence, and devoted to the love of mankind ; ” and to celebrate 
Love “as the sole law which should govern the moral world.” The 
wild romantic treatment of this didactic motive makes the poem 
highly characteristic of its author. (It is written in Spenserian 
stanzas, with a rapidity of movement and a dazzling brilliance that 
are Shelley’s own.) The story relates the kindling of a nation to 
freedom at the cry of a young poet-prophet, the temporary triumph 
of the good cause, the final victory of despotic force, and the mar- 
tyrdrom of the hero, together with whom the heroine falls a willing 
victim. ( It is full of thrilling incidents and lovely pictures ; yet the 
tale is the least part of the poem; and few readers have probably 
been able either to sympathise with its visionary characters, or to 
follow the narrative without weariness. As in the case of other 
poems by Shelley—especially those in which he attempted to tell 
a story, for which kind of art his genius was not well suited—the 
central motive of Laon and Cythna is surrounded by so radiant a 
photosphere of imagery and eloquence that it is difficult to fix our 
gaze upon it, blinded as we are by the excess of splendour. Yet 
no one now can read _ the terrible tenth canto, or the lovely fifth, 
without feeling that a young eagle of poetry had here tried the full 
strength of his pinions in their flight. This truth was by no means 
recognised when Laoz and Cythna first appeared before the public. 
Hooted down, derided, stigmatised, and howled at, it only served to 
intensify the prejudice with which the author of Queen Mab had 
come to be regarded. 

I have spoken of this poem under its first name of Laon and 
Cythna. A certain number of copies were issued with this title; * 
but the publisher, Ollier, not without reason dreaded the effect the 
book would make; he therefore induced Shelley to alter the rela- 
tionship between the hero and his bride, and issued the old sheets 
with certain cancelled pages under the title of Revolt of Islam. It 
was published in January, 1818. While still resident at Marlow Shel- 
ley began two autobiographical poems—the one Prince Athanase 
which he abandoned as: too introspective and morbidly self-analyti- 
cal, the other Aosalind and Helen, which he finished afterwards 
in Italy. Of the second of these compositions he entertained a 
poor opinion; nor will it bear comparison with his best work. To 
his biographer its chief interest consists in the character of Lionel, 
drawn less perhaps exactly from himself than as an ideal of the 
man he would have wished to be. The poet in AJastoy, Laon in 
the Revolt of Islam, Lionel in Rosalind and Helen, and Prince 
Athanase, are in fact a remarkable row of self-portraits, varying in 
the tone and scale of idealistic treatment bestowed upon them. 
Later on in life, Shelley outgrew this preoccupation with his ideal- 


* How many copies were put in circulation is not known. There must certainly have 
been many more than the traditional three, for when I was a boy at Harrow, I picked up 
two uncut copies in boards at a Bristol bookshop, for the price of 2s. 6d. a piece, - 
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ised self, and directed his genius to more objective themes. Yet 
the autobiographic tendency, as befitted a poet of the highest lyric 
type, remained to the end a powerful characteristic. 

Before quitting the first period of Shelley’s development, it may 
be well to set before the reader a specimen of that self-delineative 
poetry which characterised it; and since it is difficult to detach a 
single passage from the continuous stanzas of Laon and Cythna, | 
have chosen the lines in Rosalind and Helen which describe 
young Lionel : 


To Lionel, 
Though of great wealth and lineage high, 
Yet through those dungeon walls there came 
Thy thrilling light, O Liberty ! 
And as the meteor’s midnight flame 
Startles the dreamer, sun-like truth 
Flashed on his visionary youth, 
And filled him, not with love, but faith, 
And hope, and courage mute in death ; 
For love and life in him were twins, 
Born at one birth: inevery other 
First life, then love its course begins, 
Though they be children of one mother ; 
And so through this dark world they fleet 
Divided, till in death they meet: 
But he loved all things ever. Then 
He past amid the strife of men, 
And stood at the throne of arméd power 
Pleading for a world of woe : 
Secure as one on arock-built tower 
O’er the wrecks which the surge trails to and fro, 
*Mid the passions wild of human kind 
He stood, like a spirit calming them ; 
For, it was said, his words could find 
Like music the lulled crowd, and stem 
That torrent of unquiet dream, 
Which mortals truth and reason deem, 
But zs revenge and fear and pride. ~-<=--—--— 
oyous he was; and hope and peace 
On all who heard him did abide, 
Raining like dew from his sweet talk, 
As where the evening star may walk 
Along the brink of the gloomy seas, 
Liquid mists of splendour quiver. 
His very gestures touch’ to tears 
The unpersuaded tyrant, never 
So moved before : his presence stung 
The torturers with their victim’s pain, 
And none knew how ; and through their cars, 
The subtle witchcraft of his tongue 
Unlocked the hearts of those who keep 
Gold, the world’s bond of slavery. 
Men wondered, and some sneer’d to see 
One sow what he could never reap: 
For he is rich, they said, and young, 
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And might drink from the depths of luxury. 

If he seeks Fame, Fame never crown’d 

The champion of a trampled creed : 

If he seeks Power, Power is enthroned . 

*Mid ancient rights and wrongs, to feed 

Which hungry wolves with praise and spoil, 

Those who would sit near Power must toil ; 
7 And such, there sitting, all may see. 


During the year he spent at Marlow, Shelley was a rrequent 
visitor at Leigh Hunt’s Hampstead house, where he made ac~- 
quaintance with Keats, and the brothers Smith, authors of fe- 
jected Addresses. Hunt’s recollections supply some interesting 
details, which, since Hogg and Peacock fail us at this period, may 
be profitably used. Describing the manner of his life at Marlow, 
Hunt writes as follows: “He rose early in the morning, walked 
and read before breakfast, took that meal sparingly, wrote and 
studied the greater part of the morning, walked and read again, 
dined on vegetables (for he took neither meat nor wine), conversed 
with his friends (to whom his house was ever open), again walked 
out, and usually finished with reading to his wife till ten o’clock, 
when he went to bed. This was his daily existence. His book 
was generally Plato, or Homer, or one of the Greek tragedians, or 
the Bible, in which last he took a great, though peculiar, and often 
admiring interest. One of his favourite parts was the book of Job.” 
Mrs: Shelley, in her note on the Revolt of Islam, confirms this 
account of his Bible studies; and indeed the influence of the Old 
Testament upon his style may be traced in several of his poems. 
In the same paragraph from which Ihave just quoted, Leigh Hunt 
gives a just notion of his relation to Christianity, pointing out 
that he drew a distinction between the Pauline presentation of the 
Christian creeds, and the spirit of the Gospels. “ His want of 
faith in the letter, and his exceeding faith in the spirit of Christi- 
anity, formed acomment, the one on the other, very formidable to 
those who chose to forget what Scripture itself observes on that 
point.” We have only toread Essays on Christianity, in order 
to perceive what reverent admiration he felt for Jesus, and how 
profoundly he understood the true character of his teaching. 
That work, brief as it is, forms one of the most valuable extant 
contributions to a sound theology, and is morally far in advance of 
the opinions expressed by many who regard themselves as specially 
qualified to speak on the subject. It is certain that, as Christianity 
passes beyond its mediaval phase, and casts aside the husk of 
outworn dogmas, it will more and more approximate to Shelley’s | 
exposition. Here and here only is a vital faith, adapted to the 
conditions of ‘modern thought, indestructible because essential, 
and fitted to unite instead of separating minds of divers quality. 
It may sound paradoxical to claim for Shelley of all men a clear 
insight into the enduring element of the Christian creed ; but it was 
precisely his detachment from all its accidents which enabled him 
to discern its spiritual purity, and placed him in a true relation to 
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its Founder. For those who would neither on the one hand relin- 
quish what is permanent in religion, nor yet on the other deny the 
inevitable conclusions of modern thought, his teaching is indubita- 
bly valuable. His fierce tirades against historic Christianity must 
be taken as directed against an ecclesiastical system of spiritual, 
tyranny, hypocrisy, and superstition, which in his opinion had re- 
tarded the growth of free institutions, and fettered the human in-. 
tellect. Like Campanella, he distinguished between Christ, who 
sealed the gospel of charity with his blood, and those Christians 
who would be the first to crucify their Lord if he returned to earth. 

That Shelley lived up to his religious creed is amply proved, 
To help the needy and to relieve the sick, seemed to him a simple 
duty which he cheerfully discharged. ‘His charity, though liberal, 
was not weak. He inquired personally into the circumstances of 
his petitioners, visited the sick in their beds, .... and kepta 
regular list of industrious poor, whom he assisted with small sums 
to make up their accounts.”- At Marlow, the miserable condition 
of the lace-makers called forth all his energies ; and Mrs. Shelley 
\tells us that an acute ophthalmia, from which he twice suffered, was 
contracted in a visit to their cottages. Astory told by Leigh Hunt 

“about his finding a woman ill on Hampstead Heath, and carrying 
her from door to door in the vain hopes of meeting with a man as 
charitable as himself, until he had to house the poor creature with 
his friends the Hunts, reads like a practical illustration of Christ’s 
parable about the Good Samaritan. Nor was it merely to the so- 
called poor that Shelley showed his generosity. His purse was al- 
ways open to his friends. Peacock received from him an annual 
allowance of too/. He gave Leigh Hunt, on one occasion, 1400/.; 
and he discharged debts of Godwin, amounting, it is said, to about 
6000/7. In his pamphlet on Putting Reform to the Vote, he offered 
to subscribe too/. for the purpose of founding an association; and 
we have already seen that he headed the Tremadoc subscription 
with a sum of 500/. These instances of his generosity might be 
easily multiplied ; and when we remember that his present income 
was 1000/., out of which 200/. went to the support of his children, 
it will be understood not only that he could not live luxuriously, 
but also that he was in frequent money difficulties through the ne- 
cessity of raising funds upon his expectations, His self-denial in 
all minor matters of expenditure was conspicuous. Without a 
murmur, without ostentation, this heir of the richest baronet in Sus- 
sex illustrated by his own conduct those principles of democratic 
simplicity and of fraternal charity which formed his political and 
social creed. 

A glimpse into the cottage at Great Marlow is afforded by a 
careless sentence of Leigh Hunt’s. “He used to sit in a study 
adorned with casts, as large as life, of the Vatican Apollo and the 
celestial Venus.” Fancy Shelley with his bright eyes and elf-locks 
in a tiny, low-roofed room, correcting proofs of Laon and Cythna, 
between the Apollo of the Belvedere.and the Venus de’ Medici, 
life-sized, and as crude as casts by Shout could make them! In 
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this house, Miss Clairmount, with her brother and Allegra, lived 
as Shelley’s guests; and here Clara Shelley was born on the 3rd 
of September, 1817. In the same autumn, Shelley-suffered from a 
severe pulmonary attack. The critical state of his health, and the 
apprehension, vouched for by Mrs. Shelley, that the Chancellor 
might lay his vulture’s talons on the children of his second mar- 
riage, were the motives which induced him to leave England for 
Italy in the spring of 1818.* He never returned. Four years only 
of life were left to him—years filled with music that will sound 
as long as English lasts. 

It was on the 11th of March that the Shelleys took their departure 
with Miss Clairmont and the child Allegra. They went straight to 
Milan, and after visiting the Lake of Como, Pisa, the Bagni di 
Lucca, Venice, and Rome, they settled early in the following Decem- 
ber at Naples. Shelley’s letters to Peacock form the invaluable 
record of this period of his existence. Taken altogether, they are 
the most perfect specimens of descriptive prose in the English 
language ; never over-charged with colour, vibrating with emotions 
excited by the stimulating scenes of Italy, frank in criticism, and 
exquisitely delicate in observation. Their transparent sincerity and 
unpremeditated grace, combined with natural finish of expression, 
make them masterpieces of a style at once familiar and elevated. 
That Shelley’s sensibility to art was not so highly cultivated as his 
feeling for nature, is clear enough in many passages: but there is 
no trace of admiring to order in his comments upon pictures or stat- 
ues. Familiarity with the great works of antique and Italian art would 
doubtless have altered some of the opinions he at first expressed; 
just as longer residence among the people made him modify his views 
about their character. Meanwhile, the spirit of modest and unprej- 
udiced attention in which he began his studies of sculpture and 
painting, might well be imitated in the present day by travellers 
who think that to pin their faith to some famous critic’s verdict is 
the acme of good taste. If there was space for a long quotation 
from these letters, I should choose the description of Pompeii (Jan. 
26, 1819, or that of the Baths of Caracalla (March 23, 1819). As it 
is, J must content myself with a short but eminently characteristic 
passage, written from Ferrara, Nov. 7, 1818 :— 

\ 

The handwriting of Ariosto is a small, firm, and pointed character, ex- 
pressing, as Ishould say, a strong and keen, but circumscribed energy of 
mind; that of Tasso is large, free, and flowing, except that there is a 
checked expression in the midst of its flow, which brings the letters into a 
smaller compass than one expected from the beginning of the word. | It is) 
the symbol of an intense and earnest mind, exceeding at times its own 
depth, and admonished to return by the chillness of the waters of oblivion 
striking upon its adventurous feet. You know I always seek in what Isee 
the manifestation of something beyond the present and tangible object; 
and as we do not agree in physiognomy, so we may not agree now. But 
my business is to relate my own sensations, and not to attempt to inspire 
others with them. 


* See Note on Poems of 1819, and Compare the lyric ‘‘ The billows on the beach,”” 


SHELLEY. “at 


Inthe middle of August, Shelley left his wife at the Bagni di 
Lucca, and paid a visit to Lord Byron at Venice. He arrived at 
midnight inathunderstorm. Fulzan and Maddalo was the literary 
fruit of this excursion—a poem which has rightly been characterised 
by Mr. Rossetti as the most perfect specimen in our language of the 
“poetical treatment of ordinary things.” The description of a 
Venetian sunset, touched to sadness amid all its splendour by the 
gloomy presence of the madhouse, ranks among Shelley’s finest 
word-paintings ; while the glimpse of Byron’s life is interesting on 
a lower level. Here is the picture of the sunset and the island of 
San Lazzaro :— 


Oh! 
How beautiful 1s sunset, when the glow 
Of heaven descends upon a land like thee, 
Thou paradise of exiles, Italy, 
Thy mountains, seas, and vineyards, and the towers 
Of cities they encircle !—It was ours 
To stand on thee, beholding it : and then, 
Just where we had dismounted, the Count’s men 
Were waiting for us with the gondola. 
As those who pause on some delightful way, 
Though bent on pleasant pilgrimage, we stood 
Looking upon the evening, and the flood 
Which lay between the city and the shore, 
_ Paved with the image of the sky. The hoar 
And airy Alps, towards the north, appeared, 
Thro’ mist, a heaven-sustaining bulwark, reared 
Between the east and west; and ‘half the sky 
Was roofed with clouds of rich emblazonry, 
Dark purple at the zenith, which still grew 
Down the steep west into a wondrous hue 
Brighter than burning gold, even to the rent 
Where the swift sun yet paused in his descent 
’ Among the many-folded hills. They were 

Those famous Euganean hills, which bear, 

As seen from Lido through the harbour piles, 
The likeness of a clump of peaked isles— 

And then, as if the earth and sea had been 
Dissolved into one lake of fire, were seen 

Those mountains towering, as from waves of flame, 
Around the vaporous sun, from which there came 
The inmost purple spirit of light, and made 
Their very peaks transparent. ‘Ere it fade,” 
Said my companion, “I will show you soon 

A better station.” So, o’er the lagune 

We glided; and from that funereal bark 

I leaned, and saw the city, and could mark 

How from their many isles, in evening’s gleam, 
Its temples and its palaces did seem 
Like fabrics of enchantment piled to heaven. 

I was about to speak, when—‘‘ We are even 
Now at the point I meant,” said Maddalo, 

And bade the gondolieri cease to row, 
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“Look, Julian, on the west, and listen well 

If you hear not a deep and heavy bell.” 

I looked, and saw between us and the sun 

A building on an island, such a one 

As age to age might add, for uses vile,— 

A windowless, deformed, and dreary pile ; 

And on the top an open tower, where hung 

A bell, which in the radiance swayed and swung,- 
We could just hear its coarse and iron tongue: 
The broad sun sank behind it, and it tolled 

In strong and black relief—* What we behold 
Shall be the madhouse and its belfry tower,”— 
Said Maddalo; “ and ever at this hour, ‘ 

Those who may cross the water hear that bell, 
Which calls the maniacs, each one from his cell, 
To vespers.” 


It may be parenthetically observed that one of the few familiar 
. quotations from Shelley’s poems occurs in Fulzan and Maddalo :-— 


Most wretched men 
Are cradled into poetry by wrong: 
They learn in suffering what they teach in song. 

Byron lent the Shelleys his villa of the Cappuccini near Este, 
where they spent some weeks in the autumn. Here Prometheus 
Unbound was begun, and the Lives written among Euganean Hills 
were composed; and here Clara became so ill that her parents 
thought it necessary to rush for medical assistance to Venice. 
They had forgotten their passport; but Shelley’s irresistibleenergy 
overcame all difficulties, and they entered Venice—only in time, 
however, for the child to die. 

Nearly the whole of the winter was spent in Naples, where 
Shelley suffered from depression of more than ordinary depth. 
Mrs. Shelley attributed this gloom to the state of his health; but 
Medwin tells a strange story, which, if it is not wholly a romance, 
may better account for the poet’s melancholy. He says that so far 
back as the year 1816, on theenight before his departure from 
London, “a married lady, young, handsome, and of noble. connex- 
ions,” came to him, avowed the passionate love she had conceived 
for him, and proposed that they should fly together.* He explained 
to her that his hand and heart had both been given irrevocably to 
another, and, after the expression of the most exalted sentiments 
on both sides, they parted. She followed him, however, from place 
to place; and without intruding herself upon his notice, found 
some consolation in remaining near him. Now she arrived at. 
Naples ; and at Naples she died. The web of Shelley’s life was a 
wide one, and included more destinies than ‘his own. Godwin, as 
we have reason to believe, attributed the suicide of Fanny Imlay 
to her hopeless love for Shelley; and the tale of Harriet has been 


* Medwin’s Life of Shelley, vol. i. 324, His date, ars from the context to be 
a misprint. 
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already told. Therefore there is nothing absolutely improbable in 
Medwin’s story, especially when we remember that Hogg half-hu- 
morously tells us about Shelley’s attraction for women in London. 
At any rate, the excessive wretchedness of the lyrics written at 
Naples-can hardly be accounted for by the “ constant and poignant 
physical sufferings” of which Mrs. Shelley speaks, since these 
were habitual to him. She was herself, moreover, under the im- 
pression that he was concealing something from her, and we know 
from her own words in another place that his “fear to wound the 
feelings of others” often impelled him to keep his deepest sorrows 
to himself.* 

All this while his health was steadily improving. The menace 
of consumption was removed ; and though he suffered from severe 
attacks of pain in the side, the cause of this persistent malady does 
not seem to have been ascertained. At Naples he was under treat- 
ment for disease of the liver. Afterwards, his symptoms were as- 
cribed to nephritis; and it is certain that his greater or less free- 
dom from uneasiness varied with the quality of the water he 
drank. He was, for instance, forced to eschew the drinking water 
_of Ravenna, because it aggravated his symptoms; while Florence, 
for a similar reason, proved un unsuitable residence. The final 
settlement of the Shelleys at Pisa seems to have been determined by 
the fact that the water of that place agreed with him. That the 
spasms which from time to time attacked him were extremely 
serious, is abundantly proved by the testimony of those who lived 
with him at this period, and by his own letters. Some relief was 
obtained by mesmerism, a remedy suggested by Medwin; but the 
obstinacy of the torment preyed upon his spirits to such an extent, 
that even during the last months of his life, we find him begging 
Trelawny to procure him prussic acid as a final and effectual 
remedy for all the ills that flesh is heir to. It may be added that 

' mental application increased the mischief, for he told Leigh Hunt 
that the composition of Zhe Cenc¢ had cost him a fresh seizure. 
Yet though his sufferings were indubitably real,the eminent physican, 
Vacca, could discover no organic disease ; and possibly Trelawny 

came near the truth when he attributed Shelley’s spasms to insufh- 
cient and irregular diet, and to a continual over-taxing of his 
nervous system. 

Mrs. Shelley states that the change from England to Italy 
was in all respects beneficial to her husband. She was inclined to 
refer the depression from which he occasionally suffered, to his 
solitary habits; and there are several passages in his own letters 
which connect his melancholy with solitude. It is obvious that 
when he found himself in the congenial company of Trelawny, 
Williams, Medwin, or the Gisbornes, he was simply happy ; and 
nothing could be further from the truth than to paint him as habit- 
ually sunk in gloom, On the contrary, we hear quite as much 
about his high spirits, his “Homeric laughter,” his playfulness 


* Note on the revolt of Islam. 
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with children, his readiness to join the amusements of his chosen 
circle, and his incomparable conversation, as we do about his 
solitary broodings, and the seasons when pain or bitter memories 
over-cast his heaven. Byron, who had some right to express a 
judgment in such a matter, described him as the most companionable 
man under the age of thirty he had ever met with. Sheliey rode - 
and practised pistol-shooting with his brother bard, sat up late to 
talk with him, enjoyed his jokes, and even betted with him on one 
occsaion marked by questionable taste. All this is quite incom- 
patible with that martrydom to persecution, remorse or physical 
suffering, with which it pleased some romantic persons to invest 
the poet. Society of the ordinary kind he hated. The voice ofa 
stranger, or a ring at the house-bell, heard from afar with Shelley’s 
almost inconceivable quickness of preception, was enough to make 
him leave the house ; and one of his prettiest poems is written on 
his mistaking his wife’s mention of the Aziola, a little owl common 
enough in Tuscany, for an allusion to a tiresome visitor. This dis- 
like for intercourse with commonplace people was the source of some 
disagreement between him and Mrs. Shelley, andkept him further 
apart from Byron than he might otherwise have been. In a valuable 
letter recently published by Mr. Garnet, he. writes :—‘‘I detest all 
society—almost all, at least—and Lord Byron is the nucleus of all 
that is hateful and tiresome in it.” And again, speaking about 
his wife to Trelawny, he said :—*‘‘She can’t bear solitude, nor I 
society—the quick coupled with the dead.” 

In the year 1818-19 the Shelleys had no friends at all in Italy, 
except Lord Byron at Venice, and Mr. and Mrs. John Gisborne at 
Leghorn. Mrs. Gisborne had been a friend of Mary Wollstonecraft 
and Godwin. She was a woman of much cultivation, devoid of 
prejudice, and, though less enthusiastic than Shelley liked, quite 
capable of appreciating the inestimable privilege of his acquaintance. 
Her husband, to use a now almost obsolete phrase, was a scholar 
and a gentleman. He shared his wife’s enlightened opinions, and 
remained stanch through good and ill report to his new friends. 
At Rome and Naples they knew absolutely noone. Shelley’s time 
was therefore passed in study and composition. In the previous 
summer he had translated the Symposium of Plato, and begun an 
essay on the Ethics ‘of the Greeks, which remains unluckily a 
fragment. Together with Mary he read much Italian literature, 
and his observations on the chief Italian poets form a valuable 
contribution to their criticism. While he admired the splendour 
and invention of Ariosto, he could not tolerate his moral tone. 
Tasso struck him as cold and artificial, in spite of his “ delicate 
moral sensibility.” Boccaccio he preferred to both; and _ his 
remarks on this prose-poet are extremely characteristic. “ How 
much do I admire Boccaccio! What descriptions of nature are 
those in his little introductions to every new day! It s the morn- 
ing of life stripped of that mist of familiarity which makes it obscure 
to us. Boccaccio seems to me to have possessed a deep sense of 
the fair ideal of human life, considered in its social relations, 
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His more serious theories of love agree especially with mine. He 
' often expresses things lightly too, which have serious meanings of 
a very beautiful kind. He is a moral casuist, the opposite of the 
Christian, stoical, ready-made, and worldly system of morals. Do 
you remember one little remark or rather maxim of his, which 
might do some good to the common, narrow-minded conceptions of 
love,—Bocca baciata, non perde ventura; anzi rinnuova, come fa la 
luna’?” Dante and Petrarch remained the objects of his lasting 
admiration, though the cruel Christianity of the /zferno seemed 
_ to him an ineradicable blot upon the greatest of Italian poems. 
Of Petrarch’s “tender and solemn enthusiasm,” he speaks with the 
sympathy of one who understood the inner mysteries of idealising 
love. 
it will be gathered from the foregoing quotations that Shelley, 
notwithstanding his profound study of style and his exquisite per- 
ception of beauty in form and rhythm, required more than merely 
artistic excellences in poetry. He judged poems by their content 
and spirit ; and while he plainly expressed his abhorrence of the 
didactic manner, he held that art must be moralised in order to be 
truly great. The distinction he drew between Theocritus and the 
earlier Greek singers in the Defence of Poetry, his severe strictures 
on The Two Noble Kinsmen in aletter to Mary (Aug. 20, 1818), and 
his phrase about Ariosto, “who is entertaining and graceful, and 
sometimes a poet,” illustrate the application of critical canons wholly 
at variance with the “ art for art ” doctrine. 
While studying Italian, he continued faithful to Greek. Plato 
was often in his hands, and the dramatists formed his almost in- 
‘separable companions. How deeply he felt the art of the Homeric 
poems, may be gathered from the following extract :—“ I congrat- 
ulate you on your conquest of the Iliad. You must have been as- 
tonished at the perpetually increasing magnificence of the last 
seven books. Homer there truly begins to be himself. The battle 
of the Scamander, the funeral of Patroclus, and the high and 
solemn close of the whole bloody tale in tenderness and inexpiable 
sorrow, are wrought in a manner incomparable with anything of 
the same kind. The Odyssey is sweet, but there is nothing like 
this.” About this time, prompted by Mrs. Gisborne, he began 
the study of Spanish, and conceived an ardent admiration for Cal- 
deron, whose splendid and supernatural fancy tallied with his own. 
“J am bathing myself in the light and odour of the starry Au- 
tos,” he writes to Mr. Gisborne in the autumn of 1820. /ausf, too, 
was a favourite. ‘“ I have been reading over and over again Faust, 
and always with sensations which no other composition excites. 
It deepens the gloom and augments the rapidity of ideas, and would 
therefore seem to me an unfit study for any person who is a prey 
to the reproaches of memory, and the delusions of an imagination 
not to be restrained.” The profound impression made upon him 
by Margaret’s story is expressed in two letters about Retzsch’s 
illustrations :—“ The artist makes one envy his happiness that he 
can sketch such things with calmness, which I only dared look 
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upon once, and which made my brain swim round only to touch 
the leaf on the opposite side of which I knew that it was figured.” 
The fruits of this occupation with Greek, Italian, Spanish, and 
German were Shelley’s translations from Homer and Euripides, 
from Dante, from Calderon’s Wagico Prodigioso, and from Faust, 
translations which have never been surpassed for beauty of form 
.and complete transfusion of the spirit of one literature into the 
language of another. On translation, however, he set but little 
store, asserting that he only undertook it when he “ could do ab- 
-solutely nothing else,’’ and writing earnestly to dissuade Leigh 
Hunt from devoting time which might be better spent, to work of 
subordinate importance.* The following version of a Greek epi- 
gram on Plato’s spirit will illustrate his own method of translation :-— 


Eagle ! why soarest thou above that tomb ? 

To what sublime and star-y-paven home 
Floatest thou ? 

I am the image of swift Plato’s spirit, 

Ascending heaven :—Athens does inherit 
His corpse below. 


Some time in the year 1820-21, he composed the Defence of 
Poetry, stimulated to this undertaking by his friend Peacock’s 
article on poetry. published in the Lzterary Miscellany.t This 
essay not only sets forth his theory of his own art, but it also con- 
tains some of his finest prose writing, of which the following pas- 


sage, valuable alike for matter and style, may be cited as a speci- 
men :— 


The functions of the poetical faculty are two-fold ; by one it creates new 
materials of knowledge, and power, and pleasure ; by the other it engenders 
in the mind a desire to reproduce and arrange them according to a certain 
rhythm and order which may be called the beautiful and the good. The 
cultivation of poetry is never more to be- desired than at periods when, 
from an excess of the selfish and calculating principle, the accumulation’ 
of the materials of external life exceed the quantity of the power of 
assimilating them to the internal laws of human nature. The body has 
then become too unwieley for that which animates it. 

Poetry is indeed something divine. It'is at once the centre and c’rcum- 
ference of knowledge ; it is that which comprehends all science, and that 
to which all science must be referred. Itis at the same time the root and 
blossom of all other systems of thought; it is that from which all spring, 
and that which adorns all; and that which, if blighted, denies the fruit and 
the seed, and withholds from the barren world the nourishment and the 
succession of the scions of the tree of life. It is the perfect and 
consummate surface and bloom of all things; it is as the odour and the 
colour of the rose to the texture of the elements which compose it, as the 
form and splendour of unfaded beauty to the secrets of anatomy and 
corruption. What were virtue, love, patriotism, frienship—what were the 
scenery of this beautiful universe which we inhabit—what were our consola- 
tions on this side of the grave—and what were our aspirations beyond it, if 

* Letter from Florence, Nov., 1819. 
t+ See Letter to Ollier, Jan. 20, aoe Shelley Memorials, p. 135. 
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poetry did not ascend to bring light and fire from those eternal regions 
where the owl-winged faculty of calculation dare not ever soar? Poetry is 
not like reasoning, a power, to be exerted according to the determination 
of the will, A man cannot say, “I-will compose poetry.” The greatest 
poet even cannot say it ; for the mind in creation is as a fading coal, which 
some invisible influence, like an inconstant wind, awakens to transitory 
. brightness ; this power arises from within, like the colour of a flower which 
fades and changes as it is developed, and the conscious portions of our 
natures are unprophetic either of its approach or its departure. Could 
this influence be durable in its original purity and force, it is impossible 
to predict the greatness of the results; but when composition begins, in- 
spiration is already on the decline, and the most glorious poetry that has 
ever been communicated to the world is probably a feeble shadow of the 
orignal conceptions of the poet. JI appeal to the greatest poets of the 
present day, whether it is notan error to assert that the finest passages of 
poetry are produced by labour and study. The toil and the delay recom- 
mended by critics, can be justly interpreted to mean no more than a care- 
ful observation of the inspired moments. and an artificial connexion of the 
spaces between their suggestions by the intermixture of conventional ex- 
pressions ; a necessity only imposed by the limitedness of the poetical fa- 
culty itself ; for Milton conceived the “ Paradise Lost ” as a whole before 
he executed it in portions. We have his own authority also for the muse 
having “‘ dictated ” to him the “unpremeditated song.” And let this be 
an answer to those who would allege the fifty-six various readings of the 
first line of the ‘‘ Orlando Furioso.”. Compositions so produced are to 
poetry what mosaic is!to painting. This instinct and intuition of the 
poetical faculty is still more observable in the plastic and pictorial arts ; a 
great statue or picture grows under the power of the artist as a child in the 
mother’s womb ; and the very mind which directs the hands in formation is 
‘incapable of accounting to itself for the origin, the gradations, or the media 
of the process. 

Poetry is the record of the best and happiest moments of the happiest 
and best minds.. We are aware of evanescent visitations of thought and 
feeling sometimes associated with place or person, sometimes regarding 
our own mind alone, and always arising unforeseen and departing unbidden, 
but elevating and delightful beyond all expression: so that even in the 
desire and the regret they leave, there cannot but be pleasure, participating 
as it does in the nature of its object. It is asit were the interpenetration 

of a divine nature through our own ; but its footsteps are like those of a 
wind over the sea, which the coming calm erases, and whose traces remain 
only, as on the wrinkled sand which paves it. These and corresponding 
conditions of being are experienced principally by those of the most delicate 
sensibility and the most enlarged imagination ; and the state of mind pro- 
duced by them is at war with every base desire. The enthusiasm of virtue, 
love, patriotism, and friendship, is essentially linked with such emotions ; 
and whilst they last, self appears as what it is, an atom-to a universe. 
Poets are not only subject to these experiences as spirits of the most 
refined organization, but they can colour all that they combine with the 
evanescent hues of this ethereal world; a word, a trait in the repre- 
sentation of a scene or a passion, will touch the enchanted chord, and 
reanimate,in.those who have ever experienced these emotions, the sleeping, 
the cold, the buried i image of the past. Poetry thus makes immortal all 
that is best and most beautiful in the world ; it arrests the vanishing appa- 
ritions which haunt the interlunations of life, and veiling them, or in Jan- 
guage or in form, sends them forth among mankind, bearing sweet news of 
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kindred joy to those with whom their sisters abide—abide, because there 
is no portal of expression from the caverns of the spirit which they inhabit 
into the universe of things. Poetry redeems from decay the visitations 
of the divinity in man. 


In the midst of these zsthetic studies, and while’ producing his 
own greatest works, Shelley was not satisfied that his genius ought 
to be devoted to poetry. ‘‘I consider poetry,’ he wrote to Peacock, 
January 26th, 1819, “very subordinate to moral and political science, 
and if | were well, certainly I would aspire to the latter; for I can 
conceive a great work, embodying the discoveries of allages, and har- 
monising the contending creeds by which mankind have been ruled. 
Far from me is such an attempt, and I shall be content, by exercis- 
ing my fancy, to amuse myself, and perhaps some others, and cast _ 
what weight I can into the scale of that balance which the Giant of 
Arthegall holds.” Whether he was right in the conviction that his 
genius was no less fitted for metaphysical speculation or for political 
science than for poetry, is a question that admits of -much debate.* 
We have nothing but fragments whereby to form a definite opinion 
—the unfinished Defence of Poetry, the unfinished Essay on a 
future State, the unfinished Essay on Christianity, the unfinished 
Essay on the Punishment of Death,and the scattered Speculations 
on Metaphysics. None of these compositions justify the belief so 
confidently expressed by Mrs. Shelley in her Preface to the prose 
works, that ““had not Shelley deserted metaphysics for poetry in 
\his youth, and had he not been lost to us early, so that all his vaster 
projects were wrecked with him in the waves, he would have pre- 
sented the world witha complete theory of mind; a theory in which 
Berkeley, Coleridge, and Kant would have contributed; but more 
simple, unimpugnable, and entire than the systems of these writers.” 
Their incompleteness rather tends to confirm what she proceeds to 
state, that the strain of philosophical composition was too great for 
his susceptible nerves ; while her further observation that “ thought 
kindled imagination and awoke sensation, and rendered him dizzy 
from too great keenness of emotion,’”? seems to indicate that his 
nature was primarily that of a poet deeply tinctured with philoso- 
phical speculation, rather than that of a metaphysician warmed at 
intervals to an imaginative fervour. Another of her remarks con- 
firms usin this opinion. ‘“ He considered these philosophical views 
of mind and nature to be instinct with the intensest spirit of poetry.” + 
This is the position of the poet rather.than the analyst; and, on 
the whole, we are probably justified in concluding with Mrs. Shelley, 
that he followed a true instinct when he dedicated himself to poetry, 
and trained his powers in that direction.{ To dogmatise upon the 
topic would be worse than foolish. There was something incalcul- 
able, incommensurable, and demonic in Shelley’s genius ; and what 

_ he might have achieved, had his life been spared and had his health 
progressively improved, it is of course impossible to say. 


Hore Mrs. Shelley’s note on the Revolt of Islam, and the whole Preface to the Prose 
orks. : 
t Note on Prometheus. + Note on Revolt of Islam, 
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In the spring of 1819 the Shelleys settled in Rome, where the 
poet proceeded with the composition of Prometheus Unbound. 
He used to write among the ruins of the Baths of Caracalla, not 
then, as now, despoiled of all their natural beauty, but waving with 
the Paradise of flowers and shrubs described in his incomparable 
letter of March the 23rd to Peacock. Rome, however, was not des- 
tined to retain them long. On the 7th of June they lost their son 
William after a short illness. Shelley loved this child intensely, 
and sat by his bedside for sixty hours without taking rest. He was 
now practically childless ; and his grief found expression in many 
of his poems, especially in the fragment headed “ Roma, Roma, 
Roma! non é piu com era prima.’ William was buried in the 
‘Protestant cemetery, of which Shelley had written a description to 
Peacock in the previous December. “ The English burying-place 
is a green slope near the walls, under the pyramidal tomb of Cestius, 
and is, I think, the most beautiful and solemn cemetery I éver be- 
held. To see the sun shining on its bright grass, fresh, when we 
first visited it, with the autumnal dews, and hear the whispering of 
the wind among the leaves of the trees which have overgrown the 
_ tomb of Cestius, and the soil which is stirring in the sun-warm 

earth, and to mark the tombs, mostly of women and young people 
who were buried there, one might, if one were to die, desire the 
sleep they seemtosleep. Suchis the human mind, and so it peoples 
with its wishes vacancy and oblivion.” 

Escaping from the scene of so much sorrow, they established 
themselves at the Villa Valsovano, near Leghorn. Here Shelley 
began and finished 7e Cencé at the instance of his wife, who rightly 
thought that he undervalued his own powers as a dramatic poet. 
The supposed portrait of Beatrice in the Barberini-Palace had pow- 
erfully affected his imagination, and he fancied that her story would 
form the fitting subject fora tragedy. It is fortunate for English 
literature that the real facts of that domestic drama, as recently 
published by Signor Bertolotti, were then involved in a tissue of 
romance and legend. During this summer he saw a great deal of the 
Gisborne family. Mrs. Gisborne’s son by a previous marriage, 
Henry Reveley, was an engineer, and Shelley conceived a project 
of helping him to build a steamer which should ply between Leg- 
horn and Marseilles. He was to supply the funds, and the pecuni- 
ary profit was to be shared by the Gisborne family. The scheme 
eventually fell through, though Shelley spent a good deal of money 
upon it; and its‘only importance is the additional light it throws 
upon his public and private benevolence. From Leghorn the Shel- 
leys removed in the autumn to Florence, where, on the 12th of 
November, the present Sir Percy Florence Shelley was born. 
Here Shelley wrote the last act of Prometheus Unbound, which, 
though the finest portion of that unique drama, seems to have been 
an afterthought. In the Cascine outside Florence he also composed 
the Ode to the West Wind, the most symmetrically perfect as well 
as the most impassioned of his minor lyrics. He spent much time 
in the galleries, made notes upon the principal antique statues, and _ 
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formed a plan of systematic art-study. The climate, however, dis- 
agreed with him, and in the month of January, 1820, they took up 
their abode at Pisa. ; 

181g was the most important year in Shelley’s life, so far as 
literary production is concerned. Besides 7he Cenct and Pro- 
metheus Unbound, of which it yet remains to speak, this year saw 
the production of several political and satirical poeems—the Masque 
of Anarchy, suggested by the news of the Peterloo massacre, 
being by far the most important. Shelley attempted the com- 
position of short popular songs which should stir the English 
people to a sense of what he felt to be their degradation. But he 
lacked the directness which alone could make such verses forcible, 
and the passionate apostrophe to the Men of England in his 
Masque of Anarchy marks the highest point of his achievement 
in this style :— - 


Men of England, Heirs of Glory, 
Heroes of unwritten story, 
Nurslings of one mighty mother, 
Hopes of her, and one another! 


Rise, like lions after slumber, 

In unvanquishable number, 

Shake your chains to earth like dew, 
Which in sleep had fall’n on you. 
Ye are many, they are few. 


Peter Bell the Third, written in this year, and Szwed/-foot the 
Tyrant, composed in the following autumn, are remarkable as 
showing with what keen interest Shelley watched public affairs in 
England «from his exile home; but, for my own part, I cannot 
agree with those critics who esteem their humour at a high rate. 
The political poems may profitably be compared with his contem- 
porary correspondence ; with the letters, for instance, to Leigh 
Hunt, November 23rd, 1819; and to Mr. John Gisborne, April 
1oth, 1822 ; and with an undated fragment published by Mr. Garnett 
in the Relics of Shelley, page 84. No student of English political 
history before the Reform Bill can regard his apprehensions of a 
great catastrophe as ill-founded. His insight into the real danger 
to the nation was as penetrating as his suggestion of a remedy 
was moderate, Those who are accustomed to think of the poet as 
a visionary enthusiast, will rub their eyes when they read the 
sober lines in which he warns his friend to be cautious about the 
security offered by the English Funds. Another letter, dated 
Lerici, June 29, 1822, illustrates the same practical temper of 
mind, the same logical application of political principles to questions 
of public econotny. 

That Prometheus Unbound and The Cenct should have been 
composed in one and the same year must be ‘reckoned among the 
greatest wonders of literature, not only because of their sublime 
greatness, but also because of their essential difference, AEschylus, 
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it is well known, had written a sequel to his Prometheus Bound, 
in which he showed the final reconciliation between Zeus, the op- 
pressor, and Prometheus, the champion, of humanity. What that 
reconciliation was, we do not know, because the play is lost, and 
the fragments are too brief for supporting any probable hypothesis. 
But Shelley repudiated the notion of compromise. He could not 
conceive of the Titan“ unsaying his high language, and quailing 
before his successful and perfidious adversary.” He, therefore, 
approached the theme of liberation from a wholly different point 
of view. Prometheus'in his drama is the humane vindicator of 
love, justice, and liberty, as opposed to Jove, the tyrannical _op- 
pressor, and creator of all evil by his selfish rule.. Prometheus is 
the mind of man idealised, the spirit of, our race, as Shelley 
thought it made to be., Jove is the incarnation of all that thwarts 
its free development... Thus counterposed, the two. chief. actors 
represent the fundamental, antitheses of good and evil, liberty 
and despotism, love and hate. They give the form of personality 
to Shelley’s ‘Ormuzd-Ahriman) dualism already expressed in the 
first canto of Laon and Cythna, but, instead of being represented 
_ on the theatre of human life, the strife is now remoyed into the 

reign of abstractions, vivified by mythopoetry. Prometheus resists 
Jove to the uttermost, endures all torments, physical and moral, that 
the tyrant plagues him with, secure in his own strength, and 
calmly expectant of an hour which shall hurl Jove from heaven, 
and leave the spirit of good triumphant. That hour arrives; Jove 
disappears ; the burdens of the world and men are suddenly re- 
moved; a new age of peace and freedom and illimitable energy 
begins ; the whole universe partakes in the emancipation; the 
spirit of the earth no longer groans in pain, but sings alternate 
loye-songs with his sister orb, the moon; Prometheus is re-united 
in indissoluble bonds to his old love, Asia. Asia, withdrawn 
from sight during the first act, but spoken of as waiting in her 
exile for the fated hour, is the true mate of the human spirit. 
She is the fairest daughter of Earth and Ocean. Like Aphrodite, 
she rises in the AXgean near the land called by her name; and in 
the time of tribulation she, dwells'in afar Indian vale. She 
is the Idea of Beauty incarnate, the shadow of the Light of Life 
which sustains the world and enkindles it with love, the reality 
of Alastor’s vision, the breathing image of the awful loveliness 
apostrophised in the Ayn to Intellectual Beauty, the reflex of 
the, splendour of which Adonais. was a part. At the moment of 
her triumph she grows so beautiful that Ione her sister cannot 
see her, only feels her influence. The essential thought of Shel- 
ley’s creed was that the universe is penetrated, vitalised, made 
reai by a spirit, which he sometimes called the spirit of Nature, 
but which is always conceived as more than Life, as that which 
gives its actuality to Life, and Jastly as Love and Beauty. To 
adore this spirit, to clasp it with affection, and to blend with it, is, 
he thought, the true object of man. Therefore, the final union 
of Prometheus with Asia is the consummation of human destinies. 
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Love was the only law Shelley recognised. Unterrified by the 
grim realities of pain and crime revealed in nature and society, 
he held fast to the belief that, if we could but pierce to the core 
of things, if we could but be what we might be, the world and 
man would both attain to their perfection in eternal love. What 
resolution through some transcendental harmony was expected 
by Shelley for the palpable discords in the structure of the uni- 
verse, we hardly know. He did not give his philosophy system- 
atic form : and his new science of love remains a luminous poetic 
vision—nowhere more brilliantly set forth than in the “sevenfold 
hallelujahs and harping symphonies” of this, the final triumph 
of his lyrical poetry. 

In Prometheus, Shelley conceived a colossal work of art, and 
sketched out the main figures ona scale of surpassing magnificence. 
While painting in these figures, he seems to reduce their propor- 
tions too much to the level of earthly life. He quits his god-creat- 
ing, heaven compelling-throne of mythopeic inspiration, and de- 
scends to a love-story of Asia and Prometheus. In other words, 
he does not sustain the visionary and primeval dignity of these in- 
carnated abstractions ; nor, on the other hand, has he so elaborated 
their characters in detail as to give them the substantiality of per- 
sons.. There is therefore something vague and hollow in both fig- 
ures. Yet in the subordinate passages of the poem, the true myth- 
opeeic faculty—the faculty of finding concrete forms for thought, 
and of investing emotion with personality—shines forth with extra- 
ordinary force and clearness. We feel ourselves in the grasp of a 
primitive myth-maker while we read the description of Oceanus, 
and the raptures of the Earth and Moon. 

A genuine liking for Prometheus Unbound may be reckoned 
the touch-stone of a man’s capacity for understanding lyric poetry. 
The world in which the action is supposed to move, rings with spirit 
voices ; and what these spirits sing, is melody more purged of mortal 
dross than any other poet’s ear has caught, while listening to his own 
heart’s song, or to the rhythms of the world. There are hymns in 
Prometheus which seem to realise the miracle of making words, 
detached from meaning, the substance of a new ethereal music; and 
yet, although their verbal harmony is such, they are never devoid 
of definite significance for those who understand. Shelley scorned 
the zsthetics of a school which finds “sense swooning into non- 
sense ” admirable. And if a critic is so dull as to ask what “ Life 
of Life ! thy lips enkindle” means, or to whom it is addressed, none 
can help him any more than one can help a man whose sense of 
heating is too gross for the tenuity of'a bat’s cry. A voice in the 
air thus sings the hymn of Asia at the moment of her apotheosis :— 


Life of Life ! thy lips enkindle 
With their love the breath between them ; 
And thy smiles before they dwindle ’ 
_. Make the cold air fire; then screen them 
In those looks where whoso gazes 
Faints, entangled in their mazes, 
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Child of Light ! thy limbs are burning: | 
Through the vest which seems to hide them, 
As the radiant lines of morning | 
Through the clouds, ere they divide them ; 
And this atmosphere divinest 
Shrouds thee wheresoe’er thou shinest. 


Fair are others ; none beholds thee. 
But thy voice sounds Jow and tender, 
Like the fairest, for it folds thee 
From the sight, that liquid splendour, 
And all feel, yet see thee never 
As I feel now, lost for ever! 


Lamp of Earth where’er thou movest 

Its dim shades are clad with brightness, 
And the souls of whom thou lovest 

Walk upon the winds with lightness, 
Till they fail, as I am failing, 
Dizzy, lost, yet unbewailing ! 


It has been said that Shelley, as a landscape painter, is decidedly 
Turneresque ; and there is much in Prometheus Unbound to justify 
this opinion. The scale of colour is light and aerial, and the darker 
shadows are omitted. An excess of luminousness seems to be 
continually radiated. from the objects at which he looks; and in 
this radiation of many-coloured lights, the outline itself apt to be 
a little misty. Shelley, moreover, pierced through things to their 
spiritual essence. The actual world was less for him than that 


' which lies within it and beyond it. “TI seek’ he says himself,“ in 


what I see, the manifestation of something beyond the present and 
tangible object.” For him,as for the poet described by one of the 
spirit voices in Prometheus, the bees in the ivy-bloom are scarcely 
heeded ; they become in his mind,— 


Forms more real than living man, 
Nurslings of immortality. 


And yet who could have brought the bees, the lake, the sun, the 
bloom, more perfectly before us than that picture does ?*, What 
vignette is more exquisitely coloured and finished than the little 
study of a pair of halcyons in the third act? + Blake is perhaps 
the only artist who could have illustrated this drama. He might 
have shadowed forth the choirs of spirits, the trailing voices and 
their thrilling songs, phantasmal Demogorgon, and the charioted 
Hour.. Prometheus, too, with his “flowing limbs,” has just Blake’s 
fault of impersonation—the touch of unreality in that painter’s 
Adam. 

Passing to the Zhe Cencz, we change at once the moral and 
artistic atmosphere. The lyrical element, except for one most lovely 
dirge, is absent. Image and description are alike sternly ex- 


* Forman, yol, ii, p, 181, Tt Forman, vol, ii, p. 231- 
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cluded. Instead of soaring to the empyrean, our feet are firmly 
planted on the earth. In exchange for radiant visions of future 
perfection, we are brought into the sphere of dreadful passions— 
all the agony, endurance, and half-maddened action, of which luck- 
less human innocence is capable. To tell the legend of Beatrice 
Cenci here, is hardly needed. Her father, a monster of vice and 
cruelty, was bent upon breaking her spirit by imprisonment, torture, 
and nameless outrage. | At last her patience ended; and finding 
no redress in human justice, no champion of her helplessness in 
living man, she wrought his death. For this she died upon the 
scaffold, together with her step-mother and her brothers, who had 
aided in the execution of the murder. The interest of 7he Cencz, 
and it is overwhelmingly great, centres in Beatrice and her father ; 
from these two chief actors in the drama, all the other characters 
fall away into greater or less degrees of unsubstantiality. Perhaps 
Shelley intended this—as the maker of a bas-relief contrives two 
or three planes of figures for the presentation of his ruling group. 
Yet there appears to my mind a defect of accomplishment, rather 
than a deliberate intention, in the delineation of Orsino. Heseems 
meant to be the wily, crafty, Machiavellian reptile, whose calcula- 
ting wickedness should form a contrast to the dzmonic, reckless, 
almost maniacal fiendishness of old Francesco Cenci. But this 
conception of him wavers; his love for Beatrice is too delicately 
tinted, and he is suffered to break down with an infirmity of con- 
science alien to such a nature. On the other hand the uneasy 
vacillations of Giacomo, and the irresolution, born of feminine 
weakness and want of fibre, in Lucrezia, serve to throw. the firm 
will of Beatrice into prominent relief; while her innocence, sus- 
tained through extraordinary suffering in circumstances of excep- 
tional horror—the innocence of a noble nature thrust by no act of 
its own but by its wrongs beyond the pale of ordinary woman- 
kind—is contrasted with the merely childish guiltlessness of Ber- 
nardo. Beatrice rises to her full height in the fifth act, dilates and 
grows with the approach of danger, and fills the whole scene 
with her spirit on the point of death. Her sublime confidence in 
the justice and essential rightness of her action, the glance of 
self-assured purity with which she annihilates the cut-throat brought 
to testify against her, her song in prison, and her tender solicitude 
for the frailer Lucrezia, are used with wonderful dramatic skill 
for the fulfilment of a feminine ideal at once delicate and powerful. 
Once and once only does she yield to ordinary weakness; it is 
when the thought crosses her mind that she may meet her father 
in the other world, as once he came to her on earth. 

Shelley dedicated The Cenc? to Leigh Hunt, saying that he had 
striven in this tragedy to cast aside the subjective manner of his 
earlier work, and to produce something at once more popular and 
more concrete, more sober in style, and with a firmer grasp on the 
realities of life. He was very desirous of getting it acted, and 
wrote to Peacock requesting him to offer it at Covent Garden, 
Miss O’Neil, he thought, would play the part of Beatrice admirably, 
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The manager, however, did not take this view; averring that the 
subject rendered it incapable of being even submitted to an ac- 
tress like Miss O’Neil. Shelley’s self-criticism is. always so valuable, 
that it may be well here to collect what he said about the two great 
dramas of 1819. Concerning Zhe Cenct he wrote to Peacock :— 
“It is written without any of the peculiar feelings and opinions 
which characterise my other compositions; I having attended 
simply to the impartial development of such characters.as it is prob- 
able the persons represented really were, together with the great- 
est degree of popular effect to be produced by such a development.” 
“ Cenct is written for the multitude, and ought to sell well.” “1 
believe it singularly fitted for the stage.’’ ‘“ Zhe Cencd is a work 
of art; it is not colcured by my feelings, nor obscured by my meta- 
physics. I don’t think much of it. It gave me less trouble than 
anything I have written of the same length.” Prometheus, on the 
other hand, he tells Ollier, “is my favorite poem; I charge you, 
therefore, specially to pet-him and feed him with fine ink and good 
paper ”—which was duly done. Again :—“ For Prometheus, | ex- 
pect and desire no great sale; Prometheus was never intended for 
more than five or six persons; it is in my judgment of a higher 
character than anything I have yet attempted, and is perhaps less 
an imitation of anything that has gone before; it is original, and 
cost me severe mental labour.” Shelley was right in judging that 
The Cencz would be comparatively popular ; this was proved by the _ 
fact that it went through two editions in his lifetime. The value 
he set upon Prometheus as the higher work, will hardly be disputed. | 
Unique in the history of literature, and displaying the specific 
qualities of its author at their height, the world could less easily 
afford to lose this drama than 7e Cencz, even though that be the 
greatest tragedy composed in English since the death of Shake- 
spere. For reasons which will be appreciated by lovers of dramatic 
poetry, I refrain from detaching portions of these two plays. Those 
who desire to make themselves acquainted with the author’s genius, 
must devote long and patient study to the originals in their en- 
tirety. 

ease Unbound, like the majority of Shelley’s works, fell 
still-born from the press. It furnished punsters with a joke, how- 
ever, which went the round of several papers ; this poem, they cried, 
is well named, for who would bind it? Of criticism that deserves 
the name, Shelley got absolutely nothing in his lifetime. The stu- 
pid but venomous reviews which gave him occasional pain, but 
which he mostly laughed at, need not now be mentioned. It is not 
much to any purpose to abuse the authors of mere rubbish. The 
real lesson to be learned from such of them as may possibly have 
been sincere,as well as from the failure of his contemporaries to ap- 
preciate his genius—the sneers of Moore, the stupidity of Campbell, 
the ignorance of Wordsworth, the priggishness of Southey, or the 
condescending tone of Keats—is that nothing is more difficult than 
for lesser men or equals to pay just homage to the greatest in their 
lifetime. Those who may be interested in studying Shelley’s atti. 
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tude towards his critics, should read a letter addressed to Ollier 
from Florence, October 15, 1819, soon after he had seen the vile 
attack upon him in the Quarterly, comparing this with the frag- 
ments of an expostulatory letter to the Editor, and the preface to 
Adonais.* It is clear that, though he bore scurrilous abuse with 
patience, he was prepared if needful to give blow for blow. On 
the 11th of June, 1821, he wrote to Ollier:—“ As yet I have 
laughed ; but woe to those scoundrels if they should once make me 
lose my temper!” The stanzas on the Quarterlyin Adonats, 
and the invective against Lord Eldon, show what Shelley could 
have done if he had chosen to castigate the curs. Meanwhile the 
critics achieved what they intended. Shelley, as Trelawny emphat- 
ically tells us, was universally shunned, coldly treated by Byron’s 
friends at Pisa, and regarded as a monster by such of the English 
in Italy as had not made his personal acquaintance. . On one occa- 
sion he is even said to have been knocked down in a post-office by 
some big bully, who escaped before he could obtain his name and 
address ; but thisis one of the stories rendered doubtful by lack of 
precise details. 


* Shelley Memorials, p. 121. Garnett’s Relics of Shelley, pp. 49, 180. Collected 
Letters, p. 147, in Moxon’s Edition of Works in one vol. 1840. 
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CHAPTER VI. 
RESIDENCE AT PISA. 


On the 26th of January, 1820, the Shelleys established them- 
selves at Pisa. From this date forward to the 7th of July, 1822, 
Shelley’s life divides itself into two periods of unequal length ; 
the first spent at Pisa, the baths of San Giuliano, and Leghorn; 
the second at Lerici, on the Bay of Spezia. Without entering into 
minute particulars of dates or recording minor changes of residence 
it is possible to treat of the first and longer period in general. 
The house he inhabited at Pisa was on the south side of the Arno. 
After a few months he became the neighbour of Lord Byron, who 
engaged the Palazzo Lanfranchi in order to be near him ; and here 
many y English and Italian friends gathered round them. Among 
these must be mentioned in the first place Captain Medwin, whose 
recollections of the Pisan residence are of considerable value, and 
next Captain Trelawny, who has left a record of Shelley’s last ‘days 
only equalled in vividness by Hoge’s account of the Oxford period, 
and marked by signs of more unmistakable accuracy. Not less 
important members of this private circle were Mr. and Mrs. Edward 
Elleker Williams, with whom Shelley and his wife lived on terms 
of the closest friendship. Among Italians, the physician Vacca, 
- the improvisatore Sgricci, and Rosini, the author of La Monaca di 
Monza, have to be recorded. It will be seen from this enumera- 
tion that Shelley was no longer solitary; and indeed it would appear 
that now, upon the eve of his accidental death, he had begun to en- 
joy an immunity from many of his previous ‘sufferings. Life ex- 
panded before him: his letters show that he was concentrating his 
powers and preparing for afresh flight ; and the months, though 
ever productive of poetic masterpieces, promised a still more mag- 
nificent birth in the future. 

In the summer and autumn of 1820, Shelley produced some of 
his most genial poems: the Letter to Marta Gisborne, which might 
be mentioned as a pendent to Fulian and Maddalo for its treat- 
ment of familiar things; the Ode toa Skylark, that most popular 
of all his lyrics; the Witch of Atlas, unrivalled as an Ariel-flight 
of fairy fancy? and the Ode to Naples, which, together with the 
Ode to Liberty, added a new lyric form to English literature. In 
the winter he wrote the Sensztive Plant, prompted thereto, we 
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are told, by the flowers which crowded Mrs. Shelley’s drawing-" 
room, and exhaled their sweetness to the temperate Italian sun- 
light.. Whether we consider the number of these poems or their 
diverse character, ranging from verse separated by an_ exquisitely 
subtle line from simple prose to the most impassioned eloquence 
and the most ethereal imagination, we shall be equally astonished. 
Every chord of the poet’s lyre is touched, from the deep bass 
string that echoes the diurnal speech of such a man as Shelley was 
to the fine vibrations of a treble merging its rarity of tone inaccents 
super-sensible to ordinary ears. One passage from the Letter to 
Maria Gisborne may here be quoted, not for its poetry, but for the 
light it casts upon the circle of his English friends. 


You are now 
In London, that great sea, whose ebb and flow 
At once is deaf and loud, and on the shore 
Vomits its wrecks, and still howls on for more, 
Yet in its depth what treasures! You will see 
That which was Godwin,—greater none than he 
Though fallen—and fallen on evil times—to stand 
Among the spirits of our age and land, 
Before the dread tribunal of 7% come 
The foremost, while Rebuke cowers pale and dumb 
You will see Coleridge—he who sits obscure 
In the exceeding lustre and the pure 
Intense irradition of a mind, 
Which, with its own internal lightning blind, 
Flags wearily through darkness and despair— 
A cloud-encircled meteor of the air, 
A hooded eagle among blinking owls. 
You will see Hunt; one of those happy souls 
Which are the salt of the earth, and without whom 
This world would smell like what it is—a tomb ; 
Who is, what others seem. His room no doubt 
Is still adorned by many a cast from Shout, 
With graceful flowers tastefully placed about, 
And coronals of bay from ribbons hung, 
And brighter wreaths in neat disorder flung; 
The gifts of the most learn’d among some dozens 
Of female friends, sisters-in-law, and cousins 
And there is he with his eternal puns, 
Which beat the dullest brain for-smiles, like duns 
Thundering for money at a poet’s door; 
Alas! it is no use to say, “ I’m poor!”— 
Or oft in graver mood, when he will look 
Things wiser than were ever read in book, 
Except in Shakespere’s wisest tenderness. 
You will see Hogg; and I cannot express 
His virtues, though I know that they are great, 
Because he locks, then barricades the gate 
Within which they inhabit. Of his wit 
And wisdom, you'll cry out when you are bit, 
He is a pear] within an oyster-shell, 
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One of the richest of the deep. And there 

Is English Peacock, with his mountain fair,- 
Turn’d into a Flamingo, that shy bird f 
That gleams in the Indian air. Have you not heard 
When a man marries, dies, or turns Hindoo, 
His best friends hear no more of him. But you 
Will see him, and will like him too, I hope, : 
With the milk-white Snowdonian antelope 
Match’d with this camelopard. His fine wit 
Makes such a wound, the knife is lost in it ; 

A strain too learnéd for a shallow age, 

Too wise for selfish bigots; let his page 

Which charms the chosen spirits of the time, 
Fold itself up for the serener clime 

Of years to come, and find its recompense 

In that just expectation. Wit andsense, 

Virtue and human knowledge, all that might 
Make this dull world a business of delight, 

Are all combined in Horace Smith. And these, 
With some exceptions, which I need not tease 
Your patience by descanting on, are all 

You and I know in London. 


Captain Medwin, who came late in the autumn of 1820, at his 
cousin’s invitation, to stay with the Shelleys, has recorded many 
interesting details of their Pisan life, as well as valuable notes of 
Shelley’s conversation. “It was nearly seven years since we had 
parted, but I should have immediately recognised him in a crowd. 
His figure was emaciated, and somewhat bent, owing to near-sight- 

edness, and his being forced to lean over his books, with his eyes 
almost touching them ; his hair, still profuse, and curling naturally, 
was partially interspersed with grey ; but his appearance was youth- 
ful. There was also a freshness.and purity in his complexion that 
he never lost.” Not long after his arrival, Medwin suffered from 
a severe and tedious illness. ‘Shelley tended me like a brother. 
He applied my leeches, administered my medicines, and during six 
weeks that I was confined to,my room, was assiduous and uninter- 
mitting in his affectionate care of me.” .The poet’s solitude and 
melancholy at this time impressed his cousin very painfully. Though 
he was producing a long series of imperishable poems, he did not 
take much interest in his work. “I am disgusted with writing,” 
he once said, ‘“‘and were it not for an irresistible impulse, that pre- 
dominates my better reason, should discontinue so doing.’’ The 
brutal treatment he had lately received from the Quarterly Review, 
the calumnies which pursued him, and the coldness of all but.a 
very few friends, checked his enthusiasm for composition. _ Of this 
there is abundant. proof in his correspondence. In a letter to 
Leigh Hunt, dated Jan. 25, 1822, he says: ‘“‘ My faculties are shaken 
to atoms and torpid. I can write nothing; and if Adonazs had no 
success, and excited no interest, what incentive can I have: to 
write?” Again; “I write little now. It is impossible to compose 
except under the strong excitement of an assurance of finding sym- 
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pathy in what you write.” Lord Byron’s company proved now, as 
before, a check rather than an incentive to production : ‘ I do not 
write; I have lived too long near Lord Byron, and the sun has ex- 
tinguished the glow-worm; for I cannot hope, with St. John, that 
the light came into the world and the world knew it not.” “JI 
despair of rivalling Lord Byron, as well I may, and there is no other 
with whom it is worth contending.” To Ollier, in 1820, he wrote : 
“TI doubt whether I shall write more. I could be content either with 
the hell or the paradise of poetry; but the torments of its purgatory 
vex me, without exciting my powers sufficiently to put an end to 
the vexation.” It was not that his spirit was cowed by the Re- 
views, or that he mistook the sort of audience he had to address. 
He more than once acknowledged that, while Byron wrote for the 
many, his poems were intended for the understanding few. Yet 
the ovveto7, as he called them, gave him but scanty encouragement. 


The cold phrases of kindly Horace Smith show that he had not 
comprehended Prometheus Uubound,; and Shelley whimsically 
complains that even intelligent and sympathetic critics confounded 
the ideal passion described in Epzpsychidion with the love affairs 
of “a servant-girl and her sweetheart.’’ This almost incompre- 
hensible obtuseness on the part of men who ought to have known 
better, combined with the coarse abuse of vulgar scribblers, was 
enough to make a man so sincerely modest as Shelley doubt his 
powers, or shrink from the severe labour of developing them.* 
“ The decision of the cause,” he wrote to Mr. Gisborne, “ whether 
or no 7am a poet, is removed from the present time to the hour 
when our posterity shall assemble ; but the court is a very severe 
one, and I fear that the verdict will be, guilty—death.’? Deep 
down in his own heart he had, however, less doubt: “This I 
know,” he said to Medwin, “that whether in prosing or in versing, 
there is something in my writings that shall live for ever.” And 
again he writes to Hunt: “I am full of thoughts and plans, and 
should do something, if the feeble and irritable frame which en- 
closes it was willing to obey the spirit. I fancy that then I should 
do great things.’’ It seems almost certain that the incompleteness 
of many longer works designed in the Italian period, the abandon, 
ment of the tragedy on Tasso’s story, the unfinished state of 
Charles /., and the failure to execute the cherished plan of a drama 
suggested by the Book of Job, were due to the depressing effects 
of ill-health and external discouragement. Poetry with Shelley 
was no light matter. He composed under the pressure of intense 
excitement, and he elaborated his first draughts with minute care 
and severe self-criticism. 

These words must not be taken as implying that he followed 
the Virgilian precedent of polishing and reducing the volume’ of 
his verses by an anxious exercise of calm reflection, or that he 
observed the Horatian maxim of deferring their publication till the 
ninth year. The contrary was notoriously the case with him. Yet 


* See Medwin, vol. ii, p. 172. for Selley’s comment on the difficulty of the poet’s 
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it is none the less proved by the state of his manuscripts that his 
compositions, even as we now possess them, were no mere improv- 
isations. The passage already quoted from his Defence of Poetry 
shows the high ideal he had conceived of the poet’s duty toward 
his art; and it may’be confidently asserted that his whole literary 
career was one long struggle to emerge from the incoherence of 
his earlier efforts, into the clearness ob expression and precision of 
form that are the index of mastery over style. At the same time it 
was inconsistent with his most firmly rooted zsthetic principles to 
attempt composition except under an impulse approaching to in- 
spiration. To imperil his life by the fiery taxing of all his faculties, 
moral, intellectual, and physical, and to undergo the discipline ex- 
acted by his own fastidious taste, with no other object in view 
than the frigid compliments of a few friends, was more than even 
Shelley’s enthusiasm could endure. He, therefore, at this period 
required the powerful stimulus of gome highly exciting cause from 
without to determine his activity. 
Such external stimulus came to Shelley from three quarters 
early in the year 1821. Among his Italian acquaintances at Pisa 
was a clever but disreputable Professor, of whom Medwin draws a 
very piquant portrait. This man one day related the sad story of 
a beautiful and noble lady, the Contessina Emilia Viviani, who had 
been confined by her father in a dismal convent of the suburbs, to 
await her marriage with a distasteful husband. Shelley, fired as 
ever by a tale of tryanny, was eager to visit the fair captive. The 
Professor accompanied him and Medwin to the convent-parlour, 
where they found her more lovely than even the most glowing de- 
scriptions had led them: to expect. Nor was she only beautiful. 
Shelley soon discovered that she had ‘“‘ cultivated her mind beyond 
what I have ever met with in Italian women;” and a rhapsody 
composed by her upon the subject of’ Uranian Love —I] Vero 
‘Amore—yjustifies the belief that she possessed an intellect of more 
than ordinary elevation. He took Mrs. Shelley to see her, and 
both did al) they could to make her convent-prison less irksome, by 
frequent visits, by letters, and by presents of flowers and books. 
It was not long before Shelley’s sympathy, for this unfortunate lady 
took the form of love, which, however spiritual and Platonic, was 
not the less passionate. The result was the composition of Z£/fz- 
psychidion, the most unintelligible of all his poems to those who 
have not assimilated the spirit of Plato’s Sympostum and Dante’s 
Vita Nuova. Init he apostrophises Emilia Viviani as the incar- 
nation of ideal beauty, the universal loveliness made visible in 
mortal flesh :— 


Seraph of Heaven! too gentle to be human, 
Veiling beneath that radiant form of woman 
All that is insupportable in thee 

Of light, and love, and immortality ! 


He tells her that he loves: her, and describes the troubles and 
deceptions of his earlier manhood, under allegories veiled in de- 
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liberate obscurity. The Pandemic and the Uranian Aphrodite 
have striven for his soul; for though in youth he dedicated himself 
to the service of ideal beauty, and seemed to find it under many 
earthly shapes, yet has, he ever been deluded. At last Emily 
appears, andin her he recognises the truth of the vision veiled 
from him so many years. She and Mary shall henceforth, Jike sun 
and moon, rule the world of love within him. Then he calls on 
her to fly. They three will escape and live together, far away from 
men, in an Aigean island. _The description of this visionary isle, 
and of the life to be led there by the fugitives from a dull and un- 
discerning world, is the most beautiful that has been written -this 
century in the rhymed heroic metre. 


It is an isle under Ionian skies, 

Beautiful as a wreck of Paradise ; 

And, for the harbours are not safe and good, 
This land would have remained a solitude 

But for some pastoral people native there, 
Who from the Elysian, clear, and golden air 
Draw the last spirit of the age of gold, 

Simple and spirited, innocent and bold. 

The blue Aigean girds this chosen home, 

With ever-changing sound and light and foam 
Kissing the sifted sands and caverns hoar; 

And all the winds wandering along the shore, 
Undulate with the undulating tide. 

There are thick woods where sylvan forms abide ; 
And many a fountain, rivulet, and pond, 

As clear as elemental diamond, 

Or serene morning air. And far beyond, 

The mossy tracks made by the goats and deer, 
(Which the rough shepherd treads but once a year, ) 
Pierce into glades, caverns, and bowers, and halls 
Built round with ivy, which the waterfalls, 
Hlumining, with sound that never fails 
Accompany the noonday nightingales; 

And all the place is peopled with sweet airs. 
The light clear element which the isle wears 

Is heavy with the scent of lemon-flowers, 
Which floats like mist laden with unseen showers, 
And falls upon the eyelids like faint sleep ; 
And from the moss violets and jonquils peep, 
And dart their arrowy odour through the brain, 
Till you might faint with that delicious pain. 
And every motion, odour, beam, and tone, 
With that deep music is in unison: 

Which is a soul within a soul—they seem 

Like echoes of an antenatal dream: 

It is an isle ’twixt heaven, air, earth, and sea 
Cradled, and hung in clear tranquillity ; 

Bright as that wandering Eden, Lucifer, 
Washed by the soft blue oceans of young air. 
Itis a favoured place, Famine or Blight, 
Pestilence, War, and Earthquake, never light 
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Upon its mountain-peaks,; blind vultures, they 
Sail onward far upon their fatal way. 

The winged storms, chanting their thunder-psalm 
To other lands, leave azure chasms of calm 

Over this isle, or weep themselves in dew, 

From which its fields and woods ever renew 
Their green and golden immortality. 

And from the sea there rise, and from the sky 
There fall, clear exhalations, soft and bright, 

Veil after veil, each hiding some delight, 

Which sun or moon or zephyr draws aside, 

Till the isle’s, beauty, like a naked bride 

Glowing at once with love and loveliness, 
Blushes and trembles at its own excess : 

Yet, like a buried lamp, a soul no less 

Burns in the heart of this delicious isle, 

An atom of the Eternal, whose own smile 
Unfolds itself, and may be felt not seen 

O’er the grey rocks, blue waves, and forests green, 
Filling their bare and void interstices. 


Shelley did not publish Zpzpsychzdion with his ownname. He 
- gave it to the world as the composition of a man who had “ died 
at Florence, as he was preparing for a voyage to one of the Spor- 
ades,’”’ and he requested Ollier not to circulate it, except among a 
few intelligent readers. It.may almost be said to have been never 
published, in such profound silence did it issue from the press. 
Very shortly after its appearance he described it to Leigh Hunt as 
“a portion of me already dead,” and added this significant allusion 
to its subject matter :—‘‘ Some of us have in a prior existence been 
in love with an Antigone, and that makes us find no full content in 
any mortal tie.” Inthe letter of June 18, 1822, again he says :— 
“The Epipsychidion 1 cannot look at; the person whom it cele- 
brates was a cloud instead of a Juno; and poor Ixion starts from 
the Centaur that was the offspring of hisown embrace. If you are 
curious, however, to hear what I am and have been, it will tell you 
something thereof. Itisanidealized history of my life and feelings. 
I think one is always in love with something or other; the error, and 
I confess it is not easy for spirits cased in flesh and blood to avoid 
it, consists in seeking in a mortal image the likeness of whatis, per- 
haps, eternal.” This paragraph contains the essence of a just 
criticism. Brilliant as the poemis, we cannot read it with unwaver- 
ing belief either in the author’s sincerity at the time he wrote it, or 
in the permanence of the emotion it describes. The exordium has 
a fatal note of rhetorical exaggeration, not because the’ kind of 
passion, is impossible, but because Shelley does not convince us 
that. in this instance he had really been its subject. His own 
critique, following so close upon the publication of Epzpsychzdion, 
confirms the impression made by it, and justifies the conclusion that 
he had utilised his feeling for Emilia to express a favourite doctrine 
in impassioned verse. 

To students of Shelley’s inner life Lpzpsychidion will always 
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have high value, independently of its beauty of style, as containing 
his doctrine of love. It is the full expression of the esoteric principle 
presented to us in Alastor, the Hymn to Lntellectual Beauty, and 
Prince Athanase. But the words just quoted, which may be com- 
pared with Mrs. Shelley’s note to Prince Athanase, authorise our 
pointing out what he himself recognised as the detect of his theory. 
Instead of remaining true to the conception of Beauty expressed 
in the Hymn, Shelley “sought through the world the One whom 
he may love.” Thus, while his doctrine in Ep~cpsychidion seems 
Platonic, it will not square with the Symposium. Plato treats the 
love of a beautiful person as a mere initiation into divine mysteries, 
the first step in the ladder that ascends to heaven. When a man 
has formed q just conception to the universal beauty, he looks back 
with a smile upon those who find their soul’s sphere in the love of 
some mere mortal object. Tested by this standard, Shelley’s 
identification of Intellectual Beauty with so many daughters of 
earth, and his, worshipping love of Emilia, is a spurious Platonism. 
Plato would have said that to seek the Idea of Beauty in. Emilia 
Viviani was a retrogressive step. All that she could do, would be 
to quicken the soul’s sense of beauty, to stir it from its lethargy, 
and to make it divine the eternal reality of beauty in the super- 
sensual world of thought. This Shelley had already acknowledged 
in the Hymn ; and this he emphasises in these words :—‘“ The error 
consists in seeking in a mortal image the likeness of what is, per- 
haps, eternal.” 

The fragments and cancelled passages published in Forman’s 
edition do not throw much light’ upon AAzpsychidion. The long- 
est, entitled 7o his Genius by its first editor, Mr. Garnett, reads 
like the induction to a poem conceived and written in a different 
key, and at a lower level of inspiration. It has, however, this ex- 
traordinary interest, that it deals with a love which is both love and 
friendship, above sex, spiritual, unintelligible to the world at large. 
Thus the fragment enables the student better to realise the kind of 
worship so passionately expressed in EAzpsychidion. 

The news of Keats’s death at Rome on the 27th of December, 
1820, and the erroneous belief that it had been accelerated, if not 
caused, by a contemptible review of Lxdymzon in the Quarterly, 
stirred Shelley to the composition of 4 donazs. He had it printed 
at Pisa, and sent copies to Ollier for circulation in London. This 
poem was a favourite with its author, who hoped not only that it~ 
might find acceptance with the public, but also that it would confer 
lustre upon the memory of a poet whont he sincerely admired. No 
criticisms upon Shelley’s works are half so good as his own. ° Itis, 
therefore, interesting to collect the passages in which he speaks of 
an elegy only equalled in our language by Zyczdas, and in the point 
of passionate eloquence even superior to Milton’s youthful lament 
for his friend. “The Adonazs, in spite of its mysticism,” he writes’ — 
to Ollier, “is the least imperfect of my compositions.” “I confess 
I should be surprised if that poem were born to an immortality of 
oblivion.” “It is a highly wrought pzece of art, and perhaps better, 
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in point of composition, than anything I have written.” “It is 
absurd in any review to criticise 4dozazs, and still more to pretend 
that the verses are bad.” “I know what to think of Adonazs, but 
what to think of those who confound it with the many bad poems 
of the day, I know. not.” Again, alluding to the stanzas hurled 
against the infamous Quarterly reviewer, he says :—‘“ | have dipped 
my pen in consuming fire for his destroyers ; otherwise the style is 
calm and solemn.” 

With these estimates the reader of to-day will cordially agree. 
Although Adozazs is not so utterly beyond the scope of other poets 
as Prometheus or Epipsychidzon, it presents Shelley’s qualities in 
a form of even and sustained beauty, brought within the sphere of 
the dullest apprehensions. Shelley, we may notice, dwells upon 
the art of the poem; and this, perhaps, is what at first sight will 
strike the student most. He chose as a foundation for his work 
those laments of Bion for Adonis, and of Moschus for Bion, which 
are the most pathetic products of Greek idyllic peotry; and the 
transmutation of their material into the substance of highly spirit- 
ualized modern thought, reveals the potency of a Prospero’s wand. 
It is a metamorphosis whereby the art of excellent but positive 
' poets has been translated into the sphere of metaphysical imagina- 
tion. Urania takes the place of Aphrodite; the thoughts and fan- 
cies and desires of the dead singer are substituted for Bion’s cupids ; 
and instead of mountain shepherds, the living bards of England are 
summoned to lament around the poet’s bier... Yet it is only when 
Shelley frees himself from the influence of his models, that he soars 
aloft on mighty wing. This point, too, is the point of transition 
from death, sorrow, and the past to immortality, joy, and the rapture 
of the things that cannot pass away. ‘The first and second portions 
of the poem are, at the same time, thoroughly concordant, and the 
passage from the one to the other is natural. Two quotations from 
Adonais will suffice to show the power and sweetness of its verse. 

The first is a description of Shelley himself following Byron 
and Moore—the “ Pilgrim of Eternity,” and Ierne’s “ sweetest 
lyrist of her saddest wrong ”—to the couch whee Keats lies dead. 
There is both pathos and unconscious irony in his making these 
two poets the chief mourners, when we remember what Byron 
wrote about Keats in Dou Fuan, and what Moore afterwards re- 
corded of Shelley; and when we think, moreover, how far both 
Keats and Shelley have outsoared Moore, and disputed with Byron 
his supreme place in the heaven of poetry. 


Midst others of less note, came one frail Form, 

A phantom among men, companionless 

As the last cloud of an expiring storm, 

Whose thunder is its knell. He, as I guess, 

Had gazed on Nature’s naked loveliness. 

Actzon-like, and now he fled astray 

With feeble steps o’er the world’s wilderness, 

And his own thoughts, along that rugged way, 
Pursued like raging hounds their father and their prey, 
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A pard-like Spirit beautiful and swift— 
A love in desolation masked—a Power 
Girt round with weakness; it can scarce uplift 
The weight of the superincumbent hour ; 
Is ita dying lamp, a falling shower, 
A breaking billow ;—even whilst we speak 
Is it not broken? On the withering flower 
The killing sun smiles brightly : on a cheek 
The life can burn in blood, even while the heart may break. 


His head was bound with pansies over-blown, 
And faded violets, white and pied and blue ; 
And a light spear topped with a cypress cone, . 
Round whose rude shaft dark ivy-tresses grew 
Yet dripping with the forest’s noon-day dew, 
’ Vibrated, as the ever-beating heart 
Shook the weak hand that grasped it. Of that crew 
He came the last, neglected and apart ; 
A herd-abandoned deer, struck by the hunter’s dart, 


The second passage is the peroration of the poem. Nowhere 
has Shelley expressed his philosophy of man’s relation to the uni- 
verse with more sublimity and with a more imperial command of 
ianguage than in these stanzas. If'it were possible to identify 
that philosophy with any recognised system of thought, it might 
be called pantheism. But it is difficult to affix a name, stereotyped 
by the usage of the schools, to the aerial spiritualism of its ardent 
and impassioned poet’s creed. 

The movement of the long melodious sorrow-song has just 
been interrupted by three stanzas, in which Shelley lashes the re- 
viewer of Keats. He now bursts forth afresh into the music of 
consolation :— 


Peace, peace! he is not dead, he doth not sleep! 
He hath awakened from the dream of lite. 
*Tis we who, lost in stormy visions, keep 
With phantoms an unprofitable strife, 
And in mad trance strike with our spirit’s knife 
Invulnerable nothings. We decay 
Like corpses in a charnel; fear and grief 
Convulse us and consume us day by day, 
And cold hopes swarm like worms within our living clay. 


He has outsoared the shadow of our night; 

Envy and calumny, and hate and pain, 

And that unrest which men miscall delight, 

Can touch him not and torture not again ; 

From the contagion of the world’s slow stain 

He is secure, and now can never mourn 

A heart grown cold, a head grown grey in vain; 

Nor, when the spirit’s self has ceased to burn, 
With sparkless ashes load an unlamented urn. 


He lives, he wakes—'tis Death is dead, not he ; 
Mourn not for Adonais,x—Thou young Dawn, 
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Turn all thy dew to splendour, for from thee 
The spirit thou lamentest is not gone; 
Ye caverns and ye forests, cease to mourn! 
Cease, ye faint rpchien and fountains, and thou Air 
Which like a mourning veil thy scarf hadst thrown 
O’er the abandoned Earth, now leave it bare 

Even to the joyous stars which smile on its despair! 


He.is made one with Nature: there is heard 

His voice in all her music, from the moan 

Of thunder, to the song of night’s sweet bird ; 

He is a presence to be felt and known 

In darkness and in light, from herb and stone, 

Spreading itself where’er that Power may move 

Which has withdrawn his being to its own; 

Which wields the world with never wearied love, 
Sustains it from beneath, and kindles it above. 


He is a portion of the loveliness 
Which once he made more lovely: he doth bear 
His part, while the One Spirit’s plastic stress 
Sweeps through the dull dense world, compelling there 
All new successions to the forms they wear ; ' 
Torturing th’ unwilling dross that checks its flight 
To its own likeness, as each mass may bear ; 
And bursting in its beauty and its might 
From trees and beasts and men into the Heaven’s light. 


But the absorption of the human soul into primeval nature- 
forces, the blending of the principle of thought with the universal 
spirit of beauty, is not enough to satisfy man’s yearning after im- 
mortality. Therefore in the next three stanzas the indestructibility 
of the personal self is presented to us, as the soul of Adonais 
passes into the company of the illustrious dead who, like him, 
were untimely slain :— 


The splendours of the firmament of time 

May be eclipsed, but are extinguished not: 

Like stars to their appointed height they climb, 

And death is a low mist which cannot, blot 

The brightness it may veil. When lofty thought 

Lifts a young heart above its mortal lair, 

And love and life contend in it, for what 

Shall be its earthly doom, the dead live there, 
And move like winds of light on dark and stormy air. 


The inheritors of unfulfilled renown 
Rose from their thrones, built beyond mortal thought, 
Far in the Unapparent. Chatterton 
Rose pale, his solemn agony had not 
Yet faded from him; Sidney, as he fought 
And as he fell, and as he lived and loved, 
Sublimely mild, a Spirit without spot, 
Arose; and Lucan, by his death, approved : 
Oblivion as they rose shrank like a thing reproved. - 
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And many more, whose names on Earth are dark, 
But whose transmitted effluence cannot die 
So long as fire outlives the parent spark, 
Rose, robed in dazzling immortality. 
“Thou art become as one of us,” they cry; 
“ Tt was for thee yon kingless sphere has long 
Swung blind in unascended majesty, 
Silent alone amid an Heaven of song. 
Assume th ywinged throne, thou Vesper of our throng!” 


From the more universal and philosophical aspects of his 
theme, the poet once more turns to the special subject that had 
stirred him. Adonais lies dead; and those who mourn him must 
seek his grave. He has escaped: to follow him is to die; and 
where should we learn to dote on death unterrified, if not in Rome? 
In this way the description of Keats’s resting-place beneath the 
pyramid of Cestius, which was also destined to be Shelley’s own, 
is introduced :— 


Who mourns for Adonais? oh come forth, 
Fond wretch ! and show thyself and him aright. 
Clasp with thy panting soul the pendulous Earth; 
As from a centre, dart thy spirit’s light 
Beyond all worlds, until its spacious might 
Satiate the void circumference: then shrink 
Even to a point within our day and night ; 
And keep thy heart light, let it make thee sin 
When hope has kindled hope, and lured thee to the brink 


Or go to Rome, which is_ the sepulchre, 

Oh, not of him, but of our joy: ’tis nought 

That ages, empires, and religions there 

Lie buried in the ravage they have wrought ; 

For such as he can lend,—they borrow not 

Glory from those who made the world their prey ; 

And he is gathered to the kings of thought 

Who waged contention with their time’s decay, 
And of the past are all that cannot pass away. 


Go thou to Rome,—at once the Paradise, 
The grave, the city, and the wilderness ; 
And where its wrecks like shattered mountains rise 
And flowering weeds and fragrant copses dress 
The bones of Desolation’s nakedness, 
Pass, till the Spirit of the spot shall lead 
Thy footsteps to a slope of green access, 
Where, like an infant’s smile, over the dead 
A light of laughing flowers along the grass in spread ; 


And grey walls moulder round, on which dull Time 
Feeds, like slow fire upon a hoary brand; 

And one keen pyramid with wedge sublime, 
Pavilioning the dust of him who planned 

This refuge for his memory, doth stand 

Like flame transformed to marble ; and beneath, 
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‘A field is-spread, on which a newer band 
Have pitched in Heaven’s smile their camp of death, 
Welcoming him we lose with scarce extinguished breath: 


Here pause: these graves are all too young as yet 
To have outgrown the sorrow which-consigned 
Its charge to each; and if the seal is set, 
Here, on one fountain of a mourning mind. 
Break if not thou! too surely shalt thou find 
Thine own well full, if thou returnest home, 
Of tears and gall. From the world’s bitter wind 
Seek shelter in the shadow of the tomb. 

What Adonais is, why fear we to become ? 


Yet again the thought of Death as the deliverer, the revealer, 
and the mystagogue, through whom the soul of man is reunited to 
the spirit of the universe, returns ; and on this solemn note the 
poem closes. The symphony of exultation which had greeted the 
passage of Adonais into the eternal world, is here subdued to a 
graver key, as befits the mood of one whom mystery and mourn. 
ing still oppress on earth. Yet even in the somewhat less than 
_Jubilant conclusion we feel that highest of Shelley’s qualities—the 
liberation of incalculable energies, the emancipation and expansion 
of force within the soul, victorious over circumstance, exhilarated 
and elevated by contact with such hopes as make a feebler spirit 
tremble : 4 

The One remains, the many change and pass ; 

Heaven’s light for ever shines, Earth’s shadows fly 

Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass, 

Stains the white radiance of Eternity, 

Until Death tramples it to fragments.—Die, 

If thou wouldst be with that which thou dost seck ! 

Follow where all is fled !—Rome’s azure sky, 

Flowers, ruins, statues, music, words, are weak 
The glory they transfuse with fitting truth to speak. 


Why linger, why turn back, why shrink, my Heart ? 
Thy hopes are gone before : from all things here 
They have departed ; thou shouldst now depart! 
A light is past from the revolving year, 
And man and woman; and what still is dear 
Attracts to crush, repels to make thee wither. 
The soft sky smiles, the low wind whispers near : 
*Tis Adonais calls! oh, hasten thither ! 

No more let life divide what Death can join together 


That light whose smile kindles the Universe, 
That beauty in which all things work and move, 
That benediction which the eclipsing curse 
Of birth can quench not, that sustaining Love 
Which through the web of being blindly wove 
By man and beast and earth and air and sea, 
Burns bright or dim, as each are mirrors of 
‘The fire for which all thirst, now beams on me, 
Consuming the last clouds of cold mortality. 


io SHELLEY. 


The breath whose might I have invoked in song 
’ Descends on me; my _spirit’s bark is driven 
Far from the shore, far from the trembling throng 
Whose sails were never to the tempest given. 
The massy earth and sphereéd skies are riven! 
Tam borne darkly, fearfully afar ; 
Whilst burning through the inmost veil of Heaven, 
The soul of Adonais, like a star, 
Beacons from the:abode where the Eternal are. 


It will be seen that, whatever Shelley may from time to time 
have said about the immortality of the soul, he was no materialist, 
and no believer in the extinction of the spiritual element by death. 
Yet he was too wise to dogmatise upon a problem which by its very 
nature admits of no solution in this world. “TI hope,” he said, “but 


my hopes are not unmixed with fear for what will befall this in- _ 


estimable spirit when we appear to die.” On another occasion he 
told Trelawny, “I am content to see no farther into futurity than 
Plato and Bacon. My mind is tranquil; I have no fears and some 
hopes. In our present gross material state our faculties are 
clouded; when Death removes our clay coverings, the mystery will 
be solved.” How constantly the thought of death as the revealer 
was present to his mind, may be gathered from an incident related 
by Trelawny. They were bathing in the Arno, when Shelley, who 


could not swim, plunged into deep water, and “ lay stretched out at 
the bottom like a conger eel, not making the least effort or struggle © 


to save himself.” Trelawny fished him out, and when he had taken 
breath, he said: “1 always find the bottom of the well, and they 


say Truth lies there. In another minute I should have found it, 


and you would have found an empty shell. Death is the veil which 
those who live ‘call life; they sleep, and it is lifted.’ Yet being 
pressed by his friend, he refused to acknowledge a formaland pre- 
cise belief in the imperishability of the human soul. ‘“ We know 
nothing ; we have no evidence; we cannot express our inmost 
thoughts. They are incomprehensible events to ourselves.” The 


clear insight into the conditions of the question conveyed by the + 


last sentence is very characteristic of Shelley. It makes us regret 
the non-completion of his essay on a Future Life, which would 
certainly have stated the problem with rare lucidity and candour, 
and would have illuminated the abyss of doubt with a sense of 
spiritual realities not often found in combination with wise suspen- 
sion of judgment. What he clung to amid all perplexities was the 
absolute and indestructible existence of the universal as perceived 
by us in love, beauty, and delight. Though the destiny of the per- 
sonal self be obscure, these things cannot fail. The conclusion of 


the Sensztive Plant might be cited as conveying the quintessence 


ot his hope upon this most intangible of riddles. 


Whether the Sensitive Plant, or that 
Which within its boughs like a spirit sat, 
Ere its outward form had known decay, 
Now felt this change, I cannot say. 
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I dare not guess; but in this life 

Of error, ignorance, and strife, 
Where nothing is, but all things seem, 
And we the shadows of the dream : 


It is a modest creed, and yet 
Pleasant, if one considers it, 
To own that death itself must be, 
Like all the rest, a mockery. 


That garden sweet, the lady fair, 

And all sweet shades and odours there, 
In truth have never passed away : 

Tis we, ’tis ours, are changed ; not they. 


For love, and beauty, and delight, 

There is no death nor change ; their might 
Exceeds our organs, which endure 

No light, being themselves obscure. 


But it is now time to return from this digression to the poem 
which suggested it, and which, more than any other, serves to illus- 
trate its author’s mood of feeling about the life beyond the grave. 
The last lines of Adonazs might be read as a prophecy of his death 
by drowning. ‘The frequent recurrence of this thought in his poetry 
is, to say the least, singular. In Alastor we read :— 


A restless impulse urged him to embark 

And meet lone Death on the drear ocean’s waste ; 
For well he knew that mighty Shadow loves 

The slimy caverns of the populous deep. 


The Ode to Liberty closes on the same note :— 


As a far taper fades with fading night ; 
As a brief insect dies with dying day, 
My song, its pinions disarrayed of might, 
Drooped. O’er it closed the echoes far away 
Of the great voice which did its flight sustain, 
As waves which lately paved his watery way 
Hiss round a drowner’s head in their tempestuous play. 


The Stanzas written in Dejection, near Naples, echo the thought 
with a slight variation :— 


Yet now despair itself is mild, 
Even as the winds and waters are ; 
I could lie downilike a tired child, 
And weep away the life of care 
Which I have borne, and yet must bear,— 
‘Till death like sleep might steal on me, 
And I might feel in the warm air 
My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea 
Breathe o’er my dying brain its last monotony, 
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‘Trelawny tells a story of his friend’s life at Lerici, which further 
illustrates his preoccupation with the thought of death at sea. He 
took Mrs Williams and her children out upon the bay in his little 
boat one afternoon, and starting suddenly froma deep reverie, into 
which he had fallen, exclaimed.with a joyful and resolute voice, “ 
Now let us together solve the great mystery !”” Too much value 
must not be attached to what might have been a mere caprice of 
utterance. Yet the proposal not unreasonably frightened Mrs. 
‘Williams, for Shelley’s friends were accustomed to expect the real- 
isation of his wildest fancies. It may incidentally be mentioned 
that before the water finally claimed its victim, he had often been 
in peril of life upon his fatal element—during the first voyage to 
Ireland, while crossing the Channel with Mary in an open boat, 
again at Meillerie with Byron, and once at least with Williams. 

A third composition of the year 1821 was inspired by the visit 
of Prince Mavrocordato to Pisa. He called on Shelley in April, 
showed him a copy of Prince Ipsilanti’s proclamation, and an- 
nounced that Greece was determined to strike a blow for freedom. 
The news aroused all Shelley’s enthusiasm, and he began the 
lyrical drama of Afe/Zas, which he has described as ‘‘ a sort of im- 
itation of the Persae of Aeschylus.” We find him at work upon it 
in October ; and it must have been finished by the end of that month, 
since ‘the dedication bears the date of November tst, 1821. Shel- 
ley did not set great store by it. “It was written,” he says, 
“without much care, and in one of those few moments of enthusiasm 
which now seldom visit me, and which make me pay dear for their 
visits.” Thepreface might, if space permitted, be cited as a speci- 
men of his sound and weighty judgment upon one of the greatest, 
political questions of this century. What he says about the debt of 
the modern world to ancient Hellas, is no less pregnant than his 
severe strictures upon the part played by Russia in dealing with East- 
ern questions. For the rest, the poem is distinguished by passages 
of great lyrical beauty, rising at times to the sublimest raptures, 
and closing on the half-pathetic cadence of that well-known 
Chorus, “The world’s great age begins anew.” Of dramatic in- 
terest it has but little; nor. is the play, as finished, equal to the 
promise held forth by the superb fragment of its so-called Pro- 
logue.* This truly magnificent torso must, I think, have been 
the commencement of the drama as conceived upon a different 
and more colossal plan which Shelley rejected for some unknown 
reason. It shows the influence not only of the Book of Job, but 
also of the Prologue in Heaven to Faust, upon his mind. 

The lyric movement of the Chorus from He//as, which I pro- 
pose to quote, marks the highest point of Shelley’s rhythmical 
invention. As for the matter expressed in it, we must not forget 
that these stanzas are written for a Chorus of Greek captive women, 
whose creed does not prevent their feeling a regret for the 
“mightier forms of an older, austerer worship.” Shelley’s note 
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reminds the reader, with characteristic caution and frankness, 
that “the popular notions of Christianity are represented in this 
Chorus as true in their relation to the worship they superseded, 
and that which in all probability they will supersede, without con- 
sidering their merits in a relation more universal.” 


Worlds on worlds are rolling ever 
From creation to decay, 
Like the bubbles on a river 
Sparkling, bursting, borne away. 
But they are still immortal 
Who, through birth’s orient portal, 
And death’s dark chasm hurrying to and fro, 
Clothe their unceasing flight 
In the brief dust and light 
Gathered around their chariots as they go; 
New shapes they still may weave, 
New gods, new laws receive; 
Bright or dim are they, as the robes they last 
On Death’s bare ribs had cast. 


A power from the unknown God, 
A Promethean conqueror came ; 
Like a triumphal path he trod 
The thorns of death and shame. 
A mortal shape to him 
Was like the vapor dim 
Which the orient planet animates with light. 
Hell, Sin, and Slavery came, 
Like bloodhounds mild and tame, 
Nor preyed until their Lord had taken flight. 
The Moon of Mahomet 
Arose, and it shall set; ¢ 
While blazoned as on heaven’s immortal noon 
The cross leads generations on. 


Swift as the radiant shapes of sleep 
From one whose dreams are paradise, 
Fly, when the fond wretch wakes to weep, 
And day peers forth with her blank eyes ; 
So fleet, so faint, so fair, 
The Powers of earth and air 
Fled from the folding star of Bethlehem : 
Apollo, Pan, and Love, 
And even Olympian Jove, 
Grew weak, for killing Truth had glared on them. 
Our hills,\and seas, and streams, 
Dispeopled of their dreams, 
Their waters turned to blood, their dew to tears, 
Wailed for the golden years. 


In the autumn of this year Shelley paid Lord Byron a visit at 


Ravenna, where he made acquaintance with the Countess Guiccioli. 
It was. then settled that Byron, who had formed the project of 


\ 
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starting a journal to be called Zze LzseralZin concert with Leigh 
Hunt, should himself settle in Pisa. Leigh Hunt was to join his 
brother poets in the same place. The prospect gave Shelley great 
pleasure, for he was sincerely attached to Hunt; and though he 
would not promise contributions to the journal, partly lest his 
name should bring discredit on it, and partly because he did not 
choose to appear before the world as a hanger-on of Byron’s, he 
thoroughly approved of a plan which would be profitable to his 
friend by bringing him into close relation with the most famous 
poet of the age.* That he was not without doubts as to Byron’s 
working easily in harness with Leigh Hunt, may be seen in his 
correspondence; and how fully these doubts were destined to be 
confirmed, is only too well known. 

At Ravenna he was tormented by the report of some more than 
~ usually infamous calumny. What it was, we do not know; but 
that it made profound impression on his mind, appears trom a 
remarkable letter addressed to his wife on the 16th and 17th of 
August from Ravenna. In it he repeats his growing weariness, 
and his wish to escape from society to solitude; the weariness of 
a nature wounded and disappointed by commerce with the world, 
but neither soured nor driven to fury by cruel wrongs. It is 
noticeable at the same time that he clings to his present place of 
residence :—“ our roots never struck so deeply as at Pisa, and 
the transplanted tree flourishes not.” At Pisa he had found real 
rest and refreshment in the society of his two friends, the Wil- 
liamses. Some of his saddest and most touching lyrics of this 
year are addressed to Jane—for so Mrs. Williams was called; and 
attentive students may perceive that the thought of Emilia was al- 
ready blending by subtle transitions with the new thought of Jane. 
One poem, almost terrible in its intensity of melancholy, is hardly 
explicable on the supposition that Shelley was quite happy in his 
home.f These words must be taken as implying no reflection 
either upon Mary’s love for him, or upon his own power to bear 
the slighter troubles of domestic life. He was nota spoiled child 
of fortune, a weak egotist, or a querulous complainer. But he was 
always seeking and never finding the satisfaction of some deeper 
craving. In his own .words, he had loved Antigone before he 
visited this earth: and no one woman could probably have made 
him happy, because he was for ever demanding more from love 
than it can give in the mixed circumstances of mortal life. More- 
over, it must be remembered that his power of self-expression 
has bestowed permanent form on feelings which may have been 
but transitory; nor can we avoid the conclusion that, sincere as 
Shelley was, he, like all poets, made use of the emotion of the 
moment for purposes of art, converting an ephemeral mood into 
something typical and universal. This was almost certainly the 
case with Epzpsychidion. 

t 


See the Letter to Leigh Hunt, Pisa, Aug. 26, 1821. 
{ “ The Serpent is shut out from paradise.’? 
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So much at any rate had to be said upon this subject; for care- 
ful readers of Shelley’s minor poems are forced to the conviction 
that during the last year of his life he often found relief froma 
wretchedness, which, however real, can hardly be defined, in the 
sympathy of this true-hearted woman. The affection he felt for 
Jane was beyond question pure and honourable. All the verses 
he addressed to her passed through her husband’s hands without 
the slightest interruption to their intercourse; and Mrs. Shelley, 
who was not unpardonably jealous. of her Ariel, continued to be 
Mrs. Williams’s warm friend. A passage from Shelley’s letter of 
June 18, 1822, expresses the plain prose of his relation to the 
Williamses :—‘‘ They are people who are very pleasing to me. 
But words are not the instruments of our intercourse. I like Jane 
more and more, and I find Williams the most amiable of compan- 
ions. She has a taste for music, and an eloquence of form and 
motions that compensate in some degree for the lack of literary 
refinement.” 

Two lyrics of this period may here be introduced, partly for the 
sake of their intrinsic beauty, and partly because they illustrate 
the fecundity of Shelley’s genius during the months of tranquil in- 
dustry which he passed at Pisa. The first is an invocation to 
Night: 

Swiftly walk over the western wave, 
Spirit of Night ! 

Out of the misty eastern cave, 

Where all the long and lone daylight, 

Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear, 

Which make thee terrible and dear,— 
Swift be thy flight! 


Wrap thy form ina mantle grey, 
Star-inwrought! 

Blind with thine hair the eyes of day, 

Kiss her until she be wearied out. 

Than wander o’er city, and sea, and land, 

Touching all with thine opiate wand— 
Come, long-sought ! 


When I arose and saw the dawn, 

I sighed for thee ; 
When light rode high, and the dew was gone, 
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree, 
And the weary Day turned to his rest, 
Lingering like an unloved guest, 

I sighed for thee. 


Thy brother Death came, and cried, 
““Wouldst thou me?” 
Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed, 
Murmured like a noon-tide bee, 
“‘ Shall I nestle near thy side? 
Wouldst thou me ?”—And I replied, 
“No, not thee ! ” 
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Death will come when thou art dead, 
Soon, too soon— 

Sleep will come when thou art fled ; 

Of neither would I ask the boon 

I ask of thee, beloved Night— 

Swift be thine approaching flight, 

° Come soon, soon! 


The second is an Epithalamium composed for a drama which 
his friend Williams was writing. Students of the poetic art will 
find it not uninteresting to compare the three versions of this 
Bridal Song, given by Mr. Forman.* They prove that Shelley 
was no careless writer. 


The golden gates of sleep unbar 

Where strength and beauty, met together, 
Kindle their image like a star 

In a sea of glassy weather! 


Night,with all thy stars look down— 
Darkness, weep thy holiest dew ! 
Never smiled the inconstant moon 
On a pair so true. 
Let eyes not see their own delight; 
Haste, swift Hour, and thy flight 
Oft renew. 


Fairies, sprites, and angels, keep her! 
Holy stars, permit no wrong! 
And return to wake the sleeper, 
Dawn, ere it be long. 
O joy! O fear ! what will be done 
In the absence of the sun! 
Come along ! 


Lyrics like these, delicate in thought and exquisitely finished in 
form, were produced with a truly wonderful profusion in this sea- 
son of his happiest fertility. ‘A glance at the last section of Mr. 
Palgrave’s Golden Treasury shows how large a place they occupy 
among the permanent jewels of our literature. 

The month of January added a new and most important mem- 

ber to the little Pisan circle. This was Captain Edward John Tre- 
lawny to whom more than toanyone else but Hogg and Mrs. Shel- 
ley, the students of the poet’s life are indebted for details at once 
accurate and characteristic. Trelawny had lived a free life in all 
quarters of the globe, far away from literary cliques and the society | 
of cities, in contact with the sternest realities of existence, which 
had developed his selfreliance and his physical qualities to the ut- 
most. The impression, therefore, made on him by Shelley has to 
be gravely estimated by -all who still incline to treat the poet asa 
pathological specimen of humanity. This true child of nature rec- 
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Ognised in his. new friend far more than in Byron the stuff of a 
realman. “To form a just idea of his poetry, you should have 
witnessed his daily life ; his words and actions best illustrated his 
writings.” “ The cynic Byron acknowledged him to be the best 
and ablest man he had ever known. The truth was, Shelley loved 
everything better than himself.” .” 1 have seen Shelley and Byron 
in society, and the contrast was as marked as their characters. 
The former, not thinking of himself, was as much at ease as in his 
own home, omitting no occasion of obliging those whom he came 
in contact with, readily conversing with all or any who addressed 
him, irrespective of age or rank, dress ‘or address.” ‘ All who 
heard him felt the charm of his simple, earnest manner : while Byron 
knew him to be exempt from the egotism, pedantry, coxcombry, 
and more’ than all the rivalry of authorship.” ‘ Shelley’s mental 
activity was infectious; he kept your brain in constant action.”’ 
“ He was always in earnest.” “‘ He never laid aside his book and 
magic mantle; he waved his wand, and Byron, after a faint show 
of defiance, stood mute... .. Shelley’s earnestness and just criti- 
cism held him captive.” These sentences, and many others, prove 
that Trelawny, himself somewhat of a cynic, cruelly exposing false 
pretensions, and detesting affectation in any form, paid unreserved 
homage to the heroic qualities of this “dreamy bard,’— uncom- 
monly awkward,” as he also called him—bad rider and poor seaman 
as he was—“ over-sensitive,” and “ eternally brooding on his own 
thoughts,” who “ had seen no more of the waking-day than a girl 
at a boarding-school.” True to himself, gentle, tender, with the 
courage of a lion, “ frank and outspoken, like a well-conditioned 
boy, well-bred and considerate for others, because he was totally 
devoid of selfishness and vanity,” Shelley seemed to this unpre}- 
udiced companion: of his last few months that very rare product 
ior which Dogenes searched in vain--a man. 

Their first meeting must be told in Trelawny’s own words— 
words no less certain of immortality than the fame of him they 
celebrate. ‘The Williamses received me in their earnest, cordi- 
al manner; we had a great deal to communicate to each other, and 
were in loud and animated conversation, when I was rather put 
out by observing in the passage near the open door, opposite to 
where I sat, a pair of glittering eyes steadily fixed on mine; it was 
too dark to make out whom they belonged to. With the acuteness 
of a woman, Mrs. Williams’s eyes followed the direction of mine, 
and going to the doorway she laughingly said, ‘ Come in, Shelley, it’s 
only our friend Tre just arrived.’ Swiftly gliding in, blushing like 
a girl, a tall, thin stripling held out both his hands; and although I 
could hardly believe, as 1 looked at his flushed, feminine, and art- 
less face, that it could be the poet, I returned his warm pressure. 
After the ordinary greetings and courtesies he sat down and. lis- 
tened. I was silent from astonishment; was it possible this mild- 
looking, beardless boy, could be the veritable monster at war with 
all the world?—excommunicated by the Fathers of the Church, 
deprived of his civil rights by the fiat of a grim Lord Chancellor, 
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discarded by every member of his family, and denounced by the 
rival sages Of our literature as the founder of a Satanic school? I 
could not believe; it must be ahoax. He was habited like a boy 
in a black jacket and trousers, which he seemed to have outgrown, 
or his tailor, as is the custom, had most shamefully stinted ‘him in 
his ‘sizings.’ Mrs. Williams saw my embarrassment, and to re- 
lieve me asked Shelley what book he had in his hand? His face 
brightened, and he answered briskly,— 

“«« Calderon’s Magico Prodigioso— 1 am translating some 
passages in it.’ 

“ «Oh, read it to us.’ 

“‘ Shoved off from the shore of commonplace incidents that could 
not interest him, and fairly launched ona theme that did, he in- 
stantly became oblivious of everything but the book in his hand. 
The masterly manner in which he analysed the genius of the author, 
his lucid interpretation of the story, and the case with which he 
translated into our language the most subtle and imaginative pas- 
sages of the Spanish poet, were marvellous, as was his command 
of the two languages. After this touch of his quality I no longer 
doubted his identity; adead silence ensued ; looking up, 1 asked,—- 

“¢ Where is he ?’ 

“Mrs. Williams said, ‘Who? Shelley? Oh, he comes and 
goes like a spirit,;no one knows when or where.’” 

Two little incidents which happened in the winter of 1821-2 
deserve to be recorded. News reached the Pisan circle early in 
‘December that a man who had insulted the Host at Lucca was 
sentenced to be burned. Shelley proposed that the English—him- 
self, Byron, Medwin, and their friend Mr. Taafe—should a 
ately arm and ride off to rescue him. The scheme took Byron’ 
fancy ; but they agreed to try less Quixotic measures before they 
had recourse to force, and their excitement was calmed by hearing 
that the man’s sentence had been commuted to the galleys. The 
other affair brought them less agreeably into contact with the Tus- 
can police. The party were riding home one afternoon in March, 
when a mounted dragoon came rushing by, breaking their ranks 
and nearly unhorsing Mr. Taafe. Byron and Shelley rode after 
him to’ remonstrate ; but the man struck Shelley from his saddle 
with a sabre blow. The English then pursued him into Pisa, mak- 
ing such a clatter that one of Byron’s servants issued with a pitch- 
fork from the Casa Lanfranchi, and wounded the fellow somewhat 
seriously, under the impression that it was necessary to defend his 
master. Shelley called the whole matter “a trifling piece of busi- 
ness ;” but it was strictly investigated by the authorities ; and 
though the dragoon was found to have been in the wrong, Byron 
had to retire for a season to Leghorn. Another consequence was 
the exile of Count Gamba and his father from Tuscany, which led 
to Byron’s final departure from Pisa. : 

The even current of Shelley’s life was not often broken by such 
adventures. Trelawny gives the following account of how he passed 
his days: he “ was up at six or seven, reading Plato, Sophocles, or 
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Spinoza, with the accompaniment of a hunch of dry bread ; then he 
joined Williams in a sail on the Arno, in a flat-bottomed skiff, book 
in hand, and from thence he went to the pine-forest, or some out- 
of-the-way place. When the birds went to roost he returned home, 
and talked and read until midnight. The great wood of stone 
pines on the Pisan Maremma was his favourite study. Trelawny 
tells us how he found him there alone one day, and in what state was 
the MS. of that prettiest lyric, Avzel, to Miranda take. ‘It wasa 
frightful scrawl ; words smeared out with his finger, and one upon the 
other, over and over in tiers, and all run together in most ‘admired 
disorder; ’ it might have been taken for a sketch of a marsh over- 
grown with bulrushes, and the blots for wild ducks ; such a dashed- 
off daub as self-conceited artists mistake for a manifestation of 
genius. On my observing this to him, he answered, ‘ When my- 
brain gets heated with thought, it soon boils, and throws off images 
and words faster than I can skim them off., In the morning, when 
cooled down, out of the: rude sketch as you justly call it, I shall 
attempt a drawing.” 

A daily visit to Byron diversified existence. Byron talked 
more sensibly with Shelley than with his commonplace acquaint- 
ance ; and when he began to gossip, Shelley retired into his‘own 
thoughts. Then they would go pistol-shooting, Byron’s trembling 
hand contrasting with his friend’s firmness. They had invented a 
“little language” for this sport: firing was called ¢rzug_, hitting, 
colping , missing, mancating, &c. It was in fact a kind of pigeon 
Italian. Shelley acquired two nick-names in the circle of his Pisan 
friends, both highly descriptive. He was Ariel and the Snake. 
The latter suited him because of his noiseless gliding movement, 
bricht eyes, and ethereal diet. It was first given to him by Byron 
during a reading of Haust. When he came to the line of Meph- 
istopheles, “ Wie meine Muhme, die beruhmte Schlange,” and 
translated it, “ My aunt, the renowned Snake,” Byron cried, “ Then 
you are her nephew.” Shelley by no means resented the epithet. 
Indeed he alludes to it in his letters, and in a poem already referred 
to above. . 

Soon after Trelawny’s arrival the party turned their thoughts to 
nautical affairs. Shelley had already done a good deal of boating 
‘ with Williams on the Arno and the Serchio, and had on one occa- 
sion nearly lost his life by the capsizing of their tiny craft. They 
now determined to build a larger yacht for excursions on the sea; 
while Byron, liking the project of a summer residence upon the Bay 
of Spezia, made up his mind to have one too. Shelley’s was to be 
an open boat carrying sail, Byron’s a large decked schooner. The 
construction of both was entrusted to a Genoese builder, under the 
direction of Trelawny’s friend, Captain Roberts. Such was the 
birth of the ill-fated Dox Fuan, which cost the lives of Shelley and 
Williams, and of the Bodvar, which carried Byron off to Genoa 
before he finally set sail for Greece. Captain Roberts was allowed 
to have his own way about the latter ; but Shelley and Williams had 
set their hearts upon a model for their little yacht, which did not 
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suit the Captain’s notions of sea-worthiness. Williams overruled 
his objections,and the Doz Fwan was built according to his cherished 
fancy. “When it was finished,” says Trelawny, “ it took two tons 
ofiron ballast to bring her down to her bearings, and then she was 
very crank in a breeze, though not deficient in beam. She was 
fast, strongly built, and Torbay rigged.”” She was christened by 
Lord Byron, not wholly with Shelley’s approval; and one young 
English sailor, Charles Vivian, in addition to Williams and Shelley, 
formed her crew. “It was great fun,” says Trelawny, “to witness 
Williams teaching the poet how to steer, and other points of seaman- 
ship. As usual, Shelley had a book in hand, saying he could read 
and steer at the same time, as one was mental, the other mechanical.” 
“The boy was quick and handy, and used to boats. Williams was 
not deficient as 1 anticipated, but over-anxious, and wanted practice, 
which alone makes a man prompt in emergency. Shelley was intent 
on catching images from the ever-changing sea and sky ; he heeded 
not the boat.” | : 
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CHAPTER VII. 
LAST DAYS. 


THE advance of spring made the climate of Pisa too hot for 
comfort ; and early in April Trelawny and Williams rode off to find 
a suitable lodging for themselves and the Shelleys on the Gulf of 
Spezia. They pitched upon a house called the Villa Magni, between 
Lerici and San Terenzio, which “looked more like a boat or bathing- 
house than a place to live in. It consisted of a terrace or ground- 
floor unpaved, and used for storing boat-gear and fishing-tackle, and 
of a single storey over it, divided into a hall or saloon and four 
small rooms, which had once been white-washed; there was one 
chimney for cooking. This place we thought the Shelleys might 
put up with for the summer. The only good thing about it was a 
verandah facing the sea, and almost over it.” When it came to be 
inhabited, the central hall was used for the living and eating room 
of the whole party. The Shelleys occupied two rooms facing each 
other ; the Williamses had one of the remaining chambers, and 
Trelawny another. Access to these smaller apartments could only 
be got through the saloon; and this circumstance once gave rise 
to a ludicrous incident, when Shelley, having lost his clothes out 
bathing, had to cross, zz puris naturalibus, not undetected, though 
covered in his retreat by the clever Italian handmaiden, through a 
luncheon party assembled in the dining-room. ‘The horror of the 
ladies at the poet’s unexpected apparition and his innocent self- 
defence are well described by Trelawny. Life in the villa was of 
the simplest description. To get food was no easy matter; and 
the style of the furniture may be guessed by Trelawny’s laconic 
remark that the sea was his only washing-basin. 

They arrived at Villa Magni on the 26th of April, and began a 
course of life which was not interrupted till the final catastrophe of 
July 8. These few weeks were in many respects the happiest of Shel- 
ley’s life. We seem to discern in his last letter of importance, 
recently edited by Mr. Garnett, that he was now conscious of having 
reached a platform from which he could survey his past achievement, 
and whence he would probably have risen to a loftier altitude, by a 
calmer and more equable exercise of powers which had been ripen- 
ing the last three years of lifein Italy. Meanwhile, “Iam content,” 
he writes, “if the heaven above me is calm for the passing moment.” 
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And this tranquillity was perfect, with none of the oppressive sense 
of coming danger, which distinguishes the calm before a storm. 
He was far away from the distractions of the world he hated, ina 
scene of indescribable beauty, among a population little removed 
from the state of savages, who enjoyed the primitive pleasures of a 
race at one with nature, and toiled with hardy perseverance on the 
element he loved so well. His company was thoroughly congenial 
and well mixed. He spent his days in excursions on the water 
with Williams, or in solitary musings in his cranky little skiff, float- 
ing upon the shallows in shore, or putting out to sea and waiting for 
the landward breeze to bring him home. The evenings were passed 
upon the terrace, listening “to Jane’s guitar, conversing with Tre- 
lawny, or reading his favourite poets aloud to the assembled party. 

In this delightful solitude, this round of simple occupations, 
this uninterrupted communion with nature, Shelley’s enthusiasms 
and inspirations revived with their old strength. He began a 
poem, which, if we may judge of its scale by the fragment we pos- 
sess, would have been one of the longest, as it certainly is one of 
the loftiest of his masterpieces. The 77iumph of Life is com- 
posed in no strain of compliment to the powers of this world, which 
quell untameable spirits, and enslave the noblest by the operation 
of blind passions and inordinate ambitions. It is rather a pageant 
of the spirit dragged in chains, led captive to the world, the flesh, 
and the devil. The sonorous march and sultry splendour of the 
terza rima stanzas, bearing on their tide of song those multitudes 
of forms, processionally grand, yet misty with the dust of their 
own tramplings, and half-shrouded in a lurid robe of light, affect 
the imagination so powerfully that we are fain to abandon criticism 
and acknowledge only the demonic fascinations of this solemn 
mystery. Some have compared the Zrzumph of Life toa Pana- 
thenaic pomp: others have found in it a reflex of the burning 
summer heat, and blazing sea, and onward undulations of intermin- 
able waves, which were the cradle of its maker as he wrote. The 
imagery of Dante plays a part, and Dante has controlled the struc- 
ture. The genius of the Revolution passes by: Napoleon is there, 
and Rousseau serves for guide. The great of all ages are arraigned, 
and the spirit of the world is brought before us, ‘while its heroes 
pass, unveil their faces for a moment, and are swallowed in the 
throng that has no ending. But how Shelley meant to solve the 
problems he has raised, by what sublime philosophy he purposed 
to resolve the discords of this revelation more soul-shattering than 
Daniel’s AZene, we cannot even guess. The poem, as we have it, 
breaks abruptly with these words: “ Then what is Life? I cried” 
—a sentence of profoundest import, when we remember that the 
questioner was now about to seek its answer in the halls of Death. 

To separate any single passage from a poem which owes so 
much of its splendour to the continuity of music and the succession 
of visionary images, does it cruel wrong.. Yet this must be at- 
tempted ; for S helley is the only English poet who has successfully 
handled that most difficult of metres, lersa vima. His power over 
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complicated versification cannot be appreciated except by duly 
noticing the method he employed in treating a structure alien, per- 
haps, to the genius of our literature, and even in Italian used with 
perfect mastery by none but Dante. To select the introduction 
and part of the first paragraph will inflict less violence upon the 
Triumph of Life as a whole, than to detach one of its episodes 


Swift as a spirit hastening to the task 
Of glory and of good, the Sun sprang forth 
Rejoicing in his splendour, and the mask 


Of darkness fell from the awakened Earth. 
The smokeless altars of the mountain snows 
Flamed above crimson clouds, and at the birth 


Of light, the Ocean’s orison arose, 
To which the birds tempered their matin lay, 
All flowers in field or forest which unclose 


Their trembling eyelids to the kiss of day 
Swinging their censers in the element, 
With orient incense lit by the new ray, 


Burned slow and inconsumably, and sent 
Their odorous sighs up to the smiling air : 
And, in succession due, did continent, 


Isle, ocean, and all things that in them wear 
The form and character of mortal mould, 
Rise as the Sun their father rose, to bear 


Their portion of thé#toil, which he of old 
Took as his own, and then imposed on them. 
But I, whom thoughts which must remain untold 


Had kept as wakeful as the stars that gem 
The cone of night, now they were laid asleep, 
Stretched my faint limbs beneath the hoary stem 


Which an old chestnut flung athwart the steep 
Of a green Apennine. Before me fled 
The night ; behind me rose the day; the deep 


Was at my feet, and Heaven above my head,~ 
When a strange trance over my fancy grew 
Which was not slumber, for the shade it spread 


Was so transparent that the scene came through 
As clear as, when a veil of light is drawn 
O’er evening hills, they glimmer; and I knew 


That I had felt the freshness of that dawn 
Bathe in the same cold dew my brow and hair 
And sate as thus upon that slope of lawn 
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Under the self-same bough, and heard as there 
' The birds, the fountains, and the ocean, hold 

Sweet talk in music through the enamoured air 

And then a vision on my brain was rolled. 


Such is the exordium of the poem. It will be noticed that at 
this point one series of the interwoven triplets is concluded. ‘Lhe 
Triumph of Life itself begins with a new series of rhymes, describ- 
ing the vision for which preparation has been made in the preced- 
ing prelude. It is not without perplexity that an ear unaccustomed 
to the windings of the zerza rma, feels its way among them. En- 
tangled and impeded by the labyrinthine sounds, the reader might 
be compared to one who, swimming in his dreams, is carried down 
the course of a swift river clogged with clinging and retarding 
water-weeds. He moves; but not without labour: yet after a 
while the very obstacles add fascination to his movement. 


As in that trance of wondrous thought I lay, 
This was the tenour of my waking dream :— 
Methought I sate beside a public way 


Thick strewn with summer dust, and a great stream 
Of people there was hurrying to and fro, ~ 
Numerous as gnats upon the evening gleam, 


All hastening onward, yet none seemed to know 
Whither he went, or whence he came, or why 
He made one of the multitude, and so 


Was bourne amid the crowd, as through the sky 
One of the million leaves of sigmmer’s bier ; 
Old age and youth, manhood and infancy, 


Mixed in one mighty torrent did appear: 
Some flying from the thing they feared, and some 
Seeking the object of another’s fear ; 


And others, as with steps towards the tomb, 
Pored on the’ trodden worms that crawled beneath, 
«nd others mournfully. within the gloom 


Of their own shadow walked and called it death ; 
And some fled from it as it were a ghost, 
Half fainting in'the affliction of vain breath. 


But more, with motions which each other crossed, 
Pursued or spurned the shadows the clouds threw, 
Or birds within the noon-day ether lost, 


Upon that path where flowers never srew— 
And weary with vain toil and faint for thirst, 
_ Heard not the fountains, whose melodious dew 


! 
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Out of their.mossy cells for ever burst ; 
Nor felt the breeze which from the forest told 
Of grassy paths, and wood-lawn interpersed, 


With over-arching elms, and caverns cold, 
And violet banks where sweet’ dreams brood ;—but the f 
Pursued their serious folly as of old: ‘ 


Here let us break the chain of rhymes that are unbroken in the 
text, to notice the extraordinary skill with which the rhythm has 
been woven in one paragraph, suggesting by recurrences of sound 
the passing of a multitude, which is presented at the same time to 
the eye of fancy by accumulated images. The next eleven triplets 
introduce the presiding genius of the pageanti Students of Pe- 
trarch’s Trzonfi will not fail to note what Shelley owes to that poet, 
~ and how he has transmuted the definite imagery of medieval sym- 
bolism into something metaphysical and mystic. 


And as I gazed, methought that in the way 
The throng grew wilder, as the woods of June 
When the south wind shakes the extinguished day; 


And a cold glare, intenser than the noon 
But icy cold, obscured with blinding light 
The sun, as he the stars. Like the young moon— 


When on the sunlit limits of the night 
Her white shell trembles amid crimson air, 
And whilst the sleeping tempest gathers might,— 


Doth, as the herald of its coming, bear 
The ghost of its dead mother, whose dim form 
Bends in dark ether from her infant’s chair ; 


So came a chariot on the silent storm 
Of its own rushing splendour, and a Shape 
So sate within, as one whom years deform, 


Beneath a dusky hood and double cape, 
Crouching within the shadow of a tomb. 
And o’er what seemed the head a¢loud-like crape 


Was bent, a dun and faint ethereal gloom 
Tempering the light. Upon the chariot beam 
A Janus-visaged Shadow did assume 


The guidance of that wonder-winged team ; 
The shapes which drew it in thick lightnings 
Were lost :—I heard alone on the air’s soft stream 


The music of their ever-moving wings, 
All the four faces of that charioteer 
Had their eyes banded: tittle profit brings 
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Speed in the van and blindness in the rear, 
or then avail the beams that quench the sun, 
Or that with banded eyes could pierce the sphere 


Of all that is, has been, or will be done. 
So ill was the car guided—but it past 
With solemn speed majestically on. 


The intense stirring of his imagination implied by this supreme 
poetic effort, the solitude of Villa Magni, and the elemental fervour 
of Italian heat to which he recklessly exposed himself, contributed 
to make Shelley more than usually nervous. His somnambulism 
returned, and he saw visions. On one occasion he thought that 
the dead Allegra.sose from the sea, and clapped her hands, and 
laughed, and beckoned to him. On another he roused the whole 
house at night by his screams, and remained terror-frozen in the 
trance produced by an appalling vision. This mood he communi- 
cated, in some measure, to his friends. One of them saw what she 
afterwards believed to have been his phantom, and another dreamed 
that he was dead. They talked much of death, and it is noticeable 
that the last words written to him by Jane were these :—“ Are you 
going to join your friend Plato?” 

The Leigh Hunts at last arrived in Genoa, whence they again 
sailed for Leghorn. Shelley heard the news upon the 2oth of 
June. He immediately prepared to join‘them; and on the Ist of 
July set off with Williams in the Dou Fuan for. Leghorn, where 
he rushed into the arms of his old friend. Leigh Hunt, in his : 
autobiography, writes, “I will not dwell upon the moment.” 
From Leghorn he drove with the Hunts to Pisa, and established 
them in the ground-floor of Byron’s Palazzo Lanfranchi, as com- 
fortably as was. consistent with his lordship’s variable moods. 
The negotiations which had preceded Hunt’s visit to Italy, raised 
forebodings in Shelley’s mind as to the reception he would meet 
from Byron; nor were these destined to be unfulfilled. Trelawny 
tells how irksome the poet found it to have “aman with a sick 
wife, and seven disorderly children,” established in his palace. To 
Mrs. Hunt he was positively brutal; nor could he tolerate her 
self-complacent husband, who, while he had voyaged far and wide 
in literature, had never wholly cast the slough of Cockneyism. 
Hunt was himself hardly powerful enough to understand the true 
magnitude of Shelley, though he loved him; and the tender solici- 
tude of the great, unselfish Shelley, for the smaller, harmlessly 
conceited Hunt, is pathetic. They spent a pleasant day or two 
together, Shelley showing the Campo Santo and other sights of 
Pisa to his English friend, Hunt thought him somewhat less 
hopeful than he used to be, but improved in health and strength 
and spirits, One little touch relating to their last conversation, 
deserves to be recorded :—‘“ He assented warmly to an opinion T 
expressed in the cathedral at Pisa, while the organ was playing, 
, that a truly divine religion might yet be established, if charity were 

really made the principle of it, instead of faith,” 
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On the night following that day of rest, Shelley took a post- 
chaise for Leghorn ; and early in the afternoon of the next day he 
set sail, with Williams, on his return voyage to Lerici.. The sailor- 
boy, Charles Vivian, was their only companion. Trelawny, | who 
was detained on board the Bolzvar, in the Leghorn harbour, 
watched them start. The weather for some time had been un- 
usually hot and dry. “‘ Processions of priests and religiosi have 
been for several days past praying for rain;” so runs the last 
entry in Williams’s diary; “but the gods are either angry or 
nature too powerful.” Trelawny’s Genoese mate observed, as the 
Don Fuan stood out to sea, that they ought to have started at 
three a. m. instead of twelve hours later; adding “the devil is 
brewing mischief.’’ Then a sea-fog withdrew the Dou Fuan from 
their sight. It was an oppressively sultry afternoon. Trelawny 
went down into his cabin, and slept; but was soon roused by the 
noise of the ships’ crews in the harbour making all ready for a 
gale. In ashort time the tempest was upon them, with wind, rain, 
and thunder. It did not last more than twenty minutes ; and at its 
end Trelawny looked out anxiously for Shelley’s boat. She was 

-nowhere to be seen, and nothing could be heard of her. In fact, 
though Trelawny could not then be absolutely sure of the catas- 
trophe, she had sunk, struck in all probability by the prow of a 
felucca, but whether by accident or with the intention of running 
her down, is still uncertain. - f 

On the morning of the third day after the storm, Trelawny 
rode to Pisa, and communicated his fears to Hunt. “I then went 
upstairs to Byron. When I told him, his lip quivered, and his 
voice faltered as he questioned me.” Couriers were despatched 
to search the sea-coast, and to bring the Bolzvar from Leghorn. 
Trelawny rode in person toward Via Reggio, and there found a 
punt, a water-keg, and some bottles, which had been’in Shelley’s 
boat. A week passed, Trelawny patrolling the shore with the 
coast-guardsmen, but hearing of no new discovery, until at last two 
bodies were cast upon the sand. One found near Via Reggio, on 
the 18th of July, was Shelley’s. It had his jacket, ‘(with the 
volume of A%schylus in one pocket, and‘ Keats’s poems in the 
other, doubled back, as if the reader, in the act of reading, had 
hastily thrust it away.” The other, found near'the tower of Mig- 
liarino, at about four miles’ distance, was that of Williams. The 
sailor-boy, Charles Vivian, though cast up on the same day, the 
18th of July, near Massa, was not heard of by Trelawny till. 
the 29th. 

Nothing now remained but to tell the whole dreadful truth to 
the two widowed women, who had spent the last days in agony of 
alternate despair and hope at Villa Magni. This duty Trelawny 
discharged faithfully and firmly. “The next day I prevailed on 
them,” he says, “to return with me to Pisa. The misery of that 
night and the journey of the next day, and of many days and nights 
that followed, I can neither describe nor forget.’’ It was decided 
that Shelley should be buried at Rome, near his friend Keats and 
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his son William, and that Williams’s remains should be taken to 
England. But first the bodies had to be burned ; and for permis- 
sion todo this Trelawny, who all through had taken the lead, ap- 
plied to the English Embassy at Florence. After some difficulty 
it was granted. : 

What remains to be said concerning the cremation of Shelley’s 
body on the 6th of August, must be told in Trelawny’s own words. 
Williams, it may be stated, had been burned on the preceding day. 

“ Three white wands had been stuck in the sand to mark the 
poet’s grave, but as they were at some distance from each other, 
we had to cut a trench thirty yards in length, in the line of the 
sticks, to ascertain the exact spot, and it was nearly an hour before 
we came upon the grave. ; 

“In the meantime Byron and Leigh Hunt arrived in the car- 
riage, attended by soldiers, and the Health Officer, as before. The 
lonely and grand scenery that surrounded us, so exactly harmonized 
with Shelley’s genius, that I could imagine his spirit soaring over 
us; old battlemented watch-towers stretched along the coast, 
backed by the marble-crested Apennines glistening in the sun, 
picturesque from their diversified outlines, and not a human dwel- 
ling was in sight. 

“As I thought of the delight Shelley felt in such scenes of 
loneliness and grandeur whilst living, I felt we were no better than 
a herd of wolves or a pack of wild dogs, in tearing out his battered 
and naked body from the pure yellow sand that lay so lightly over 
it, to drag him back to the light of day; but the dead have no 
voice, nor had I power to check the sacrilege—the work went on 
silently in the deep and unresisting sand, not a word was spoken, 
for the Italians have a touch of sentiment, and their feelings are 
easily excited into sympathy. Byron was silent and thoughtful. 
We were startled and drawn together by a dull, hollow sound that 
followed the blow of a mattock; the iron had struck a skull, and 
the body was soon uncovered. ... . After the fire was well 
kindled we repeated the ceremony of the previous day ; and more 
wine was poured over Shelley’s dead body than he had consumed 
during his life. This with the oil and salt made the yellow flames 
glisten and quiver. The heat from the sun and fire was so intense 
that the atmosphere-was tremulous and wavy. ... . The fire was 
so fierce as to produce a white heat on the iron, and to reduce its 
contents to gray ashes. The only portions that were not consumed 
were some fragments of bones, the jaw, and the skill; but what 
surprised us all was that the heart remained entire. In snatching 
this relic from the fiery furnace, my hand was severely burnt; and 
had any one seen me do the act, I. should have been put into 
quarantine.” 4 

Shelley’s heart was given to Hunt, who subsequently, not with- 
out reluctance and unseemly dispute, resigned it to Mrs. Shelley. 
It is now at Boscombe. His ashes were carried by Trelawny to 
Rome and buried in the Protestant cemetery, so touchingly de- 
scribed by him in his letter to Peacock, and afterwards so sublimely 
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in Adonats. The epitaph, composed by Hunt, ran thus: “ Percy 
Bysshe Shelley, Cor Cordium, Natus iv. Aug. MDCCxcII. Obiit v1 
Jul. mpcccxxu.’” To the Latin words Trelawny, faithfullest and 
most devoted of friends, added three lines from Ariel’s song, much 
loved in life by Shelley: 


Nothing of him that doth fade, 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 


“And so,” writes Lady Shelley, “the sea and the earth closed over — 
one who was a poet, and still greater as a philanthropist; and of 
whom it may be said, that his wild spiritual character seems to 
have prepared him, for being thus snatched from life under circum- 
stances of mingled terror and beauty, while his powers were yet in 
their spring freshness, and age had not come to render the ethereal 
body decrepit, or to wither the heart which could not be con- 
sumed by fire.” 
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CHAPTER Valiie 
EPILOGUE. 


AFTER some deliberation I decided to give this little work on 
Shelley the narrative rather than the essay form, impelled thereto 
by one commanding reason. Shelley’s life and his poetry are in- 
dissolubly connected. He acted what he thought and felt, with a 
directness rare among his brethren of the poet’s craft; while his 
verse, with the exception of Zhe Cencz, expressed little but the 
animating thoughts and aspirations of his life. That life, moreover, 
was “a miracle of thirty years,” so crowded with striking incident 
and varied experience that, as he said himself, he had already lived 
longer than his father, and ought to be reckoned with the men of 
ninety. Through all vicissitudes he preserved his youth inviolate, 
and died, like one whom the gods love, or like a hero of Hellenic 
story, young, despite grey hairs and suffering. His life has, there- 
fore, to be told, in order that his life-work may be rightly valued: 
for, great as that was, he, the man, was somehow greater; and 
noble as it truly is, the memory of himself is nobler. 

To the world he presented the rare spectacle of a man passion- 
ate for truth, and unreservedly obedient to the right as he discerned 
it. The anomaly which made his practical career a failure, lay just 
here. The right he followed was too often the antithesis of ordinary 
morality: in his desire to cast away the false and grasp the true, 
he overshot the mark of prudence. The blending in him of a pure 
and earnest purpose with moral and social theories that could not 
but have proved perniciaus to mankind at large, produced at times 
an almost grotesque mixture in his actions no less than in his verse. 
We cannot, therefore, wonder that society, while he lived, felt the 
necessity of asserting itself against him. But now that he has 
passed into the company of the great dead, and time has softened 
down the asperities of popular judgment, we are able to learn the 
real lesson of his life and writings. That is not to be sought in 
any of his doctrines, but rather in his fearless bearing, his resolute 
loyalty to an unselfish and in the simplest sense benevolent ideal. 
It is this which constitutes his supreme importance for us English 
at the present time. Ours is an age in which ideals are rare, and 
we belong to a race in which men who follow them so single-heart- 
edly are not common. 

As a poet, Shelley contributed a new quality to English litera; 
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' ture—a quality of ideality, freedom, and spiritual audacity, which 
severe critics of other nations think we lack. Byron’s daring is in 
a different region: his elemental wordliness and pungent satire. do 
not liberate our energies, or cheer us with new hopes and splendid 
vistas. Wordsworth, the very antithesis to Shelley in his reverent 
accord with institutions, suits our meditative mood, sustains .us 
with a sound philosophy, and braces us by, healthy contact with 
the Nature he so dearly loved. But in. Wordsworth there is none 
of Shelley’s magnetism. What remains of permanent value in 
Coleridge’s poetry—such work as Christabel, the Ancient Mariner, 
or Kubla Khan—is a product of pure artistic fancy, tempered by 
the author’s mysticism. Keats, true and sacred poet as he was, 
loved Nature with a somewhat, sensuous devotion. She was for 
hima mistress rather than a Diotima; nor did he share the pro- 
phetic fire which burns in Shelley’s verse, quite apart from the direct 
enunciation of his favourite tenets. In none of Shelley’s greatest 
contemporaries was the lyrical faculty so paramount; and whether 
we consider his minor songs, his odes, or his more complicated 
choral dramas, we acknowledge that he was the loftiest and the 

_ most spontaneous singer of our language. In range of power he 
was also conspicuous above the rest. Not only did he write the 

best lyrics, but the best tragedy, the best translations, and the best 

familiar poems of his century. Asa satirist and humourist, I, can; 
not place him so high as some of his admirers do; and the purely 
polemical portions of his poems, those in which be puts forth his 
antagonism to tyrants and religions and custom in all its myriad 
forms, seem to me to degenerate at intervals into poor rhetoric. 
While his genius was so varied and its flight so unapproached 
in swiftness, it would be vain to deny that Shelley, as an artist, 
had faults from which the men with whom I have compared him, 
were more free. Lhe most prominent of these are haste, incoher- 
ence, verbal carelessness, incompleteness, a want of narrative force, 
and a weak hold on objective realities. Even his warmest,admir- 
ers, if they are sincere critics, will concede that his verse,.taken 
altogether, is marked byinequality. In his eager self-abandonment 
to inspiration, he produced much that is unsatisfying simply because 
itis not ripe. There was no defect of power in him, but a defect 
of patience ; and the final word to be pronounced in estimating ‘the 
larger bulk of his poetry is the word immature. Not only was the, 
poet young; but the fruit of his young mind had been plucked be- 
fore it had been duly mellowed by reflection. Again, he did -not 
care enough for common things to present them with artistic ful- 
- ness. He was intolerant of detail, and thus failed to model with 
the roundness that we find in Goethe’s work. He flew at the 
grand, the spacious, the sublime ; and did not always succeed in 
realising for his readers what he had imagined. A certain want of 
faith in his own powers, fostered by the extraordinary discourage- 
ment under which he had to write, prevented him from finishing 
what he began, or from giving that ultimate form of perfection to 
his longer works which we admire in shorter pieces like the Ode Zo 
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the West Wind. When a poem was ready, he had it hastily printed, 
and passed on to fresh creative efforts. If anything occurred to 
interrupt his energy, he flung the sketch aside. Some of these 
defects, if we may use this word at all to indicate our sense that 
Shelley might by care have been made equal to his highest self, 
were in a great measure the correlative of his chief quality—the 
ideality, of which I have already spoken. He composed with all 
his faculties, mental, emotional, and physical, at the utmost strain, 
' at a white heat of intense fervour, striving to attain one object, the 
truest and most passionate investiture for the thoughts which had 
inflamed his ever-quick imagination. The result is that his finest 
work has more the stamp of something natural and elemental—the 
wind, the sea, the depth of air—than of a mere artistic product. 
Plato would have said: the Muses filled this man with sacred mad- 
ness, and, when he wrote, he was no longer in his own control. 
There was, moreover, ever-present in his nature an effort, an as- 
piration after a better than the best this world can show, which 
prompted him to blend the choicest products of his. thought and 
fancy with the fairest images borrowed from the earth on which he 
lived. He never willingly composed except under the impulse to 
body forth a vision of the love and light and life which was the 
spirit of the power he worshipped. This persistent upward striving, 
this earnestness, this passionate intensity, this piety of soul and 
purity of inspiration, give a quite unique spirituality to his poems. 
But it cannot be expected that the colder perfections of Academic 
art should be always found in them. They have something of the 
waywardness and negligence of nature, something of the asymme- 
treta we admire in the earlier creations of Greek architecture. 
That Shelley, acute critic and profound student as he was, could 
conform himself to rule and show himself an artist in the stricter 
sense, is, however, abundantly proved by Zhe Cencz and by Ado- 
ntas. The reason why he did not always observe this method will 
be understood by those who have studied his Defence of Poetry, 
and learned to sympathise with his impassioned theory of art. 
Working on this small scale, it is difficult to do barest justice 
to Shelley’s life or poetry. The materials for the former are 
almost overwhelmingly copious and strangely discordant. Those 
who ought to meet in love over his grave, have spent their time in 
quarrelling about him, and baffling the most eager seeker for the 
truth.* Through the turbid atmosphere of their recriminations it 
is impossible to discern the whole personality of the man. By 
careful comparison and refined manipulation of the biographical 
treasures at our disposal, a fair portrait of Shelley might still be 
set before the reader with the accuracy of a finished picture. That 
labour of exquisite art and of devoted love still remains to be ac- 
complished, though in the meantime Mr. W. M. Rossetti’s Memoir 
is a most valuable instalment. Shelley in his lifetime bound those 
who knew him with a chain of loyal affection, impressing observers 


* See Lady Shelley v. Hogg; Trelawny v, the Shelley family ; Peacock wv. Lad: 
Shelley ; Garnett v, Peacock ; Garnett v, Trelawny; McCarthy 7. Hogs, &c., &c, 
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80 essentially different as Hogg, Byron, Peacock, Leigh Hunt, Tre- 
lawny, Medwin, Williams, with the conviction that he was the gen- 
tlest, purest, bravest, and most spiritual being they had ever met. 
The same conviction is forced upon his biographer. During his 
four last years this most loveable of men was becoming gradually 
riper, wiser, truer to his highest instincts. The imperfections of 
his youth were being rapidly absorbed. His self-knowledge was 
expanding, his character mellowing, and his genius growing daily 
stronger. Without losing the fire that burned in him, he had been 
lessoned by experience into tempering its fervour; and when he 
reached the age of twenty-nine, he stood upon the height of his 
most glorious achievement, ready to unfold his wings for a yet sub- 
limer flight. At that moment, when life at last seemed about to 
offer him rest, unimpeded activity, and happiness, death robbed 
the world of his maturity. Posterity has but the product of his 
cruder years, the assurance that he had already outlived them into 
something nobler, and the tragedy of his untimely end. 

If a final word were needed to utter the unutterable sense of 
waste excited in us by Shelley’s premature absorption into the mys- 
tery of the unknown, we might find it in the last lines of his own 
Alastor : 

Art and eloquence, 

And all the shows o’ the world, are frail and vain 
To weep a loss that turns their light to shade. 
It is a woe “‘ too deep for tears,” when all 
Is reft at once, when some surpassing spirit, 
Whose light adorned the world around it, leaves 
Those who remain behind nor sobs nor groans, 
The passionate tumult of a clinging hope ; 
But pale despair and cold tranquillity, 
Nature’s vast frame, the web of human things, 

’ Birth and the grave, that are not as they were. 


ot sales fay“ 


Feo wet oe Bed 
rely ersbil 


SORT | 
t 


ag BBR a ee 
“SET hy A 


FH Ng 
Kogan (ast (ate 
fesienn ete te “pita 


~ 
ft Z on : 
Wi PAY > Wyse) Sd OT) he 


toe Pa! 19 


VOR EO Ti 
e age 


te on ‘eed ae 


; kr ale leslie 





, o sf es 
es 














Cr lelcle 
west] ag re es 3 e 
Cet 


x 
Date Due 





MARYGROVE COLLEGE LIBRARY 
R 


NN A 
3 1927 00127 


453 6 


NB aA 


mee] 


AK 
~ UX \ « \\ 


RQ \\ IN . 


VX 
CCC 


_ 


~ _ 


\ \ 





